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PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


"  A  -H-O-O-O-Y  ! ! !  "  sounded  a  mighty  but  mellow  voice,  over  a  broad  reach  of  billowy  brine,  eat  divinely  hyacinthine-haod 
•ii.  as  the  wave-swoops  on  a  canvas  of  MB.  BRETT'S,  and  leaping  as  merrily  as  WOBDSWOBTH'S  daffodils  in  the  welcome 
sunshine  of  a  genuine  British  June. 

MB.  PUNCH  was  paddling  in  his  own  improved  "  Boyton  "  about  the  stretches  of  the  Silver  Streak.  TODY,  in  a  reduced 
copy  of  his  Master's  wave-proof,  was  dutifully  dittoing  in  the  rear. 

"  Methinks  '  I  hear  old  Triton  blow  his  wreathed  horn,' "  said  the  sea-disporting  Sago,  pausing  in  mid-stroke. 

But  it  was  the  voice  of  NEPTUNE  himself,  summoning  the  All-Accomplished  One  to  a  friendly  conference,  and 
Mn.  PUNCH  was  soon  in  the  presence  of  the  Trident-bearer  and  his  Court,  at  a  sort  of  nautical  "  At  Home." 

"  Well,  you  're  an  odd-looking  fish !  "  said  the  Sea-God,  genially.     "  Hardly  knew  you  at  first  in  that  get-up." 

"  There  are  odder  in  your  own  deeps,  if  SCHILLER'S  Diver  reported  correctly,"  responded  the  Sage,  with  a  pleasant 
wink. 

"  SCHILLER,"  6aid  NEPTUNE,  "  got  decidedly  out  of  his  depth  in  the  poem  you  refer  to.  Don't  you  think  it  would  bo 
moro  practical  to  make  the  best  use  of  my  abounding  and  palpable  wealth,  than  to  brood  over  my  hidden  and  quite  conjectural 
horrors  ?  " 

"  Just  what  we  're  trying  to  do,"  returned  the  Sage,  promptly.  "  You  'TO  heard,  of  course,  of  our  Great  International 
Fisheries  Exhibition,  of  the  Pifcicultural  Conferences,  of  the  combination  thereat  of  the  science  of  learned  Professors  and  tho 
sense  of  Royal  Priuces  ?  " 

Rather!  "said  NEPTUNE.  "  But  the  brine  seems  to  have  parched  your  eloquent  lips.   What  do  you  Bay  to  aliquorup?' 

"Do  you  seo  any  Blue — in  my  button-hole?"  queried  the  Sage,  significantly. 

NEPTUNE  nodded  to  a  juvenile  Triton,  a  sort  of  briny  "  Buttons,"  who,  turning  suddenly  tail  upwards,  like  a  duck, 
dived  and  brought  up — a  bottle  ! 

"Messngo  from  the  saa,"  suggested  AMPIIITIUTE,  archly.  TiiKTrs,  with  her  own  shell-pink  fingers  filled  a  conch-shell 
with  the  sparkling  contents,  and  commended  the  sea-chalice  to  PUNCH'S  willing  lips. 

"  Sure,  nothing  on  earth  half  so  sweet  ifl, 
.^j  hard  for  mere  mortal  to  beat  is, 

As  a  beaker  of  wine 

From  the  depths  of  the  lirine. 
And  the  hand— may  I  kiss  it?— of  Turns!" 

improvised  the  Sweet  Singer  of  Fleet  Street,  taking  tho  Nymph's  consent — quite  justifiably — for  granted. 

"  Seo  you  have  been  reading  HUXLEY'S  Address,"  said  MB.  PUNCH,  presently. 

"  Yes,"  said  NEPTUNE.  "  He  's  an  A.B.  among  land-lubbers,  if  you  like.  But  irhat  lubbers  you  most  of  you  are  !  I 
envy  CERES.  You  Jo  make  better  use  of  her  land  than  of  my  \va'er.  And  yet,  as  the  Professor  proves,  the  yield  of  a  well- 
farmed  sea-acre  is  much  larger,  and  m'ujht  be  indefinitely  greater  than  that  of  the  finest  and  fattest  of  land-acres.  How  is  it?" 

"There  are  queerer  fish  on  land  than  in  sea,"  said  Mi:.  PUNCH,  reflectively.  "A  piscatorial  guide  to  humanity 
would  bo  a  curious  volume.  The  Monopolist  Land-shark  is  greedier  than  tho  '  Tiger  of  the  Sea,'  and  the  tl.it  li-h  of  ocean's 
depths  arc  not  comparable — iu  stupidity — with  tho  '  flats  '  who  allow  Monopoly  to  feed  and  batten  on  them.  Your  eels  are 
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not  such  wrigglers  as  are  Vested  Interests  when  the  hand  of  Honesty  closes  on  them  ;  and  your  oyster  is  about  as  easy  a 
creature  to  stir  into  self-defensive  activity  as  the  ordinary  British  Citizen,  who  sits  still  for  the  gluttons  of  Trade  to  gobble 
him  up." 

"  Think  of  my  inexhaustible  herring  shoals  and  my  •  cod  mountains,'  one  hundred  and  twenty  million  fish  to  the 
square  mile !  "  said  NEPTUNE.  "  Can't  you  teach  men  to  make  a  little  better  use  of  the  Harvest  of  the  Sea  ?  " 

"  It  is  my  business  and  pleasure  to  teach  everything,"  replied  the  Sage.  "  And  I  teach,  as  THOMAS  of  Chelsea  wrote 
history,  by  flashes  of  lightning  ;  only  mine  is  the  harmless,  lambent,  summer  lightning  of  uuvcnomed  humour." 

"  How  nice !  "  sighed  AMPHIXBITE. 

"Tremendous  creature,  your  Master  !  "  whispered  THETIS  to  TOBY,  of  whom  the  silver-footed  Nymph  was  making  a 
prodigious  pet. 

TOBY  wagged  his  tail  and  winked  significantly. 
'  His  bark  is  on  the  sea,"  said  the  old  Sea-God,  with  the  shame-faced  smile  of  the  unpractised  punster. 

"  Bit  behind  the  age — in  the  matter  of  jokes,  eh  ?  "  suggested  the  Sage,  cheerily. 

"  Why,  ye-e-s,"  admitted  the  Trick  nt-wielder.  "Fact  is— don't  let  AMPIIITKITE  hear! — we're  a  bit  dull  since  the 
days  of  THETIS'S  great  son  and  those  delightful  Greeks.  Electric  Cables  and  ugly  Iron  clads  '  molest  our  ancient  solitary  reigu,' 
and  make  things  precious  slow  and  stupid  into  the  bargain.  I  like  BRITANNIA,  there  's  a  dash  of  the  sea-nymph  about  her. 
I  like  Fishermen,  they  're  not  quite  Cockneyfied  into  commonplace.  I  like  you ;  you  Ve  the  depth  of  my  seas  and  the  sparkle 
of  my  billows.  That 's  why  I  bailed  you  with  such  energy." 

"  Couldn't  huve  done  anything  better  or  more  opportune,"  responded  the  Sparkler.  "  I  have  here  what  instructs  and 
illumines  the  World  of  Men,  and  will  keep  you  and  your  Court  amused  for  six  months  to  come. ' 

"  You  don't  say  so  !  "  cried  NEPTUNE. 

"How  auftdly  nice  of  you  !  '  murmured  AMPHITEITE. 

"  I  could  kiss  him ! "  whispered  THETIS  in  the  archly-cocked  ear  of  TOBIAS. 

The  younger  Tritons,  like  veritable  sea-urchins,  turned  brine-splashing  "  Catherine-wheels  "  of  riotous  rapture  which 
caused  AMPHJTBITE  to  call  them  sharply  to  order. 

"  I  '11  tell  the  world,  FATHER  NEP,  what  you  wisely  say  about  their  folly,  in  the  matter  of  Fish  and  Fisheries,"  said 
PUNCH.     "In  return,  this  will  tell  you  what  7  say  upon  that  and  every  other  subject." 


MB. 


And  the  joy-disseminating  Sage  presented  to  the  delighted  Sea-God  his 
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MOORE  MODERNISED. 

FOR   A   TllIN-TlIATCHED   DANDY. 
Am—"  One  Siimfer  at  parting." 

ONE  more  try  at 
parting !  Not 
many 

Looks  circle  my 
head,  I  regret ; 
But  afew,  the  most 

hardy  of  any, 
Are  left  on  the 
crown  of  it  yet. 
Tis  a  ticklish  task 
to  divide  them. 
In  well-balanced 
head-central 
fringe  ; 

These  patches  cost 
labour  to  hide 
them, 

Give  vanity  many  a  twinge. 
But  come — every  sproutling  I  treasure — 

Thino  aid,  0  Macassar  !  I  beg  ; 
Though    I    own— who   can    face    it    with 

pleasure  ? — 
I'm  getting  as  bald  as  an  egg  ! 

As  older  we  grow,  how  unpleasant 

To  pause  and  reflect,  with  distaste 
That  the  few  scattered  spikes  seen  at  present, 

Must  merge  in  wide  calvity's  waste  ! 
But  Time,  a  most  pitiless  master, 

Cries  •'  Onward !  "    and   mows   off  one's 

crop. 
Ah  !  never  does  Time  travel  faster 

Than  when  one  desires  him  to  stop. 
No,  Age  cannot  trip  to  Youth's  measure, 

With  paunch  and  a  spindle-shanked  leg. 
And  I  own— though  it  is  not  with  pleasure  — 

I  'm  getting  as  bald  as  an  egg  ! 


ALL  THE  YEAR  ROUND. 

SPBINO,  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter  ; 
Watery  spirt  to  icy  splinter. 
Winter,  Autumn,  Summer,  Spring  ; 
Dust  and  gust  that  choke  and  sting. 
Autumn.  Winter,  Spring,  Summer  j 
Sunless,  f unless,  rummer,  glummer. 
Summer,  Winter,  Spring,  Autumn  ; 
Wut  alike,  St.  Swithin'a  brought  'em 
Underneath  his  watery  spell, 
One  from  t'other  none  can  tell. 


UNCLE  BULGER'S  MORAL  TALES. 
No.  I.— HILLY  AND  THE  BIB. 

"  ALWAYS  be  kind  to  bees,  my  son,"  said 
BILLY'S  Papa,  Ever  study  them  as  patterns 
of  industry,  energy,  and  thrift.  Now  BILLY 
minded  what  was  told  him,  so  as  he  saun- 
tered along  to  school,  he  bore  the  paternal 
exhortation  in  mind.  He  saw  a  great  bloom  • 
ing  busy  Bee,  which  hummed,  buzzed,  made 
a  prodigious  fuss,  and  advertised  to  all  men 
what  an  exemplary  and  industrious  Bee  it 
was.  BILLY  pursued  it  eagerly.  It  flew 
into  Squire  TOPHAMPER'S  garden,  and 
BILLY  followed.  He  could  not  find  the  Ex- 
emplary One  for  a  long  while  ;  at  last  he 
thought  he  heard  a  faint  drunken  buzz.  He 
looked  down,  and,  in  a  luscious  and  over- 
ripe peach  that  had  fallen  down,  he  saw  the 
pattern  insect  absolutely  wallowing.  BILLY 
was  grieved,  for  he  felt  that,  if  this  fact  WWH 
known,  the  Bee  was  disgraced  for  life.  Ha 
gently  shook  the  Bee  out  of  the  peach  into 
his  handkerchief,  cleansed  its  legs  and  its 
wings  by  dipping  it  in  the  running  stream, 
and  allowed  it  to  crawl  over  his  coat  in  the 
sunshine  to  get  dry.  It  could  not  walk,  so 
BILLY  kindly  carried  it  to  the  hive.  Within 


a  few  yards  of  the  hire  the  Bee  suddenly 
recovered,  began  to  buzz  fnrioiuly,  stunt; 
big  little  benefactor  in  the  eye,  and  sailed 


proudly  home,  as  if  it  were  the  molt  prai«e- 
worthy  and  well-oondncted  member  of  all 
Beedom.  BILLY  could  not  see  for  a  week, 
and  was  severely  punished  for  playing 
truant  When  he  grew  up  to  be  a  clever 
man,  he  read  a  paper  at  the  Royal  Institu- 
tion, which  made  a  great  sensation.  It  was 
called  -  Entomological  Humbugs,  with  some 
Remarks  on  Dr.  WATTS." 


MASTER  TOMMY'S  RECEIPTS. 

Jlouit/tolJ   (flayer  Btrr. 

EMPTY  the  kitchen  spice- box.  two  pounds 
of  washing-soda,  a  pint  of  petroleum,  and  all 
the  wine  left  in  the  dining-room  decanters, 
over  night,  into  the  cistern,  and  stir  freely  in 
the  dark  with  a  mop  from  the  staircase  win- 
dow. When  the  water  comes  in  in  the  morn- 
ing, the  whole  household  will  be  supplied 
from  every  tap  for  four-and-twenty  tours 
with  capital  ginger  beer. 

BATTERIE  DE  CUISINE.— Shelling  peas. 
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THE    TRIAL    OP    THE    MONTHS. 

Magistrate  Punch,  as  Father  Time,  pronounces  sentence: — 
'THIRTY  DATS  HATH  SEPTEMBER,  APRIL,  JUNE,  AND  NOVEMBER  ;   FEBRUARY  IIAS  TWENTY-EIGHT  ALONE  ;  ALL  THE  REST  HAVE  THIRTY-ONE  I" 


PUNCH'S   ALMANACK   FOR   1883. 


FORM. 


First  Mather.  "  LET  'g  STOP  AND  LOOK  IT  PDXCH  AKD  J rDY,  OLD  CHAPPIE  I    I  \t  n  TARD  IT  '•  A»  OOOD  AI  A  PLAT  I " 
.Vcond  Afrufor.  ••  I  n»a«AT  IT  n,  XT  BRAVE  BOY.    Brr  WE  AIS'T  PREMEP,  YOU  KMOW  I " 


A  NOCTURNE. 

TOES  all  a-frecze, 

Nose  a  tomato  -, 
Breathing  a  wheeze, 

Speaking  stacciitu ; 
Smoking  a  sham. 

Odourless, — cruel, 
Sniff  Alkaram, 

Gobble  down  gruel, 
Read  /    Deuce  a  bit, 

Optics  both  bleary  j 
Characters  flit, 

Lines  all  look  smeary. 
Talk/    M'sallB's, 

Most  idiotic ! 
Earthquaky  sneeze. 

Room  gone  chaotic  I 
Glass  /     Tluit  damp  guy. 

Type  of  humanity  ? 
Self-respect  fly  I 

Hook  it,  oh,  Vanity  ! 
With  a  catarrh. 

What  were  Apollo  ? 
MALLOCK  won't  jar, 

Life  is  all  hollow. 
I'ouli'ur-tle-roie 

Views  of  the  universe, 
Sage, — with  red  nose — 

Holds  fit  for  puny  verse. 

hitfh  !    What  imports 

Life  or  its  issues  ? 
All  snuffs  and  snorts 

Coughs  and  ah-tisshoos  ! 
OMAR  KHAYYAM 

Knew  life  all  dolour, 
A  sh — ah — sham, 

Ah — rash-\ioo  \   Oh,  lor ! 
Nitre  ! — strong  dose, 

"  Sweet  spirit "  cure  me  ! 


IRRESISTIBLE. 

/risiflwir.iruiMnC/o  TOptitarvo/fieCTMrrAX  ••  Buv  A  Box  o'  LrnrcM.  TTS  RIV-REHCE? 
Oeu,  KIIUKE,  wiu  SITH  ILIUAST  CAI.VFS,  vn  CINS'I'  H»VI:  A  HAH  HD  UEART!" 


Head,  ere*,  and  one  ! 

Slumber  insure  me ! 
Plunge  into  bed, 

Tuck  bed-clothe*  tighter, 
Oh  !  my  poor  head. 

Good  night !  good  nitre  t 


MASTER  TOMMYS 

RECEIPTS. 
Tin  Fair  Wittier  Btntmtttr. 

THIS  U  a  pleading  and 
simple  experiment.  The 
mercury  is  removed,  and 
divided  in  equal  portions 
between  the  oat,  the  parrot 
next  door,  and  the  interior 
of  grandpapa's  forty-guinea 
repeater.  This  may  cause 
some  local  disturbance,  bat 
the  barometer,  relieved  of 
undue  pressure,  and  set  at 
"  very  dry,"  may  be  relied 
on  to  indicate,  without 
further  attention,  perma- 
nent fair  weather. 


.  I-IKY  FOB  EVOLU- 
TIONISTS.—  Can  the  long- 
lingering  belief  in  the 
virtue  of  the  divining-rod 
be  regarded  as  the  survival 
of  the  fit  teat  I 

THE  BEST  TOAST  TO 
PROPOSE.  —  To  gentlemen 
who  have  not  already  drunk 
more  than  is  good  for  them 
— an  anchovy  toast. 


Wlt5:ati»S£S£tha  I      MABCH  xxzi  to,,. 


A   B.TTN   WITH    THE    BABKSHIEE.— By  Dumb-Crambo  Junior 


Hone  wai  brought  Round. 


Got  the  Brush. 


A  Smart  Run. 


A  Fresh  Horse. 
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MACDUFFHBttPlflF 


THE    BRITISH    DRAMA,     1883. 

Tout.  '"Eire  Y'AIUS,  Otirra  I    BILL  o'  TB«  PLAT  AM'  DUII'KAHY  i.x  gra  LAKOOAOBI  I  • 


SO.XG  OF  THE  HIGHER 
SENTIMEN  PS. 

I.IVK  a  milil  domestic  life, 
Jevoted  dearly  to  ray  Wife, 
So  niiirh  so,  that  from  her  extends 
ily  fond  affection  to  her  friends  ; 
And  first  of  all — no  Spooney  raw — 
Oh,  don't  I  love  my  Mother-in-law ! 

<Ty  Pet's  old  Parent 's  rather  stout ; 

just  might  chisp  her  waist  about : 

Some  three  yards  round,  and  not 

much  more, 
"ve   thoughts  of   widening  my 

front-door, 
shouldn't  mind  the  expense  one 

straw. 
)h,  don't  I  love  my  Mother-in-law ! 

.t  times  I  may  myself  forget. 
Vhicli.  if  she  thinks,  she  tells  my 

Pet; 

tut  when  I  don't  do  all  I  should, 
ler  telling  tends  to  make  me  good  : 
'm  pleased  to  hare  her  find  the 

flaw. 
)h.  don't  I  love  my  Mother-in-law  ! 

'he  servants  that  upon  her  wait 
\  pleasure  have  which  must  be 

great. 

Lnd  yet  can  we  get  none  to  stay, 
grieve  so  when  she  poos  awav  ! 
'ears  from  my  eyes  her  turned 

heels  draw, 
•h,  don't  I  love  my  Mother-in-law  ! 

A  sweet  old  soul,  how  pleased  I 

feel 
'o  see  her  at  the  social  meal 


A    LITTLE     MISTAKE. 

A'jic  Btmitii  (jitst  out,  an,!  fn&  /rrm  Clafham\  "  AND  ARE  Tor  A  MFXBER  or  THE 
BUT.  KIBKON  .u   :•,     •  •.  ,;  .  -\,,.  I  IIAVQTT  THAT  BU.XUCB!" 

<V.  11.    "TuFN,   WHAT  '8  THAT  BIO   BLfE  RlBB4)N   YOl' 'VE  GOT  ON?" 

C.  O.G.  "  WELL,  it  'a  CALLED  THE  RIBBON  ot  nit  ORDER  or  THE  0 ARFIH  1 " 


Of  dinner  Kit,  her  month  a  chink 
Ne'er  opened  »ve  to  meat— end 

drink! 

And  1 11  ne'er  grudge  (I  am  so  free 
Her  gin  and  brandy  in  her  tea. 
I  hold  her  in  rach  filial  awe  ; 
Oh,  don't  I  lore  my  Mother-in-law  1 


MASTER  TOMMY'S  RECEIPTS. 


Pmltry. 

WHEN  on  a  vigil  to  a  oountry- 
housc  where  the  oocacional  loss  of 
a  hen  by  theft  at  night  hat  be 
referred  to,  yon  can  eaailjr  under- 
take to  safeguard  the  red  On 
being  commissioned  to  do  ao,  send, 
but  without  mentioning  the  fact, 
to  T.lm«Jinn««  for  a  gallon  of  lumi- 
nous paint.  Then  take  your  op- 
portnnity,  and  with  a  large  white- 
wash brush  go  orer  the  whole 
brood,  being  careful  to  give  the 
cocks  a  double  coat.  The  poultry 
will  now  not  only  be  visible  in  the 
dark,  but  restless  and  wide  awake 
all  night.  In  the  morning,  at 
ireakfast,  you  can  beaut  that  yon 
lave  rendered  them  trV-prtttrt  ing. 


XI:CK  OR  NOTHING.— A  fellow 

was  caught  stealing  cravats.  When 

collared,  he  exctued  himself  on 

he  ground   that    he  was  "only 

taking  stock." 

Eorr.vTiox  ix  Crxxrso.— At 
he  School  of  Art  and  Design. 
Open  to  ladies.  It  will  give  a  girl 
a  few  "wrinkles"  long  before 
they  're  required. 


LIVING  UP  TO  A  TEAPOT. 

(.1  Talc  i>f  Lonely  Life.) 

WISHING  not  to   appear  eccentric,  but  to  follow  the    M"», 
I  to  live  up  to  a  Teapot.     Therefore,  my  own  little  tin-plated 
,,, T^^nce,  having  sprung  a  leak,  I  bought,  me  another,  a 
blue-and-white  Japa- 
nese   Teapot    at    a 
grocer's  shop  in  the 
Strand  —  cost     five 
t-hillings. 

I  had  previously 
lived  on  a  scale  of 
living  up  to  a  six- 
penny Teapot  only — 
on  oatmeal-porridge 
for  breakfast  princi- 
pally, and  sometimes 
bread-and-butter.  A 
legacy  from  a  lamen- 
ted distant  relation 
enabled  me  to  live 
up  to  a  superior 
Teapot  —  a  crown 
Teapot. 

So  I  not  only  began 
to  breakfast  on  eggs, 
but  added  bloaters 
likewise  to  my  morn- 
ing meal,  kippered 
herrings  also,  and 
smoked  salmon,  salt 
haddock,  sardines, 
ham  and  tongue, 
brawn,  potted  meats, 
and  rashers  of  bacon  ; 
besidesaconsiderable 
variety  of  other  Uttle 
tiny  kickshaws  and 
toys.  I  did,  I  flat- 
tered myself,  live  up 
to  my  Teapot  in 
some  measure. 

But  very  soon  the 
Teapot  I  had  been 
living  up  to  as  well 
as  ever  I  was  able  by 
the   gratification  of 
my  appetite  with  all 
manner     of      good 
things,  came  to  grief 
in  the  kitchen.    My 
maid  -  of  -  all  -  work 
broke  off  the  tip  of 
ite  spout.  The  jagged 
edges  of  the  fracture 
caused   the   tea    to 
dribble   on    to    my 
tablecloth,  and  then 
that  Teapot  was  to 
be  lived  up    to   no 
more.    Never  trust  a 
Teapot  to  which  you 
intend  living  up,  to 
the  care  of  Servants. 
She  to  whom  I  had 
unwisely  confided  my 
supplied  me, 
ponding  doubt  as  to 
procuring     another, 
with     a    temporary 
substitute inln  rmvu. 
Tins    \v,i^    ;i    in  «l'T- 
ately-sizcd,  globular, 
glared  black  Teapot 
of     earthenware. 
There  was  no  paint- 


THE GARDEN-PARTY  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

SCENE— A  Lawn  •illuminated  l>y  the  Ekctric  Light. 

Youny  Lady  (t<>  Scientific  Oil  Gent).  Ah   £*<*^M°™f£ 
nowindeed  say,  with  TENNYSON.that "  the  black  bat  Night  hath  flown. 

.•!,',      ^       ,        -«T  __          v~..~    nnl*r     «nn/»fnmftl      hat."    T1OW 

Scientific 


old   Gent.    Ya— as.      Your  only 


"THE    MAN     THAT     HATH     NOT    MUSIC,"     &c. 

I  friend,  It'Clanky,  to  atay  a  flv  days  with  him.    Did  nt'Ctanky  tms musical  too .' 
"  Wn.i.  I  GIVE  YOU  A  CHUNE?" 

lOnn  Bag!).  "On— EH?    THANKS,  VERY  KucHl"   ( Putt  m  invalid 

)       "  UtT  MY   DOCTCIK  TELLS   ME  I   MUST  ON  NO  ACCOUNT   INDULGE  MY  PASSION   FOB  MUSIC  FOB  SOME 
1IJII;  !" 


ing  upon  it  at  all,  but  the  Teapot  itself,  I  discovered,  drew  admirably. 
When  I  say  "  drew,"  I  mean  that  it  extracted  the  soluble  constituents 
of  my  tea  so  effectually  as  to  make  my  tea  twice  as  strong  again  as 
it  used  to  be  made  in  the  Teapot  I  had  chosen  to  live  up  to. 

I  will  not,  therefore,  now  purchase  a  new  expensive  Teapot  for  my 
servant  to  break,  but  shall  stick  to  this  old  one— cost  eighteen  pence — 
a  Teapot  which  she  will  probably  take  good  care  of,  and  which  in 
future  will  be  decidedly  the  Teapot  to  live  up  to  for  my  money. 


nocturnal  bat"  now 
is  not  the  Tennyso- 
nian,  but  a  tennis 
bat.  Fact  is,  Science 
will  compel  the  Poets 
to  lay  in  an  entirely 
new  stock  of  images. 
Fn-ed.  Poor  Diana! 
Awfully  out  of  it. 
Can't  fancy  Endy- 
mion  being  kissed 
on  the  Q.T.  by  a 
Brush  -  Light,  can 
you. though?  Modern 
Science  doesn't  lend 
itself  to  Poetry. 

Long-Haired  One 
(languidly).  Bah  ! 
Uttawly  Philistian 
ideah,  that.  Art  can 
absorb  and  transmute 
into  Beauty,  every- 
thing—even. Science. 
See  germ  of  quite  too 
lovely  new  Mythos 
even  in  your  seem- 
ingly absurd  sugges- 
tion. Electric  Light 
— poetically  personi- 
fied —  brilliant  new 
Avatar  of  the 
Ineffable  Firstborn 
of  created  things, 
Primeval  Lux, — 
subtler  Cynthia,  more 
terrible  Artemis, 
more  perilous  Lamia, 
whose  glance  is  fasci- 
nation, whose  kiss  is 
DEATH  !  1 !  Supreme ! 
(Aside.)  Must  sug- 
gest subject  to 

POSTLETHWAITE. 

Siccet  Gusluir,  in 
Terra  -  Ootta  tn-ists 
(effusively).  Science 
sublimated  into 
quintessential  Sweet- 
ness 1  Dull  Prose- 
poetised  into  super- 
nal Light.  Oh,  how 
quite  too  utterly  Too ! 
Old  Buffet-  (yawn- 
ing) to  other  Old 
Buffer.  Sleepy  ?  Eh, 
my  boy  ? 

Old  Buffer  Xuniber 
TIKO  (gaping).  Ye^e-s. 
Turning  night  into 
day  in  this  fashion 
doesn't  suit  me. 

young  Lady  (to 
Mamma,  n-ho  hat 
been  nodding  in  a 
corner).  Vfha,t,asleej>, 
Mamma  1 

Mamma,  (starting 
erect).  Not  at  all, 
my  dear — not  at  all. 
Only  this  light  is 

just  a  Uetle  strong, 

you  know. 

Eilwin  (to  ANGELINA,  tuggeitively),  It  has  one  drawback,  dear.    So 
few  snug  shadows,  you  know  ! 

Angelina,  (softly).  Ah,  yes,  dear.      Moonlight  has  its  advantages, 
after  all. 

[They  retire  to  play  Diana  and  Endymion—old  style— in  the  Con- 
Krvatory.       

A  WASTE-PAPER  BASKET.— A  Vale  of  Tears. 


ALMANACK    FoK 


"EDITION    DE    LUXE. 


[10  BE  COXTIXftD  IS   Ol'R  SKXT  AUtUUOE.] 


'  London  Season  to  FuH 
Swing. 


MOORE  MODERNISED. 

SONG  FOB  A  DWELLER  n?  A  QCIET  STBEET. 

A:u— "Sail  on,  Sail  on!" 

SCALE  on,  scale  on, 
oh  t  tuneless 
strummer, 
Rum  -  turn-  ti  - 
tiddy-  iddy- 
t uin  t 

You  've  thumped 
and  twangled 
all  the  summer, 
You  tootle  still 
now  winter 's 
come. 

The  notes  you 
thrum  out  seem 
to  say, 

"  Though  out  of  time  and  tune  we  be, 
Less  flat  we  are,  less  false  than  they 
Whose  clang  ehall  rack  thy  wife  and  thce." 

Scale  on,  scale  on — through  endless  time — 

Through  morn,  noon,  evening— stop  no 

more  I 
To  slaughter  you  were  scarce  a  crime, 

Oh  plaguy  and  persistent  bore  ! 
WIT.  there  indeed  some  quiet  street 

Where  ne'er  piano  maddened  men, 
Where  never  '•  Scales  "  this  ear  should  greet. 

Then  might  I  rest,— but  not  till  then. 


APKIL  1. — A  juvenile  Naturalist  discovers 
a  Cuckoo's  nest  in  a  quickset  hedge,  the  nest 
containing  six  eggs,  and  the  hen  Cuckoo 
sitting  on  them.  Telia  a  playmate  to  go 
and  see. 


NEW  BEADING. 
(By  a  Poor  Clerk.} 

IT  is  bad  to  be  seedy  and  cold, 

It  is  bad  to  be  short  in  your  screw, 

It  is  bad  to  be  oft*  with  the  old  top-coat, 
Before  you  are  on  with  the  new. 


UNCLE  BULGER'S  MORAL  TALES 
No.  II.— GBKTIB  AND  THE  GOAT. 

GERTIE  was  at  school  at  Miss  PKIMROD'S 
at  Brighton,  and  GERTIE'S  Papa  was  one  of 
the  most  Influential  members  of  the  Goat 
Society.  Though  she  was  too  big  to  ride  in 
a  goat^chaise,  she  had  a  kindly  feeling 
towards  all  goat-kind.  Her  favourite  of  the 
whole  tribe,  however,  was  a  great,  fierce, 
tawny,  crumpled-horn,  green-eyed,  shaggy - 
coated  monster,  whose  name  was  Ramjoggle. 
Every  morning  when  the  young  ladies 
walked  along  the  Marine  Parade  two  and 
two,  did  she  secrete  in  her  muff,  a  crisp 
lettuce,  a  cold  tea-cake,  or  a  stale  sponge- 
cake. And  every  morning  might  Ramjoggle 
be  seen  waggling  his  wicked  old  head,  and 
hanging  its  disreputable  old  tongue  out  of 
his  mouth  in  anticipation  of  the  banquet. 
This  always  caused  a  pause  in  the  pro- 
cession, and  annoyed  Miss  PKIMROD  very 
much.  She  had  commanded  that  such  con- 
duct should  not  be  repeated,  but  the  child 
was  such  an  enthusiastic  goatophile  that 
she  declined  to  obey.  As  a  last  resource, 
GERTIE  was  compelled  to  walk  in  charge  of 
Miss  PIMROD  herself,  who  took  very  good 
care  that  no  contraband  goatesque  refresh- 
ment was  provided.  The  first  morning  of 


the  new  arrangement  Ramjoggle  shook  his 
head  furiously  and  could  not  make  it  out,  the 
second  he  raised  a  plaintive  bleat,  that 
brought  tears  into  GERTIE'S  eyes,  the  third 
he  had  evidently  found  out  all  about  it,  and 
breaking  away  from  his  driver,  smashing 


his  chaise  all  to  pieces  against  a  post,  he 
went  for  Miss  PRIM  no  D  pretty  straight.  The 
whole  procession  was  thrown  into  confusion. 
The  goat,  however,  singled  out  Miss  PRIM- 
HOD  for  special  vengeance.  He  chased  the 
poor  lady,  and  she  only  escaped  by  popping 
through  the  turnstile  of  the  Aquarium.  Miss 
PRIMROD  was  very  angry,  and  in  the  after- 
noon GERTIE  was  severely  punished.  Eventu- 
ally she  wrote  to  her  Papa  j  he  came  down 
and  was  very  indignant,  removed  her  from 
the  school,  and  bought  the  goat.  Ramjoggle 
is  now  in  clover,  he  has  a  beautiful  silver 
collar,  and  fares  sumptuously  ;  he  never  for- 
gets the  kindness  of  his  young  mistress,  nor 
what  she  suffered  on  his  account,  and  if 
he  could  only  have  half  an  hour's  straight 
butting  at  Miss  PRIMROD,  he  would  probably 
die  happy. 
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Newtonian  Origin  of 
Crlobrt. 


v-.,v,.,. 


MOORE  MODERNISED. 

SONO  OF  THE  PAUXCHY  TEXNIS-PLAYEB. 

AIR—"  The  T\me  I've  Lost  i»  Wooing." 

o   T  it  i :    time 
I've  lost  in 
"screwing," 
In    watching 
and  pursuing 
The  ball  that  flies, 
On  fall  or  rise, 
Has  been  my  trade's 

undoing. 

Though  Business 
hath  besought 
me, 

I  'vo  shirked  the 
truths  she  taught 
me, 

I  left  my  books 
To  partner  S.VOOKS, 
And  ruin 's  what  he 's  brought  me. 

By  Tennis  still  enchanted, 

Of  late  I  've  puffed  and  panted, 

I  once  was  light. 

And  slim  and  slight, 
Ere  Anti-fat  I  wanted. 
But  now  young  Beauties  shun  me, 
For  stoutness  grows  upon  me  ; 

When  asked  to  play, 

They  turn  away. 
Old  BLOIIISS  can  now  outrun  me  ! 

And  is  my  good  time  going  ? 
And  is  my  figure  growing 

So  huge  in  size 

That  sparkling  eyes 
Brim  o'er  to  see  me  "  blowing  .' '' 


Yes— vain  alas  !  th'  endeavour, 

To  charm  with  back-play  clever, 

Love  nevermore — 

Save  in  the  lean — 

Shall  bless  me— never  !  never  ! 


UNCLE  BULGER'S  MORAL  TALE& 
No.  HI.— GBOHOB  Ann  TUB  Gooii. 

THE  Geese  on  Dumbledore  Common  have 
always  been  noted  for  their  size  and  savage- 
ness,  but  they  knew  GEORGE  very  well.  He 
was  one  day  walking  home  with  one  of  his 
schoolfellows,  and  they  were  talking  about 
the  approaching  holidays.  "  Isn't  it  jolly  !  " 
said  GEORGE.  "  On  Michaelmas  Day,  Papa 
is  going  to  let  us  have  for  dinner  one  of 

the  very  largest  gee ''    He  had  not  time 

to  finish Tiis  sentence.  He  saw  his  companion 
fall  head-first  into  a  furze-bush.  Ho  had 
a  vision  of  a  long  neck  and  a  terrific  beak  ; 
he  heard  a  hiss  like  a  serpent  and  a  steam- 
engine  combined,  and  he  ran  for  his  life. 
The  faster  he  ran.  the  faster  the  Goose  ran. 
The  Indignant  Bird  was  close  upon  him, 
hissing  like  an  angry  tea-kettle,  or  the 
Bishop  of  Bullock-Smithy  at  a  Gaiety  bur- 
lesque. He  ran  in  at  the  garden-gate,  but 
was  too  frightened  to  shut  it.  The  haH-door 
was  open,  he  sprang  up  the  steps,  and  the 
Goose  flew  up  after  him.  GEORGE  was 
nearly  giving  up  all  hope.  Suddenly,  a 
thought  struck  him.  Iff  knfir  t 

'••-foiet-yrai  far  li/rif/ifon.  To  dart  into 
the  dining-room,  to  seize  it  from  the  table, 
and  to  confront  the  pursuing  Goose  with 
the  PaU  was  the  work  of  a  second.  The 
effect  was  marvellous !  The  Goose  shut 
its  mouth,  hung  its  head,  and  then  suddenly 


bolted.  It  rolled  over  and  over  down  the 
tteps,  it  flew  over  the  garden-railings,  and 
went  screaming  acroM  the  Common.  Whoa 


I 


GEORGE  now  takes  his  walk*  abroad,  the 
Dnmbledora  Geese  all  torn  their  heads  the 
other  way,  and  pretend  they  do  not  gee  him. 


MARRIAGE  AT  MATURITY. 

SHI:  is  just  fifty-four,  I  'm  eleven  yean  more, 

And  a  fellow  at  my  time  of  life 
Ought  at  once  to  decide  that  the  knot  shall 
be  tied. 

Or  against  ever  taking  a  wife. 

To  the  Parson  we  go.  and  a  white  satin  bow 
At  his  breast  every  man  will  display. 

And  the  ladies  all  wear  orange-bloom  in  their 

hair  ; 
While  the  street-children  holloa  "  Hooray ! " 

Then,  in  Fashion's  full  fig.,  O,  the  Brides- 
maids—my wig  ! 

None  much  past  Life's  average  span  : 
And  the  old  buck  so  gay,  who 's  to  give  her 

away. 
And  that  still  older  buck,  my  best  man  1 
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TRULY    CONSCIENTIOUS. 

noil  (/nmoKS/orJiisCWtor).  "  HOOD  HsArglts,  MAS!    DON'T  DRIKK  THAT  CHAMPAOXE  I    THAT  'a  FOR  THE  CHILDBEX  ; ' 


THE  END  OF  AN  EPICURE. 

I,  WHEN"  a  schoolboy,  used  to  stuff 
Myself  with  cakes,  buns,  pies, 

and  tarts ; 

Of  which  I  never  got  enough  : 
So   loving    are    our    youthful 
hearte  ! 

The  lumps  of  goodness  lush  with 
jam, 

The  creams  confectioners  expose, 
The  custards,  oft  I  longed  to  cram, 

As  many  as  I  liked,  of  those  ! 

Cheap  were  at  present  such  a  treat ; 

My  stomach  now  has  lost  its  tone : 
As  much  as  I  can  do  to  eat 

Borne  of  a  broiled  and  devilled 
bone. 

More  than  on  Sweets  I  once  laid 

out 

I  now  on  Physic  spend,  for  ills  ; 
Dyspepsia,  bile,  bronchitis,  gout : 
Indulge  in  drugs,  and  draughts 
and  pills. 


FOLK-LORE. —"Tinker,  tailor 
soldier,  sailor,  apothecary,  plough 
boy,    thief."      (Classification     in 
a    category    traditional    ainongs 
schoolboys  of  the  old  school.)  Win 
Apothecary   (respectable   medico 
practitioner)    on    a    plane    with 
Thief  ?     Perhaps,  because  he  lives 
by  pillage. 


DOKKEY  RACES  A.  1.— Asscot 


RUSTIC  WIT. 

fbrmer  Hodge  (beaming).  Guess,  GILES,  your  SUEY  soon  '11  be  a 

bride. 

Farmer  O'des  (darkly").  If  BILL  doan't  blow  his  brains  eout  fore  the 
»  bridal 

Farmer  Hodge  (axtonislieS).  He!    AVhoy! 

farmer  Giles  (chuckling).  He 's  always  at  eour  SUEY'S  side, 

Which  shows  his  tendencies  are  Sitey-iidc-ull  ! 


ANECDOTE  OF  THE  COURT  OF  CHARLES  THE  SECOND.  —Mr. 
>AMUEL  PEPYS  was  mighty  proud  of  his  Wig.  The  King  one  day 
remarked  that  thojre  were  wigs  and  wigs.  At  the  Duke  of  YORK'S 
nvitation,  His  MAJESTY  explained  that  he  meant  periwigs  and  earwigs, 
everybody  present,  Mr.  PEPYS  inclusive,  tried  as  hard  as  they  could  to 
augh  as  loud  as  they  were  able  at  the  merry  Monarch's  joke. 


A  MOSAIC  ARABESQUE. 
(From  "  The  Loves  of  the  Levies.") 

Miss  RACHEL,  come  out  of  the 

roses ; 

And  sit  in  the  summerhouse,  do. 
Don't  shrink  from  the  suit  of  your 

MOSES, 

Which  he  'd  make  as  a  suitor  to 
you. 

I  'm    already   worth   eonie    little 

money ; 

And  grandfather  NATHAN  is  old ; 
He 's  got  shares,  he  's  got  shekels 

my  honey : 

He 's  got  talents  of  silver  anc 
gold. 

There's  bills,  too,  my  dear.  I'm 

discounting 

At  fifty  and  sixty  per  cent., 
And  a  pack  of  post-obits,  amount- 
ing 
To  ten  times  as  much  as  I  lent. 

So  RACHEL,  come  out  of  the  roses 
And  sit  in  the    summerhouse 

pray, 
At  your  feet  to  accept  from  your 

MOSES 
The  addresses  he's  dying  to  pay 


THE    MAIDEN'S    PRAYER. 

A  SKETCH  AT  ALDERSOATE  STKEBT  STATION. 


FISHY  BUT  FACT.— The  Court  o 
Aldermen  and  the  Common  Counci 
may  not  be  commonly  awar«  o 
the  circumstance  that  Whitebai 
are  in  season  to  be  had  at.  havin 
been  caught  off,  Cowes.  Whitebai 
and  Isle  of  Wight  bait. 


ntrrmbrr  7.  1W2.) 
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THE    IMPENDING 

i  (vita  had  bm  whittling  rfosm  lki»  Ana  all  UK  llonltg). 
Chinaman  (blanillif).  "M»  AM  CuoKtYl" 


CHINAMAN. 

-ULLOI    WHAT  AKB  TOO  nono  'EM?    U  m  Coo«  «?" 

["  Kim  mifkt  hart  kntxtod  Hm  Han  ritk  «  ftataet;  rmOurt *  W  mU. 


DONT 


IT  I 


•'  BRUSHING  with  hasty  steps  the  dew 

away," 

Sings  GRAY  of  his  poetic  early  riser. 
CHI  tioiio  ?    Lilter  of  the  languid  lay, 
Far  better  to  lie  still  and  let  if  lie, 
Sir. 

Why.  Sir. 

I  know  it,  I  have  tried  it,  it  'a  a  sell. 
Dew  is  the  greatest  do  ;  yonr  cold 

foot  squashes 
Through  acres  of  chill  drops,  which 

wet  it  well 

(Unless  you  wear  goloshes.) 
Fact  is  the  bard's  conventional  ecs- 

tatics, 
When  realised,  mean  ague  and  rheu- 

matics. 

Rise  in  ditr  time,  but  don't  let  bard- 
linps  bubble  you 
To  spell  it  D-E-W  ! 


SCANDINAVIA  AND  COCKNEYDOM. 
— A  Viking  was  a  Norseman.  He 
was  a  Norse  Marine.  Thor  is  the 
name  of  the  Scandinavian  Mars,  or 
God  of  War  ;  and  he  carried  a  'ammer 
with  which  he  gave  it  his  enemies 
'ot.  In  a  good  old-fashioned  English 
winter,  when  a  thaw  occurred,  our 
Anglo-Saxon  ancestors  used  to  say 
lhat  Thor  was  a-knockin'  up  Jack 
Frost 

HEAT  AND  COLD. —The  Glacial 
Period  returns  dnrinpr  the  Dog-days, 
md  is  manifested  in  the  prevalence  of 
iced-cup  and  iced-cream  formations. 


RESPECTFUL. 

M'r  r,nrtii»fi  Fnntmn*.  "  WHKRE  HAVB  TOf  DROPPED  TOVK  PiorLi>,  MR. 
Pu  NKI  ri  >i'«  Footman.  "OH,  I  SHOT  MT  RCSBUR 

AT  PKISCE'S  GATE.    WHERE  HAVE  voo  SHOT  Tons!" 


A  POETS  DISAPPOINTMENT. 

"  HOLNB*'*  Siren  Foir-Sinuli  art 
almdy  introduced  by  the  Trinity  Boon 
to  upwardi  of  seventy  of  Uwir  Station." 

THE  sea  that  oar  island  environ* 
Becoming  infe»ted  with  Siren*  ? 

O  wonderful  news, 

That  must  comfort  the  MUM, 
And    inspire   modem   Shelter*   and 
Byronsl 

Eh?      What?     Only   Fog-Signals? 

II"!   V!  -'     - 

They   don't   carry   harps   and   gold 

com  bees? 

There  now,  that  it  hard— 
I'rose- pursued  the  poor  bard 

\\"here«oever  he  rambles  or  roams  is  ! 

I  pictured  myself  as  t'lysses  ; 

I  dreamed  of  those  musical  Mian* 

At  Ramsgate  or  Dover, 

And  I  as  their  lover, 
Seduced  by  their  songs,  curls,  and 

kisses. 
But   shrieking    Fog-Signals  ?— Div 


lot  my  ears  to  them  trusting, 
I,  swiftly  levanting. 
That  wax  will  be  wanting 
>   keep  my  poor   ear-drums    from 
bmlixy  I 

A  Dl-=TTxr,nsH  en  Novelist  observes 
that  he  would  like  to  hold  an  official 
position  in  a  Cathr-dral.  an  he  would 
then  never  be  at  a  loss  for  a  Chapter ; 
and  as  for  scribbling-paper,  there 
would  always  be  aQnire  readyat  hand. 
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Early  Bankin;;— Settling 
Day. 
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OCTOBER  xxxi  Days. 


Long  Vacation  ein 
Mistress  of  Arts. 


CAMOMILE  TE.V 

IT  was  many  and 
many  a  year 
ago, 

In  a  cot  by  the 
Irish  Sea, 

A  decoction  I 
knew  of  which 
you  may  know 
By  the  name  of 
C  am  o  m  ile 
Tea; 

A  stuff  which  was 
brewed  with 
no  other  end 
Than  to  plague  and  be  drunk  by  me. 

I  was  a  child,  a  mere  bit  of  a  child, 
When  I  lived  in  that  cot  by  the  sea  ; 

But  I  hated  with  hate  which  was  more  than 

hate 
That  horrible  Camomile  Tea, 

A  hate  which  was  visible,  I  have  no  doubt, 
To  the  eyes  of  my — Aunt  MAGKE. 

And  this  is  the  reason,  I  happen  to  know, 

Why  :-lie  always  was  down  on  me. 
Whenever  I  ha>l  the  least  malady,  filling 

A  tumbler  with  Camomile  Tea, 
And  drenching  me  three  times  a  day  with 
the  same — 

The  horriblest  born  that  could  be, — 
And  shutting  me  up  in  my  bedroom  for  hours, 

With  a  tract  ami  more  Camomile  Tea. 

The  slaveys,  not  half  so  weary  at  work, 

Went  whispering,  pitying  me. 
And  what  was  the  reason.  I  'm  blowed  if  I 
know 

Why  they  left  me  with  Aunt  MAGKE, 


A  wretched  young  shaver,  by  day  and  by 

night, 
Swilling  and  swilling  her  Camomile  Tea. 

But  my  hate  it  was  stronger  by  far  than  the 

hate 

Of  a  Templar  for  neat  eau-de-vie, 
Of  a  Jew  for  a  piggy-wig-gee  ; 
And  neither  my  Aunt,  who  strove  early  and 

late, 

Nor  her  myrmidon  old  Doctor  15., 

Was  ever  so  clever  as  me  to  inspire 

With  a  liking  for  Camomile  Tea. 

Even  now.  strange  it  seems,  I  have  hideous 

dreams 

Of  that  horrible  Camomile  Tea  ; 
Of  its  taste  when  I  think  I  still  shudder  and 

shrink 

At  that  nauseous  Camomile  Tea  : 
And  I  muse  in  amaze  at  that  old  woman's 

craze. 
On  the  loathing,  the  loathing  I  felt  in 

those  days, 

When  I  lived  in  that  cot  by  the  sea, 
In  that  cot  with  my  Aunt  MAGEE. 


CON.   FOE  DR.  CARPENTER. 

WHY  is  a  Young  Lady  who  is  very  much 
opposed  to  tight-lacing,  like  a  seller  of  pens, 
ink,  and  paper  / 

Because  she  is  a  Stay-shunner.  to  be  sure ! 


HE  could  talk  about  nothing  but  Hives,  if 
you  please, 

And  of  Honey,  discoursing  me  on  it, 
Till  I  said  to  myself,  "  On  the  subject  of  Bees 

He  has  surely  a '  Bee  in  his  bonnet.'  " 


MASTER  TOMMY'S   RECEIPTS. 
Impromptu  Juvenile  Parly. 

A  CHILDREN'S  gathering  during  the  holi- 
days having  been  objected  to  on  the  score  of 
expense,  a  capital  substitute  may  be  fur- 
nished in  the  height  of  the  season  by  the 
following  simple  method.  A  "  crush  "  being 
given,  the  performer,  who  has  borrowed  a 
large  pair  of  tailors'  shears  for  the  occasion, 
stands  in  a  convenient  position  at  the  foot 
of  the  stairs,  and  cleverly  removes  at  one 
snip  the  tails  at  the  waist  from  the  coat  of 
each  male  visitor  as  he  is  about  to  mount. 
When  some  hundred  guests,  thus  prepared, 
gradually  discover  in  the  blaze  of  the 
drawing-room  that  they  have  all  come  in 
jackets,  the  host  has  good-humouredly  to 
confess  that,  though  he  did  not  intend  to  do 
so,  he  has  given  a  most  effective  impromptu 
juvenile  party. 


HE  would  read  her  SliAKSPEAKE,  and  p'raps 

that  was  hard, 
For  she  always  declared  that  she  hated  the 

Bard: 
But  she  had  her  revenge,  for  one  night  after 

supper. 
She  gave  him  three  hours  of  her  favourite 

TUPPER. 


A  TRUE  SPIRIT  MEDIUM.  —A  Publican 
who  deals  in  Spirits  which  are  what  he  calls 
them. 

A  FALSE  QUAKTITY  IN  MECHANICS.— 
The  Horse-Power  of  a  Donkey  Engine. 
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PROGNOSTICATION. 


Tl'BBLn  AWOK*  (SHE  M.IF.FS   VKRY  SOUNDLY).   THE  M.ORMNO   AFTER  THAT    FAKXEKl 

UMBBKLLA  OPF.S  !    H.a  KXPLAXAT.ON  WAS  THAT.  Bpm.r.s  HE.NO  VERY  T.»ro.  HE  > 


Nil. 1C  WITH    HI.   BOOT*  "»  AMD 

roum1  o»l"         fllramul 


'<}*> 


TOBACCO  ! 

(.1  rjtapsadist's 

THKiCE-blessed  weed  !     Soother  of  weary 

brains 
Beneath  the  Councillor's  wig,  the  Soldier's 

shako, 

Purger  of  sorrows,  anodyne  of  pains. 
Tobacco  ! 

The  Ancestral  Ape  smoked  not  ;  in  that  at 

least 

v    Man  has  ascended  from  the  primal  Jacko. 
j    Without  thee  he'd  sink  back  toward  the 
beast, 

Tobacco! 

The  young  world  knew  thee  not     'What 

misery 

May  we  to  that  extremely  luckless  lack  owe  .' 
For  apples  Adam  had  not  pined  had  he 
Tobacco! 


The  early  kings  and  conquerors  —  Cntrs,  CESAU, 
The  swart  Hun,  ATTILA,  Norwegian  HACO, 
Were  destitute  of  passion's  best  appeaser, 
Tobacco  I 

The  votaries  at  Eleusis  held  divine 
The  God  Wine-giver,  hailed  him  "  O  laccho  !  " 
But  they  knew  not  the  sweeter  mysteries  —  thine 
Tobacco  ! 

But.  Heaven  be  magnified,  thou  now  art  known 
From  China  to  Peru,  from  Kent  to  Cracow, 
And  there  is  hope  where'er  thy  cloud  is  blown, 
Tobacco  ! 

We  to  thy  soft,  benignant,  opiate  spell 
Rapture  in  rest,  ease  when  on  trouble's  rack,  owe. 
There  are  not  rhymes  enough  thy  charms  to  tell, 
Tobacco! 


SITTING  UP  TO  SEE  THE  COMET. 

12-30  P.M.— Ah  !    All  in  bed  at  last !    Now,  this  i.  jolly. 

Philistines  think  the  tarant'i  real  all  folly. 
I       P.M.— Stir  np  the  fire.    Ah  !  hopr  that  isn't  fog. 

No  I     Horn  it  startled  me.    I  '11  mix  some  grog. 
1-80  P.M. — Capital  article  thia  one  of  PROCTER'S. 

Late  hours  are  bad  for  me  ? — oh  !  hang  the  Doctors  ! 
-       P.M. — When  at  its  peri-wink — no — helion. — Thinking, 

Does  make  one  drowsy,  feel  like  forty-winking. 

3  P.M.— How  solemnly  it  strikes  !    A  sort  of  chilly. 

Grim,  ghostly  creep — oh  !  hang  it,  this  is  silly. 
3'30  P.M.— Br-r-r !    How  they  snore,  the  whole  domestic  quorum. 
Gr-r-r !    Think  I  '11  venture  on  just  tnu-  more  jorum. 

4  P.M. — Only  annurrcr  hour.     For  all  the  chaff  of  'em, 

To-morrow  mor'n'g  I  ah-ah  'are  the  laugh  of  'em. 
i'30  P.M.— Hash  shoon  be  here.    Jesh  keep  tha'  fire  alive. 

Ish  that  hish  tail .'    No,— wait  till— hie  !— pass-five. 
»••••• 

8      P.M.— If-a-a-n-.'  Fire's  gone  out  and— hillo! — rA/it'«that.'  Eiyktl 
Confound  it  all !    I 'vo  been  asleep.     Too  latent 


MASTER  TOMMY'S  RECEIPTS. 
To  Curt  a  Smoky  Ckimiuy. 

GET  out  on  to  the  roof  of  the  house  with  a  good -nixed  feather 
bolster  and  eighteenpennyworth  of  putty.  Insert  the  bolster  longways 
into  the  chimney,  taking  care  to  plaster  it  all  round  tightly  with 
the  putty.  Now  sit  on  it  The  chimney  will  no  longer  smoke. 


SHE  sang,  and  she  said.  "  Papa,  what  are  you  at. 
That  you  do  not  applaud  when  I  touch  tho  B  -flat  ?  " 
The  Father  replied,  'mid  the  singing  and  riot, 
'•  Instead  of  B-flat  dear,  prey  try  to  be  quiet." 


OHTHOORAPHICAI.  A.xECDOTK.— A  foxhunter,  one  wet  day,  sent  to 
a  circulating  library,  and  ordered  Kenilrrorih.  under  the  impression 
Jiat  it  was  a  sporting  novel. 
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SIB    GOKGIUS    MIDAS'S    PIC-NIC. 

THE  HOSPITABLK  SIB  GOROIUS  THINKS  THAT  "  LADIES  ANti  GEHTLSUEX"  OCOHT  NEVER  TO  WAIT  DPON  THEMSELVES  OH  EACH  OIHEH. 


SMOKERS  AND  WORKERS. 

His  pickaxe  whilst  a  Navvy  drives, 

I  marvel  at  the  sight ; 
How  all  the  while  he  still  contrives 

To  keep  his  pipe  a-light. 

My  own,  when  I  both  smoke  and 

read, 

Recumbent  as  I  fume, 
Keeps  going  out,  which  makes  me 

need 
Its  light  ofttimc.s  relume. 

He  has  a  gift  which,  all  I  can, 

I  try,  but  fail,  to  gain  ; 
Then  whilst  1  watch  that  Working 
Man. 

Ah,  how  can  I  be  vain  ? 


JANUARY  8. — Plough  Monday, 
— LOUD  MAYOR  goes  in  state  to 
Guildhall,  presides  there  at  Court 
of  Wardmote,  and  receives  from 
the  several  wards  returns  of  elec- 
tions to  Common  Council  made  on 
St.  Thomas's  Day.  To  Guildhal 
on  Plough  Monday  '(  Yes  ;  and 
not,  as  a  simpleton  might  suggest 
to  the  Corn  Exchange,  Mark  Lane 
or  the  Royal  Exchange,  Cornhill. 


"  I  win  at  races  money  \\-ithou 

end. 
I've  the  straight  tip.  that  al 

men  will  allow,  SirH." 
Said  I,  "  Then  p'raps  you  can  ex 

plain,  my  friend, 
Why  'tis  you  wear  such  shabb 
ooata  and  trousers !" 


MASTER  TOMMY'S  RECEIPTS. 
To  mala  an  Uncle  come  down  handsomely. 

IP  the  Uncle  is  from  the  Country,  and  has  stayed  in  the  house  a  whole 
ortnight  without  proposing  to  tip  the  performer  half-a-sovereign,  this 
s  easily  managed.  The  Uncle's  spectacle-case  having  been  carelessly 
xissed  on  to  the  ledge  of  the  drawing-room  cornice,  he  is  persuaded  to 
mount  to  the  top  of  a  tall  pair  of  steps  to  recover  them.  The  per- 
ormer  now  cute  the  rope.  The  Uncle  instantly  comes  down  hand- 
somely. 


STOCK    EXCHANGE. 

Illustrated  J>y  Damb-Cramlu  Junior. 


Waiting  for  the  Rise. 

.  O  BOTCH 


Market  Falling. 


Market  Firm. 


POINTS  OF  POCKET 
ECONOMY. 

NEVER  carry  abroad  with  you 
more  money  than  you  need  to. 
3arry  what  you  must,  not  in  a 
>urse,  but  loose  in  your  pocket, 
vhich  will  then  be  the  less  liable 
o  be  picked  of  it  all  in  a  lump. 
See,  however,  that  your  pocket  has 
no  hole  in  it. 

Don't  be  mean.  Provide  for  the 
occasional  exigence  of  unavoidable 
or  at  least,  expedient  tips  and 
gratuities.  Two  half-sovereigns 
are  better  than  a  sovereign,  half- 
crowns  than  crowns,  florins  than 
half-crowns,  shillings  than  florins, 
sixpences  than  shillings  ;  and, 
besides  sixpences,  you  should 
always  be  sufficiently  well  provided 
with  threepenny  and  fourpenny 
bits,  pence,  and  half-pence.  Por- 
ters and  others  whom  it  may  be 
necessary  to  remunerate  for  small 
services,  or  to  bribe,  can  seldom  or 
never  give  change. 

If  ever  you  happen  to  have  any 
considerable  sum  about  you,  never 
pull  out  any  more  of  it  at  a  time 
than  you  can  help,  in  the  presence 
of  company.  Your  associates, 
seeing  you  produce  a  large  handful 
of  money,  may  want  to  borrow 
some  of  it. 


MYTHOLOGY  FOB  THE  MILLION. 
—The  Titans  were  Giants  who 
warred  against  Jupiter.  Bacchanals 
— tight  'uns  of  another  description. 


.  lttt.1 
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FOOT 


«•<-,»„,    T   „,  "ASTONISHING     THE     NATIVES." 

,,'.     ,  t.lt>  I  JAY,   WlLl,    ARK   TOO  ASLEEP?"  Stand  TottrW.    "  A8LKP  ?      No,    I    .11,, I  I  I)  TIIIXK  XOT  !     HlKO   IT.    BOWTHIT 

TB"RJ«"rMV   B7pRNOWV-COU^H,NO   U«  LT,  -P '"'   **"    JWW  A  CL°VD    ^"^    T"E    tUJ™a  '     ™"    L"    °°    DIIlI!CT1-r-      t"l*lt'"  * 


•^5/*« 

A    STRAIGHT     TIP. 

-,...~.r  (Pottor).  "  DfjR  OLD  FELLOW!    WHY,  MOROAK,  HE'S  FRIENM  AI.RHC.I  :"    (ttivw.)    "HE  gum  LOVB  MEl" 

Morgan.  "  LOR'  BI  KSS  VKK  'ART,  Mis.<,  'E  KNOWS  THE  RIP.HT  SORT,  'E  DOES!    If  'E  c'cu  SPEAK,  'E'O  »  Amu  SAYIXO,  •  RntrnurR  Me  AJT  Jm  —(THAT  1  Ml, 

MlSS)— 'WHEN    YER  c;ii»,    AW\V.'      'A"s   AKTFU1,    'E  IS— »• 
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BATTLE   BRAVURA. 

Go  where  the  Bayonets  are 

battling  ; 
Go  where  Glory  calls. 

Go  where  the  rifles  "  rat- 
tling- '' 

Co-operate  with  the  Catling. 

Hailstorms   of     sharp-shot 
scattering  ; 

And  the  Shrapnel,   squad- 
rons shattering  ; 

And  their  banners  tearing 
anil  tattering  ; 

And  the  big  guns  booming 

and  battering ; 
And  the  bombs  blowing 
down  the  walls  ! 


SINGULARITIES   OP    THE 

HEAVENS.— The  Great 
Bear  is  provided  with 
Pointers,  but,  as  distinct 
from  the  rest  of  the  con- 
stellation, has  no  Setters. 
The  principal  Setters  in  the 
sky  are  the  Sun  and  Moon. 
The  Dog-star  is  no  Setter 
in  the  canine  sense  of  the 
word. 

MATRIMONY  AND 

MEANS. 

MARRIAGES  rise  with  fall 

of  bread 
Among     the     working- 


That  's  right,  boys  ;  always 

look  ahead 
Before    you    take    your 

lasses. 


JOTTING  FOE  JUNE. — 
Periwinkles  are  now  in 
bloom ;  but  those  peri- 
winkles are  not  zoophytes, 
— and  you  may  gather 
them,  but  don't  you  eat  any. 


WORST  OF  IT  is.  'is  A  LITTLE  TOO 


Chatty  Visitor.  "  I  LIKE  THE  PLA<;E. 


THE  THOROUGH  GOOD 
TEMPLAR. 

(Who  abstains  from  all  Sti- 
mulants whatever.) 

SOME  gives  their  minds  to 

ginger  beer, 

And  some  to  soda-water  ; 
On  tea  and  coffee  some  get 

quetr  : 

But  I   shuns  that    self- 
slaughter. 
Your  brains  with  Zoedone 

may  whirl ; 

I  '11  be  no  awful  warning  : 
I  regler  takes  my  Temper- 
ance Purl, 

At    six    o'clock    in    the 
morning. 

THE  POETRY  OF  PLANTS. 
—  Ophelia,  to  CHAXCEL- 
LOE  of  the  EXCHEQUER. 
"  There  's  yew  for  you— 
that  means  your  Finance. 
You  may  call  it  Taxus." 


TO  A  LADY  WITH  A 
LITTLE  MOUTH. 

THEY  say  your  mouth  is 

like  to  Cupid's  bow  ; 
I  think  it  more  resembles 

Cupid's  dart  : 
It  is  a  (n)arrow  opening, 

and  I  know 

It  makes  an  arrow  open- 
ing in  my  heart  1 


SEASONABLE  CHARITY. 
— In  a  severely  hot  Mid- 
summer : — Ice-Kitchens  in 
Leicester  Square. 

FREEDOM  OP  THE  CITY. 
—A  knife  and  fork  for  you 
always  at  the  Mansion 
House. 


NEWLY  married, 
Railway  carried ; 

Sighing. 
At  the  Station 
Osculation ; 

Crying. 


THE    NEOGAMS— A    WARNING. 

Destination ; 
Forced  cessation. 

Pity ! 

Porters  poking 
Fun,  and  joking, 

Witty. 
On  arriving, 
Carriage  driving ; 

Kissing. 
Lovely  scenery, 
Lakes  and  greenery, 

Muring, 


Smiling,  parting  ; 
Hands  ut  starting 

Gripping. 
C'ozy  quart  • 
Guards  and  Porters 

Tipping. 
On  the  journey 
Glances  yearnv, 

Kooning. 
Closely  sitting, 
As  is  fitting, 

Spooning. 


Hotel,  t,i/,/r 
tl'lwte  a  rabble. 

(Shun  it ! 
Private  cover 
Sooner  over — 

Done  it. 


Champagne  drinking ; 
Waiter  winking. 

Curious ! 
People  smiling ; 
Very  riling ; 

Furious. 


SQUIB  MOTTO. 
For  Mi:  Famcctt.  —  Post-Office 
fairy  !  Nay,  these  boons  of  thine 
Are  better  far  than  fairy's  golden 
gift.  Free  largesse  may  corrupt ; 
'tis  more  benign  To  smooth  for 
Poverty  the  road  to  Thrift. 

NEW  READING, 

(By  a  Member  of  the  "Psychical"  Society.) 
I  HOLD  it  true  whate'er  befall, 
I  feel  it  when  I  shudder  most, 
Better  be  frightened  by  a  ghost, 
Than  never  see  a  ghost  at  all. 


Alter  dining, 
Arms  entwining, 

Walking, 
Sipping  honey — 
~\\  hat 's  there  funny  ? — 

Talking. 
So  time  passes ; 
Grinning  asses 

Guess  'em 
Newly  married, 
Sorely  harried — 

Bless  'em  ! 


BAOKISO  THE  FIELD. 


CLASSIC  DERIVATION. — Jackson 
is  certainly  a  Greek  name,  origin- 
ally. Ajax  ;  then  the  Son  of  Ajax, 
or  Ajax'  son.  Then,  in  England, 
'Arry  Jackson,  A.  Jackson.  Q.E.D. 
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covered  liy  tlir. 


DrukU. 


1.4  •>  V- 


DYNAMO-ELECTRIC  DANGERS. 

I  'M  a  keen  ama- 
teur Electri- 
cian ; 

I  like  to  give 
people  a 
start ; 

So  went  to  the 
new  Exhibi- 
tion 

Of  Electrical 
Science  and 
Art. 

British,  Gallic, 
Italian,  Ger- 
manic, 

Yankee  no- 
tions, more- 
over, and 
means 

For  all  sorto  of  arrangements  galvanic, 
And  of  dynamo-electric  machines. 

Now  it  can't  be  too  often  repeated, 

That  if  people  don't  take  proper  care. 
Circuit  wires,  apt  at  times  to  get  heated, 

Wax  red-hot  now  and  then — so  beware  ! 
Where  the  lights  to  which  gasare  as  rushlights 

Were  by  night  turning  darkness  to  day — 
Siemens,  Edison,  Jablochoff,  Brush  Lights — 

I  wandered,  exploring  my  way. 

Apparatus,  a  little  short-sighted. 
As  I  stooped  on,  betwixt  wire  and  wire, 

In  connection  my  watch-chain,  ignited, 
In  a  wink  set  my  waistcoat  on  fire. 

Then  the  stem  of  a  lamp,  which,  to  work  it, 
Had  a  wire  laid  below  to  the  fore, 

I  grasped,  and  completed  the  circuit, 

Intervening,  in  person,  through  floor. 


Dash  my  buttons,  just  didn't  I  holloa  1 

That  is,  try  all  I  could  to  cry  out ; 
But  a  feeble  moan  only  would  follow 

My  fruitless  endeavours  to  shout. 
And  my  muscles  were  paralysed  nearly. 

All  throughout  me  ;   my  heart  wag  op- 
pressed. 
And  my  lungs  acted  on  BO  severely, 

I  had  scarce  any  breath  in  my  chest. 

My  face  was  convulsed  and  distorted, 

And  contracted  so  hard  was  my  hand. 
That  a  friend,  to  my  help  who  resorted. 

Couldn't  loosen  it  off  the  lamp-stand. 
But  to  strike  him  a  happy  thought  chancing, 

He  lifted  my  legs  from  the  ground, 
And  broke  circuit,  whence  sparks  of  flame 
glancing, 

Burnt  my  hand  whilst  its  gripe  was  un- 
bound. 

I  had  had  a  charge  sent  right  slap  through  me 

That  ten  lamps  was  then  serving  to  light ; 
And  the  current  that  very  nigh  slew  me 

Being  stopped,  put  out  eight  of  them  quite. 
'Mid  electrical  works  ye  who  wander 

Mind  yon  how  their  machinery  behaves, 
And  my  pitiful  story  well  ponder, 

That  you  mayn't  be  shocked  into  your 
graves. 

FEOM  OUR  MANIACAL  METEOR- 
OLOGIST. 

WHY  is  a  Storm- signaller  like  an  a&ker  of 
riddles? 

Because  he  's  a  Cone-and-drummer  ! 


A   REAL   GHOST   STORY.  —  Say  you  've 
seen  one. 


POEM. 


bold 

And  I  don't 
mind  the 
cold, 

Nor  care  about 
p.  finp  ««< 
HUM  I 
I  don't  mind 
the  rain, 
Orrheumati- 
calpain, 
Or  even   the 
tie  -  doulou- 
reux ! 

I-maFUher- 
man  damp. 
Though  I 
suffer  from 
trump, 

Let  weather  be  fcul  or  be  fine, 
From  morning  till  night 
Will  I  wait  for  a  bite, 
*>nd  never  see  cause  to  repine  : 

I  'm  a  Fisherman  glad. 

And  I  never  am  sad  ; 
I  care  not  to  shoot  or  to  hunt.; 

I  would  be  quite  content 

If  my  whole  life  were  spent 
From  morning  to  night  in  a  Punt  ' 

I  'm  a  Fisherman  brave, 

And  I  carol  a  stove 
In  praise  of  the  rod  and  the  line  ! 

From  the  bank,  or  a  boot, 

Will  I  gmie  on  my  float— 
What  life  is  so  happy  as  mine  .' 
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MEMS.  OF  A  DISTINGUISHED  AMATEUR. 

(Extracted  from  hii  Diaries.] 

Chrittmii,  1819.— A  most  important  year.  Early  in  the  Sprin? 
made  my  first  appearance  an  Richard  the  Third.  Told  by  the  loeal 
reporter  ot  th«  Mud*t<>ne  Mercury  that  it  reminded  him  of  the  elder 
KKVN.  No  doubt  it  did.  lUdly  supported  by  the  other  Amateurs 
taking  part  in  the  Dishover  11  ill  Amtteur  Theatricals. 

Mu/<iimmer,  1852.  —  (Live  certainly  mi'iirc.l  my  style  since  I 
made  my  first;  appearanoe  as  Richard  the  Third.  Then  decidedly 
crude,  although  told,  by  persons  who  uer'amly  ou*ht  to  hare  known, 
that  I  was  fir  better  thiiu  the.  elder  KK\N.  Hive  added  to  my 
repert'iirt,  I{,i,i,/,t,  ('lande  Melnnt'e,  Olhelia,  Bvlphxyiir,  7)i::V, 
and  Mnehi'th.  II  m>  S.M  n  MACEKADT,  CIIAKLKS  MATHKWS,  PHKLM, 
WKBSTIII,  G.  V.  BKOOKE  in  these  parts-well,  I  don't  want  to  be 
hard  upon  them,  but  they  certainly  don't  play  them  quite  in  my 
manner ! 

Christmas,  IS.Vt.— Have  recently  turned  my  attention  a  (food  deal 
to  Low  Comedy.  Played  in  some  g  irriion  theatricals.  Tuny  Lumpkin, 
and  Bux  in  Jinx  and  Cm.  Local  reporter  of  the  Cabbagmilk 
Courier  insists  that  "  BUCKSTONK  it  not  a  bit  like  me!"  Well, 
although  1  say  it  who  shouldn't,  hut  frankly— he  isn't! 

Midsummer,  is.>6.— Got  back  to  the  ''legitimate"  again.  Played 
Wolset/,  in  selection  from  Henry  the  Eighth  at  Mrs.  TREVOR 
TAUMTON'S  Theatricals,  at  112,  St.  Augustine  Villas,  Kensington 
New  Town.  Stage  rather  small,  as  Mrs.  T.  T. 'shack  drawing-room 
is  only  nine  feet  bv  twelve.  However,  was  magnificent.  At  least, 
so  said  an  Oxford  Undergraduate  who  insisted  that  1  was  better  than 
Cn.uu,Ks  KKAN.  Well,  well,  CHARLEY  is  not  had. 

Christmas,  I860.— Still  hard  at  work  at  my  acting.  I  really  do 
believe  1  have  played  everything  in  my  time.  1  have  got  sixteen 
large  scrap-books  full  of  favourable  provincial  notices.  Rather 
annoying  I  cannot  obtain  recognition  at  the  hands  of  the  London 
Press.  However,  to  quote  a  well-known  line,  "  A  time  will  come !  " 
Have  recently  added  £uy  Slat  to  my  repertoire.  My  creation  is 
considered  by  the  best  judges  to  be  infinitely  granderthan  Fwnn'l. 
But  then  allowances  ought  to  be  made  for  FFXHTEB'S  shortcomings. 
It  must  be  remembered  that  he  is  a  foreigner  ! 

Midsummer,  18*55. — Still  delighting  the  provinces.  The  Gushington 
Gazette  insists  that  my  reading  of  Lord  Dundreary  is  infinitely  pre- 
ferable to  SOTHEBN'S.  Well,  1  daresay  to  some  people  it  is,  although 


it  U  only  fair  to  SOTHRRN  to  My,  that  he  is  a  very  promising 
Comedian  who  one  day  will  turn  out  an  Actor ! 

Christmas,  1868.—  Taktn  recently  to  Irish  character.  Have 
played  with/'  startling-  success"  (I  quote  from  the  intelligent 
columns  of  the  C»lnru  Hitch  and  Hanu-eU  Stntinrl)  Shaun,  Mj,Us 
mi  Conpaleen,  and  other  parts  of  a  similar  nature.  1  am  told  that 
DION  BocctCAULT  oune  to  tee  me  cue  evening.  They  say  that  I 
made  him  cry  ! 

Midsummer,  1872. — During  the  last  six  monthi  have  been  appear- 
ing in  a  round  of  CB\;.:.>Y  MtTarnVn  characters.  Everybody 
delighted.  Representative  <>t  1/ninb  'muyh  Jl-rald  told  me  at  sapper 
that  my  reading  wss  "replete  with  humour,  ptthoe,  sentiment,  tun, 
and  deep  and  almost  painful  feeling."  R-prewntative  of  //••.- 
borough  Jferald  U  a  rao«t  sensible  person,  aud  1  set  an  esprcial  value 
upon  his  opinion.  Of  course  I  have  an  awful  respect  for  CUAHLIT 
MATHKWS.  but  hi*  Trading  is  not  always  mint! 

Ckrittmat,  1880  —  Still  playing.  Keally  miy  call  mywlf  "the 
Grand  Old  Man  of  the  Amateur  Stage."  More  than  thirty  years 
ago  since  I  first  made  my  appearanee,  with  something  actually 
approaching  nervousness,  as  Jtichard  the  Third,  but  even  iu  thuee 
days  it  was  universally  o  moeded  that  I  was  immeasurably  greater 
than  the  elder  KEIN.  Well,  well,  perhaps  I  was,  perhaps  I 


My  favourite  characters  at  the  prewnt  moment  are  I(<-meo,  Bob 
Srierly,  Sir  Peter  Teazle,  and  Manfred.    They  say  I  could  not  be 

in  any  of  them  !     Well,  well,  perhaps  not,  perhaps  • 
only  want  one  thing  to  complete  my  satisfaction— a  notice  in  a 
London  paper. 

( 'hriitmat,  1882.— At  last !  The  other  evening,  when  I  was  play- 
ing at  Lady  LoAFm's,  I  saw  SLATER. .f  the  Proscenium  taking  notes. 
There  is  sure  to  be  a  notice !  And  here  it  is !  Silly  1  did  not  see 

th«  I'roscenium  before.     Let  us  read  :— "  Mr. ,  as ,  has  yet 

to  learn  how  to  act.    He  is  the  worst  amateur  that  we  hare  ever 
seen." !!!!!! 

Diary  brtats  of  abruptly. 


"Sweetnesa  and— White." 

THE  Daily  Xetes  says—"  With  all  these  blue,  yellow,  and  scarlet 
ribbons  for  temperance  in  drink,  will  no  one  start  a  white  ribbon  tor 
temperance  in  costume  ?  "  We  find  that  since  these  lines  have  be.  n 
published  there  U  not  half  a  yard  of  white  ribbon  to  be  bought  in 
London,  and  the  dyers  have  been  busier  than  ever. 


VOL,  Lxxxrv. 
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THE  CITY  OF  DREADFUL  DIRT. 

A  STORY  TOLD  TO  THE  MARINES. 
(AnorT  THE  YBAB  3000  A.D.) 

THERE  stood  a  City  in  the  Western  Isle, 

(This  is  a  tale  of  Eighteen  Eighty-Three,  Sir*,) 
A  City  basking  broad  m  Fortune 't  smile, 

With  wealth  like  CIMESUS,  power  as  wide  as  C.«AB.'S  : 
A  City  populous,  where  forum,  mart, 

And  fane  all  flowered  in  tower  and  florid  pinnacle  ; 
Where  common  souls  talked  gushingly  of  Art, 

Where  taste  was  tine,  and  evi-n  Faith  was  finical, 
A  Sybaritic  City,  whose  flite 

The  crumpled  rose-leaf  held  abomination ; 
A  City  of  two  gods,  the  "  Light"  and  "  Sweet," 

And  one  great  rite,  the  "  Tub,"  which  meant  Salvation. 
"  An  enviable  City  !  "    Ah  !  rush  not 

Precipitately  to  a  rash  conclusion. 
That  City  had  one  Malebolge-blot, 

One  foul  fatality  there  wrought  confusion, 
An  Incubus  inchoate,  palsying,  there  held  sway, 

Whose  mind — they  called  it  so ! — wag  crass,  chaotic  ; 
With  this  result :  that  City  proud  and  gay 

Was  half  the  year  submerged  'neath  mud  Nilotic ; 
Nilotic !    Nay,  much  nastier  ;  for  the  slime 

'Midst  which  their  civic  Dragon  ramped  and  straddled, 
Outstank,  obtstuck  the  stuff  where  in  earth's  prime 

Its  saurian  prototypes  wallowed  or  paddled. 
It  clasped  that  City  like  a  clammy  shroud, 

It  lay,  a  common  curse,  on  road  and  pavement, 
Stirred  by  the  tramplings  of  the  stumbling  crowd, 

But  slab,  adhesive,  unrelieved  by  lavement ; 
As  though  some  mud-volcano  had  spumed  forth 

Its  spn-adi nu  spout  of  tnulness  o'er  it  wholly. 
Whelming  it  Eist,  and  West,  and  South,  and  North, 

In  one  vaat  muck-pall  black  and  melancholy. 
The  citizens  went  forth,  with  smoke-red  eyes, 

And  through  the  stodgy  slime-slough  feebly  floundered, 
And  now  they  slipped  o'er  sheets  of  Icetid  size, 

And  now  in  gulfs  of  mire  they  splashed  or  foundered. 
It  stuck,  oh,  how  it  stuck  !  to  heels  and  soles, 

It  splashed  and  sputtered  over  coats  and  trousers  ; 
It  lay  in  pooh,  and  dark  insidious  holes. 

Fit  wallowing-pits  for  Circe's  witched  carouse™. 
It  stank,  oh,  how  it  stank !  scarce  Tophet's  reek 

Were  more  unsavoury  unto  dainty  nostrils. 
Rain  fell  anew,  and  then  it  ran  to  seek 

Confluent  floods  in  wheel-whirled,  wind-betost  rills. 
Or  slab  or  sloppy,  it  was  simply  Muck, 

Miry,  malodorous,  unmitigated, 
In  which,  o'er  that  strange  City,  splashed  or  stuck 

The  matutinal  cit  or  clerk  belated. 
They  bore  it,  ah  1  they  bore  it.    It  was  strange  I  _ 

A  mystic  spell  was  on  them,  that  seemed  certain. 
They  had  had  vision  of  Elysian  change, 

Loss  of  mire- sheet  and  lifting  of  fog-curtain. 
Vain,  vain !    That  Incubus  huge,  formless,  void, 

As  the  Miltonio  Death  held  empire  steady. 
Squeegees  abounded,  and  the  unemployed 

In  hosts  to  handle  them  stood  ever  ready. 
Taxation's  yoke  was  heavy  on  that  land, 

Laws  had  they,  and  life's  Bervitors,  the  Sciences. 
Alert  and  eager  ever  stood  at  hand 

To  champion  Cleanliness  with  |cute  appliances, 
And  yet — Oh !  ultra-classic  tragic  doom 

That  might  have  moved  Eumenides  to  pity — 
Nought,  down  from  Science  to  the  simple  broom, 

Availed  to  lift  the  curse  from  that  great  City. 
Stately  and  spacious,  but  slime-foulea,  it  spread, 

Mighty,  yet  a  morass  of  slush  and  puddle  ; 
Unswept.  unscraped,  unpurged,  uncomforted, 

A  helpless,  hopeless  prey  to  Mud  and  Muddle. 
So  that  for  all  its  splendour  and  its  fame, 

Its  miles  of  streets,  its  piles  of  bullion  ruddy, 
It  passed,  and  earned  a  pitiable  name 

In  History's  page  as—"  Babylon  the  Muddy ! ' 

[  If  'hereupon,  adds  the  Scholiast,  the  Audience  of  the 
Myth-Singer  dispersed,  some  with  looks  of  com- 
passion, but  the  most  with  smiles  of  derisive 
incredulity. 

MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  has  a  great  difficulty  in  finding  a 
pen  to  suit  her.  She  thinks  she  will  try  some  of  the  new 
Cocoa  Nibs,  that  she  sees  BO  extensively  advertised. 


FUTILITY    OF    Q.  E.   D. 

Mamma  (who  has  been  vainly  ilntggling  to  help  Tommy  with  Kit  Suelid).  "  WHAT 
RUBBISH  IT  in,   TO  BE  BVBI  I     ALL  THIS    BOTH  EH  TO  FROVE  THAT  A  B 
EQUAL  10  C  B  D!     As  ir  ANTBODT  is  THEIR  sinnu   WOULD   STIR  SAY  rr 

WASN'T  r" 


TRIAL  BY  JUDGE. 

(Sfcond  and  Concluding  Portion.) 

ON  the  Court  reassembling  after  the  Holidays,  Mr.  Baron  MtrDDUCsom,  who 
presided  on  the  Bench,  supported  by  quite  aWy  of  Duchesses,  P™**^  «» 
sum  up  in  the  great  caw  of  Strap  T.  Rulet,  which,  it  will  be  remembered,  turns 
upon  the  question  whether  the  Plaintiff,  a  professed  cook,  was  libelled  by  the 
Defendant  for  insisting  that  he,  the  Plaintiff,  could  not  make  his  own  pastry- 

Before  the  formal  commencement  of  the  hearing,  Mr.  BIBSTKH,  <*.U,  as 
his  Lordship  whether  he  thought  he  would  be  very  long-  in  concluding  his 
address  to  the  Jury.    The  trial  had  now  lasted  about  six  months,  and  .as  h« 
(Mr.  BIBSTBK),  with  the  greatest  possible  respect  to  his  Lordship,  thought  that 
he  (the  Judge)  might  cut  it  short.  »..___ 

Mr.  Baron  MUDDLMOME  was  pained  at  the  sngirestion.  >  «. 

who  was  certainly  one  of  the  brightest  ornaments  at  the  Bar— 
in  which  Mr.  SLAVEY  joined  heartily.)      His  Lordship  was  greatly  snrprued 
at  this  demonstration  ;  did  not  Mr.  SLAVIT  (who  was  *  stuff-gowns™ 
tainly,  but  yet  a  member  of  the  Bar)  know  that  the  Court  was  not  a  theatre  J 

Mr.  BIBSTKR  rose  to  explain.    His  friend  and  Junior  in  this  case,  Mr.  Hnvrr, 
had  been  of  the  greatest  possible  service  to  him  in  this  action,  and  he  seutd 
opportunity  of  personally  thanking  him  for  his  exertions.    (Renewed  apflauu, 
which  was   immediately  tupprissed.)  . 

Mr.  Baron  MrnDLESome,  who  regarded  Mr.  Brssro  M  one  of  t 
ornaments  of  the  British  Bar,  was  delighted  to  find  that  he  (Mr.  BIBSTKR)  had  a 


to  add.  except  that  he  trusted  that  hi. 
Lordship  would  make  his  concluding  remarks  as  brief  as  possible.    His  Low 
ship  would  notice  that,  for  a  reason  it  was  unnecessary  to  roent 
friend,  Mr.  BCSTLK,  Q.C.,  had  already  left  the  Court.  TH«  trusted    earnestly 
trusted,  with  the  utmost  respect  to  the  Judge,  that  his^  Lords 
prolong  his  remarks  that  other  counsel  might  be  forced,  re  uctantly  l<    "It,, 
follow  the  example  which  had  been  set  so  excusably  by  his  learned  friend,  Mr. 

CMr!'  Boron  MUDDLESOSIE  was  most  anxious  to  render  himself  agreeable  to  all 
persons  of  distinction.    He  trusted  that  he  had  been  amusing  and 
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to  the  Ladies  of  Title  who  had  done  him  the  great  honour  of  sharing 
the  Bench  with  him  ? 

A  Duchess  was  here  understood  to  murmur  that  his  Lordship  had 
carried  personal  courtesy  to  its  utmost  limit. 

Mr.  Baron  MUDDLESOME  was  believed  to  return  his  heartfelt 
thanks,  but  as  the  remarks  of  his  Lordship,  although  offered  with 
gratified  gesticulation,  were  uttered  sotto  voce,  their  exact  meaning 
did  not  reach  the  box  reserved  for  the  reporters  of  the  Public  Press. 

Mr.  Brest  KR,  with  the  greatest  possible  respect,  would  be  glad  to 
learn  whether  his  Lordship  thought  that  he  would  be  able  to  offer 
his  concluding  observations  by  Easter  ? 

Mr.  Baron  MODDLESOME  had  no  doubt  that  he  would  finish  his 
remarks  at  that  very  sitting.  (Applause,  which  was  with  difficulty 
suppressed.)  He  was  pained,  deeply  pained,  at  that  demonstration. 
It  must  be  remembered  that,  it  was  his  duty  to  address  the  Jury  on 
many  points  of  interest.  He  might  here  mention  that  he  trusted 
that  the  twelve  Gentlemen  who  had  so  patiently  followed  this  case 
in  this  Court,  had  enjoyed  themselves  at  a  recent  ceremonial. 

The  Foreman  of  the  Jury,  on  behalf  of  his  colleagues,  acknow- 
ledged gratefully  the  courtesy  extended  to  them  by  his  Lordship  in 
obtaining  for  them  tickets  of  admission.  He  wished  to  add  that  the 
summing-up  of  his  Lordship  so  far  had  been  quite  up  to  the  mark. 

Mr.  Baron  MUDDLESOSIE  was  much  gratified  at  this  observation. 
As  to  the  tickets,  it  would  be  obvious  to  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury 
that  his  position  in  Society  enabled  him  to  exert  some  influence  in 
obtaining  favours  of  a  pleasing  character. 

Mr.  BIBSTEB,  with  the  greatest  deference  to  his  Lordship,  would 
suggest  that,  after  all  this  interesting  but  desultory  conversation,  a 
fitting  opportunity  might  now  be  offering  itself  for  an  adjournment 
for  luncheon. 

Mr.  Baron  MUBBLKSOMB,  after  consultation  with  those  associated 
with  him  on  the  Bench,  ventured,  with  their  Graces'  permission, 
to  differ  with  Mr.  BIBSTKK.  He  would  now  continue  his  observa- 
tions on  the  case.  (Applause,  which  was  immediately  suppressed.) 
It  would  be  remembered  that  he  had  already  expended  some  time 
in  explaining  the  French  of  some  of  the  maynoos  that  had  been 
put  in.  And  here  he  might  remark  that  it  was  to  be  hoped  that, 
if  any  of  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury  had  dined  out  during  the 
trial,  they  would  preserve  their  maynoos,  as,  considering  the 
deeply  interesting  character  of  the  proceedings  which  had  been 
honoured  by  the  attention  of  so  many  persons  of  distinction,  those 
cards  would  be  of  great  historical  value.  (Laughter.)  He  would 
now  turn  his  attention  to  the  evidence  of  the  experts.  It  would  be 
remembered  that  the  Defendant  had  called  several  professed  cooks, 
who,  on  account  of  their  great  ability  in  the  culinary  calling,  had 
been  awarded  the  title  of  Cordongs  Bluet.  These  Cordongt  Slues 
had  declared  that  the  dishes  said  to  have  been  made  by  the  Plaintiff 
could  not  possibly  have  emanated  from  his  hands.  Now  he  (his 
Lordship)  regarded  this  testimony  with  much  suspicion.  It  was  no 
doubt  true  that  they  had  devoted  their  lives  to  the  pursuit  of 
cookery,  but  for  all  that  he  regarded  their  testimony  with  the  gravest 
suspicion.  In  this  case  many  persons  of  the  highest  distinction  and 
the  noblest  birth  had  been  present  in  the  kitchen  while  the  Plaintiff 
was  actually  employed  in  putting  artistic  merit,  in  the  shape  of 
sauce  and  other  ingredients,  into  the  various  dishes  that  had  occu- 
pied their  attention  for  so  long  a  time.  He  had  no  doubt  that  Her 
M*JBSTr  and  the  Princess  BEATRICE  were  perfectly  competent  to 
give  an  opinion  upon  a  plnr.  He  might  whisper,  with  the  greatest 
possible  respect  to  the  Throne,  that  he  had  been  in  a  position  to 
learn  ocularly  that  the  UUEEK  herself  occasionally  condescends  to 
visit  the  palatial  knosine,  to  stir  the  Christmas  pudding  1  (Enthu- 
siastic applause.)  Under  these  circumstances,  he  could  but  come  to 
one  conclusion— that  however  competent  Cordongs  Slues  might  be 
to  make  a  maynoo,  their  evidence  could  be  of  no  sort  of  value  when 
weighed  m  the  scales  with  the  evidence  of  the  general  Public. 
(KenewedenthutMstic  applause.)  Why,  it  was  quite  possible  that  a 

-urdimg  Bleu  mijtht  be  called  SNOOKS  !  As  a  peroration,  he  would 
only  quote  the  opinion  of  the  greatest  literary  man  of  the  present 
day,  who  had  written—"  Physicians  can  tell  best  the  merits  of  other 
puysinians,  and  scientific  men  can  best  judge  of  scientific  matters  • 
but  the  public,  if  fairly  educated,  are  seldom  wrong  in  their 
verdicts  So  with  the  intimation  that  he  (the  learned  Judge) 
intended,  for  the  future,  to  listen  only  to  the  voice  of  the  PuMic  when 
he  felt  out  or  sorts  and  required  a  doctor's  prescription,  he  dismissed 
them  to  consider  their  decision. 

Almost  immediately  the  Jury  found  for  the  Plaintiff,  and  the 


PIBCICULTURAL  PROGRESS. 


thtUnuion  Steamship  Company  were  send- 
nt  of  !i   «  ,0'  by  t,hfclr  •*««««*  African,  to  the  Govern- 

of  Natall    U    *  "ther  BUp,ply  of  trout  OTa'      "*»  the  Government 
01  .Natal  would  receive  a  regular  ovation. 


DRURY    LANE    AND    ELSEWHERE. 

Sinned-badly,  and  my  Pretty  Jane— Eyre.     The  Imperial 
and  Gaiety, 

WHAT  has  become  of  our  Pantomimists  ?    Wherever  they  may  be, 
they  do  not  come  to  the  front  at  Drury  Lane.     Even  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
D'AUBAN  do  more  in  the  speaking  and  singing  than  in  the  genuine 
pantomimic  line,  and  young  LAUKI  is  rather 
a  clever  acrobat  than  a  pantomimist.    Mr. 
HABRY  PAYNE  is  the  last  of  the  Pantomimists, 
and  so  very  much  the  last,  that,  even  when 
four   Scenes  had  been  omitted  on   Boxing 
Night,  he  did  not  make  his  appearance  as 
Clown  until  a  quarter  past  eleven. 

We  sincerely  sympathised  with  Mr. 
AUGUSTUS  HARRIS  on  that  terrible  first  night, 
when  the  Pit  was  angry,  the  Gallery  tired, 
and  nothing  would  go  right  on  the  stage. 
No  doubt  by  this  time  everything  works 
smoothly,  and  the  Pantomime,  including  the 
"comic  business"— as  if  the  first  were  the 
"serious  business"  of  the  evening  until  the 
Clown  comes  on  and  says,  in  effect,  "  Now 
we  '11  play  the  fool !  " — is  probably  all  over 
at  a  reasonable  hour. 

But  to  what  was  this  first  night's  failure 
attributable  ?  It  began  well  enough — indeed, 

he's  "Never  done  any-  brilliantly;  but  it  went,  as  far  as  acting  and 
thing  Since."  But  he  singing  were  concerned,  from  indifferent  to 
•will.  bad,  and  from  bad  to  worst,  until  the  climax 

came  in  an  utterly  idiotic  scene,  where  comic 

music-hall  talent,  represented  by  ARTHUR  ROBERTS,  JAMES  FAWN, 
HERBERT  CAMPBELL,  NELLIE  POWBR,  VESTA  TILLEY,  associated 
with  one  ordinarily  good  comedian,  HARRY  NICHOLLS,  appeared  to 
be  doing  anything  that  came  into  their  heads  at  the  moment,  with- 
out rhyme  or  reason,  until  it  resembled  rather  the  impromptu 


Arthur  Roberts.    Retired 
from  Music-Hall,  and 


-      . 

, 

L^ita»: 


Katti  Lanner's  Little  Kittens. 

charade  got  up  at  Christmas-time  by  a  party  of  young  children,  one 
of  whom  starts  up,  and  putting  a  pocket-handkerchief  over  his  head, 
says,  "  Look  here !  Let  'a  play  at  being  a  Judge  !  "  and  the  others 
echo,  "  Oh,  let 's  I  "  than  any  pantomimic  or  burlesque  scene  per- 
formed by  well-known  professionals. 

The   loudly   expressed   disapprobation   warned   the   music-hall 

Favourites,  that,  off  their 
own  peculiar  platform,  it 
was  dangerous  to  presume 
on  their  exceptional  popu- 
larity. We  are  quite 
certain  that  could  we  have 
the  PAYNE  Family  back 
again  in  such  a  Pantomime 
as  was  The  Forty  Thieves, 
or  if  the  VOKKS  Family 
could  be  once  more  what 
they  were  in  Aladdin,  the 
vast  London  Public,  which 
dearly  loves  this  form  of 
harmless  Christmas  enter- 
tainment, would  throng  to 
Old  Drury  in  their  tens  of 
thousands,  and  the  Manager  would  reap  a  far  greater  harvest  with 
far  less  outlay,  than  he  will  even  now,  with  the  one  scene  of 
gorgeous  spectacle  which  leavened  the  almost  intolerable  amount  of 
stupidity  exhibited  on  the  Boxing  Night  performance  of  Sindbad. 

What  became  of  the  story  after  the  first  Scene  we  haven't  the 
slightest  idea.  We  saw  the  Old  Man  of  the  Sea,  who,  however,  did 
not  get  on  Simlbiid's  shoulders,  as  he  might  have  done  had  his 
representative  been  a  boy  "  got  up  "  as  an  old  man ;  and  then,  after 


Lauri  in  his  game  of  Four-feet. 
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an  interval,  we  saw  the  Gigantic  Hoc,  with  a  deal  of  f  ambling,  fly 
off  with  Sindbad,  who  then  and  there  disappeared  from  the  story,  a* 
we  next  recognised  him  dressed  up  a*  Britannia,  singing  a  patriotic 
and  subsequently  in  the  wig  and  gown  of  a  barrister,  doing 
iuular  in  an  Egyptian  police-court.  Occasionally  we 


song, 
nothing  parti 


heard  a  line  or  two,  and  occasionally  somebody  mentioned  the  name 

of  Sindbad,  but 
on  the  whole,  §o 
to  speak,  "it  was 
anybody's  pan- 
tomime." What 
was  everybody's 
comic  busmen 
was  nobody's 
comic  business. 
But  no  doubt 
this  first  night's 
-  ^^s»l».  r»  •  -  ^.  experiment. 


the  much  endur- 

_  ing  puolic,  will 

Manager  Harris  driven  wild  by  the  "  Waits"  between  the  have      produced 
Acts.    A  Christmas  Subject.  beneficial  results, 

and  perhaps,  too, 

the  Author  may  have  been  called  in  to  suggest  the  wit  and  humour 
suitable  for  pantomime,  which  the  unassisted  music-hall  intellect 
evidently  cannot  invent  for  itself. 

Much  better  another  time  to  engage  Mr.  ARTHUR  ROBERTS,  who 
is  really  funny,  alone,  as  one  of  a  regular  pantomimic  troupe.  The 
music  lacked  spirit,  specially  the  performance  of  "  God  Save  the 
Queen  "  in  the  Overture.  Former  Conductors,  like  Mr.  LBVEY  or  Mr. 
K  MM.  MKYDF.K,  have  turned  round,  faced  the  audience,  and  led  the 
National  Anthem  with  a  Jullien-like  enthusiasm  that  carried  the 
audience  a  quarter  through  the  Pantomime ;  but  this  "  go "  was 
lacking  on  Boxing-Night.  Again,  whenever  there  is  a  "  stick  "  on 
the  stage— (and  how  many  "  regular  sticks  "  there  were !)— a  sharp 
Conductor  should  be  ready  to  till  up  the  hiatus,  and  drown  delay 
with  a  storm  of  wind,  and  sink  disapprobation  by  a  display  of  brass ; 
but,  unfortunately,  when  there  was  a  hitch  in  the  scenery  or  in  the 
action,  there  was  a  corresponding  stoppage  in  the  Orchestra,  which 
made  the  deficiency  all  the  more  noticeable. 

And  now  for  the  brilliant  side  of  the  Show.  The  Grand  Scene  of 
the  Procession  of  the  Kings  of  England,  which  royal  personages, 
to  judge  from  their  masks,  were  all  of  them  closely  allied  to  the 
ancient  Hebrew  race,  and  the  review  of  the  little  soldiers,  played  by 
children,  and  therefore  all  infantry,  is  one  of  the  most  complete 

spectacular  effects  ever  seen  at  Old 
Drury.  It  is  magnificent  —  e'eit 
magnificat,  mail  ce  n'eit  pal  It 
pantomime— it  is  sufficient  of  itself, 
however,  to  draw  all  London,  and 
delight  all  the  children. 

The  prettiest  and  at  the  same  time 
funniest  thing,  specially  for  children, 
and  children  are  the  ration  d'etre  of 
all  our  pantomimes— is  the  dance  of 
KATTI  LANHER'S  pupils,  carrying 
their  dolls,  which  they  alternately 
fondle  and  smack. 

Young  LATHI'S  four-footed  feat  of 
going  round  the  house  is  the  acro- 
batic hit  of  the  piece.  The  transfor- 
mation scene,  by  H.  EMDKX,  is  very 
effective,  and,  if  less  splendid  than 
heretofore,  it  has  the  advantage  of 
depending  less  on  mere  mechanism. 

As  is  usual  in  Pantomimes,  all 
sorts  of  advertisements  are  intro- 
duced on  the  stage  ;  but  it  was  a 
curious  kind  of  compliment — whether 
suggested  as  "  business  "  by  Author, 
Manager,  or  Actor — to  the  Proprie- 
tors of  the  journal  with  the  Largest 
Circulation  in  the  World,  for  ARTH  UH 
ROBERTS  to  haul  up  the  Daily  Telegraph  far  a  very  small  sail .' .' 
What  did  Mr.  E.  L.  BLANCHABD  mean  ':  It  doesn't,  on  the  face  of 
it,  seem  very  complimentary,  does  it  F 

As  a  Giant  and  four  scenes  were  deliberately  omitted  on  the  first 
night,  and,  as  we  couldn't  stay  for  Mr.  HARRY  PAYNE'S  Harlequinade, 
we  may  fairly  say  that  we  have  not  as  yet  seen  the  Pantomime  as  a 
whole.  After  a  second  visit  we  hope  to  be  able  to  give  a  far  more 
favourable  report  of  the  Drury  Lane  Annual  than  we  could  con- 
scientiously do,  judging  from  what  we  saw  of  it  on  Boxing  Night. 
Still,  whatever  may  be  the  present  result,  we  are  sure  that  all, 
speaking  for  the  children,  for  themselves,  and  for  the  Art  asso- 
ciated with  the  Christmas  traditions  of  Old  Drury  Lane,  will  join 


The  real  Old  Man  of  the  Sea ;  or, 
Sindbad  overweighted  by  the 

Music-Hall  Singer. 


Mr.  H.rry 
snuffing 
out  M  Kspoleon. 

Kiit, 


us  in  asking  Mr.  BARKIS  to  give  us  another  time  more  of  the  genuine 
old  Pantomime  and  lex  of  the  modern  Music- Hall. 

My  Pretty  Jane— Eyre,  at  the  Globe,  is  not  a  pleasant  piece.  It 
is  confusing  to  those  who  have  not  read  the  novel  from  whirh  it 
is  avowedly  taken,  and  to  those  who  have,  the  "  oonfiuion  becomes 
worse  confounded,"  as  Mr.  Kocftttttr  would  no  doubt  say,  did  he  not 
generally  use  an  even  stronger  expletive  in  con- 
veying his  meaning.  Following  the  directions  of 
Mrs.  GLASSK,  Mr.  WILLS  has  "first  caught  his 
Eyrt "  in  the  person  of  Mrs.  BERNARD  BEEBE, 
who  is  no  more  like  the  plain,  undersized  little 
creature  in  the  novel  than  Juno  of  Olympus  is 
like  the  female  Midget  lately  exhibiting  at  the 
Westminster  Aquarium.  Mr.  CHARLES  KELLY, 
on  the  other  hand,  no  doubt  has  the  personal 
peculiarity  inseparable  from  Mr.  Rockeiter,  still 
on  this  occasion  his  face  is  not  sufficient  in  itself 
to  constitute  his  fortune.  Of  the  other  characters 
little  need  be  said.  Miss  CARLOTTA  LECLEKQ,  as 
Lady  Ingram,  obtains  a  good  deal  of  f  no  out  of 
an  eccentric  bonnet ;  and  Mr.  A.  M.  Dmsov, 
as  iMrd  Deimond.  gives  quite  a  Christmassy 
flavour  to  the  production  by  treating  his  part 
<i  la  mode  dt  pantalon.  Mr.  H.  B.  RrJSSELL,  as 
the  Sev.  Mr.  Prior,  looks  and  acts  like  a  Wesleyan  Archbishop 
gone  wrong. 

For  the  rest,  the  piece  leaves  an  impression  on  the  mind  of  aimlett 
exits  and  entrances,  feeble  dialogues,  old— very  old— Joe  Miller*, 
diluted  sermons,  and  stale  sentimentalities.  But  there  is  one 
startling  exception  to  all  these  amiable  little  weaknesses.  At  the 
end  of  the  Second  Act  the  scream  and  appearance  of  Miss  D'A  I.MAISE 
as  Rocheiter't  maniac  wife,  are  simply  terrifying.  The  effect  of 
the  fearful  peal  of  laughter,  with  the  subsequent  awful  apparition, 
upon  the  house  is  electrifying.  So  powerful  is  the  sensation  pro- 
duced, that  when  the  cry  is  repeated  in  Act  III.  pur  et  limpU,  the 
Curtain  falls  amidst  thunders  of  surprised  applause. 
With  the  exception  of  the  scream  just  mentioned,  there  is  abso- 
lutely nothing;  remarkable  in 
the  new  play.  Consequently, 
Mr.  WILLS  might  choose,  as 
an  appropriate  second  title  to 
his  drama  (as  there  is  already 
a  play  bearing  the  sasne  first 
name  in  exi*tenee)  the  well- 
worn  line — Vox  et  prattTta 
nihil .'  Or  why  not  have  big 
heads,  and  play  it  as  a  Panto- 
mime? 

Imperial.— The  special  at- 
traction here  is  the  Ballet  of 
Equestriennes. 

Gautu.  —  Several  capital 
songs.  The  story  of  Valentin* 
and  Orion  somewhat  muddled. 
Dresses  charming.  Dance  by 
Miss  ELLKIT  FABBEN  and  CATHKRIXK  VACOHAK  delightful.  Mr.  E. 
TKRRY  and  his  mother,  the  bear,  funny. 


Imperial.— Ballet  of  EquMtrieaaes. 
Pantomime  well  mounted. 


CHARITY  BALLS  AND  CONCERTS. 

FROM  a  letter  addressed  by  the  Local  Government  Board  to  the 
City  of  London  Union,  it  appears  that  "  at  some  of  the  Metropolitan 
pauper  infirmaries  and  asylums  for  the  sick  it  is  the  practice  at  certain 
seasons  of  the  year  to  permit  entertainments  to  which  the  friends  of 
the  officers  are  invited,  and  at  which  music  and  dancing  are  allowed." 
This  practice  is  discommended  by  the  L.  G.  B.,  as  likely  to  produce  a 
"  prejudicial  effect "  on  the  sick  poor.  Possibly  so,  if  the  Matron, 
Master,  and  Beadle,  with  their  guests,  are  accustomed  to  dance  over 
the  patients'  heads  or  elsewhere  near  enough  to  disturb  them. 

But  the  newspaper  paragraph  above  quoted  bean  the  heading  of 
"  Music  and  Dancing  in  Workhouses."  Now,  to  these  relaxations 
in  those  institutions  at  certain  seasons  of  the  year  there  can  be  not 
the  least  grave  objection.  For  instance,  at  the  present  festive  season 
might  not  even  paupers  be  permitted  to  enjoy  the  festivities  of  music 
and  dancing  if  they  have  the  heart  to  f  The  idea  of  a  Workhouse 
Ball  at  least  once  a  year— a  Workhouse  Annual  Ball— might  even 
seem  to  any  benevolent  Board  of  Guardians  a  happy  thought.  Sets 
of  Workhouse  Quadrilles  and  Workhouse  Waltzes  might  be  composed 
expressly  for  such  entertainments,  and  the  dance-music  might 
include  a  Menuet  de  la  Motion  d'Induitrie,  It  might  do  the  hearts 
of  some  of  the  parishioners  good  to  attend,  and  see  the  more  youthful 
of  the  gallant  inmates  of  a  Workhouse  salute  their  partners  in  a 
country-  dance  under  the  mistletoe-bough,  at  a  buna  fide  Charity 
Ball. 
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THE    FESTIVE    SEASON. A    PROUD    MOMENT. 


UP  A  FAMILY  TREE  ! 

MB.  G.  A.  HAIO,  of  Pen  Ithon,  Radnorshire,  has  been  supplying 
he  papers  with  some  strikingly  interesting  facts  relating  to  the 
pedigree  of  Lord  WOLSELET  ;  but,  as  he  only  connects  the  illustrious 
*  directly  with  WILLIAM  the  Conqueror,  CHARLES  the  Bold, 
S5*l££  -M?8t  Graclon"  MAJESTT,  and(a  few  dozen  other 
stingmshed  historical  personages,  it  must  be  'obvious  that  his 
account   is   as    Badly  garbled   as   it   is   meagre  and   incomplete. 
Turning    however,   to  Surke',   Stranded   Gentry,  Chap.   XXIX., 
otionS,  wennd  a  good  deal  more  to  the  purpose,  in  the 
wPnt     fi?,Tmt  t-he'e  £ven  of  how  the  first  notable  Woi.SEi.Er,  a 
C°U8m  m  *e  thlrd  degree  to  the  Pr«ent  B<"on,  MW  the 
never  heard  of  again.    But  so 


w  ith  an 


ose  name  has,  by  some 


CnAm.Fsthe      OLIVRE 
Bald 


e  following  significant   ab     f- 
Traora  the  Tartar  (forty-first  Baronet) 


-  MABr,ARE7rf 

Wapping  NINTH 

Mr.  O'BBIEN  (Waterford  Branch) 


Madame  Tr8SAt7D=  PHILIP  of  Sweden 


__ 
XUO,.,ON       Admiral 


CAHTE 


The  Deputy  Chairman  of  the  Xorth-Eaatcrn  Railway  Company, 


from  whom,  by  different  branch  lines,  AHABI  PACHA  and  the  prtsent 
iJaron  WOLSELEI  are  both  respectively  descended. 

From  the  above  it  will  be  seen  at  a  glance  how  profoundly  inte- 
resting and  historically  important  is  the  nature  of  the  information 
collected  by  Mr.  Q-.  A.  HAIG— information  which  these  few  addi- 
tional but  most  material  facts,  it  lis  to  be  hoped,  will  not  only  am- 
pliiy  but  elucidate.  Mr.  G.  A.  HAIO  deserves  the  appreciative 
thanks  of  all  reasonable  men.  We  hope  to  hear  from  him  on  this 
subject  again. 

THE  NEW  PASSENGER. 

Guard  Punch,  loquitur  .— 
COME,  up  with  you,  youngster !    The  box-seat  at  night 

beems  a  little  exposed  for  so  youthful  a  traveller  ; 
However,  your  Jehu  will  see  yon  all  right. 

Whither  bound  ?    That 's  a  crux  of  which  he  '11  be  unraveller. 
Jld  tdax  is  certain  to  tool  you  right  through, 

He  '11  not  spill  the  coach,  boy,  nor  leave  you  the  lurch  in  ; 
But,  as  for  the  weather  that's  waiting  for  you, 

Who  knows,  my  poor  urchin  F 
Most  probably  mixed.    That  old  gentleman  there, 

Like  a  ghost  through  the  darkness  phantasmally  hooking  it, 
Would  tell  you  hit  stage  had  its  shifts,  foul  and  fair. 

Cuuld  he  take  a  fresh  seat,  he  'd  scarce  hurry  at  booking' it. 
But  you,  boy  1  to  youth  on  a  box-seat  there 's  bliss  : 

Ichick!  Rootletetoot!  Tally  ho!  and  all  that  is 
A  rapture  whose  capture  what  youngster  would  miss  ? 

'Tis  Age  says  "Jam  satis." 
Up!    Edax  won't  wait,  and  his  tits  won't  stand  still. 

\  ou  ve  a  long  spin  before  you,— I  hope  you  '11  enjoy  yourself. 
1  he  world  sees  your  start  with  a  world  of  good  will, 

With  wonder,  hope,  fear,  as  to  how  you'll  employ  yourself . 
Jion  voyage  !  be  sure,  is  the  general  wish. 

Edax  gathers  the  ribbons,  and  calls  to  his  cattle,— 
One  mellow  "  root-tootle,"  one  dexterous  "  swish  " 
And  we  're  off  with  a  rattle ! 

Soso  OF  THE  ANTI-TEAMSTERS.— "  We  never  use  a  Big,  Big  T 1 " 


ft 


JANUARY  6,  1883.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


OUR    AGREEABLE    BIRTHDAY-BOOK    SERIES. No.    1.    SKAKSPEARE. 

[Method  of  using  thi*  .—The  Motto  to  fact  page  triVA  data  where  your  Friend*  will  \jueribe  their  name*.     The  Motto  not  to  be  ihov*  till  the 


lignature  it  complete."] 


JANUARY  1. 
How  now,  you  wanton  calf  I 

JANUABY  2. 

I    have   great  comfort   from 
this  fellow :   methinks  he  hath 
no  drowning:  mark  upon  him 
his  complexion  IB  perfect  gal- 
lows. 


JANUARY  7. 

A  very  dishonest 
paltry  boy. 

JANUARY  8. 
Wife,  thou  art  a  fool  I 


JANUARY  13. 

This  man  has  marr'd 
his  fortune. 

JANUARY  14. 

!,  Thou  hast  never  in  thy 

life 

Show'd  thy  dear  mother 
any  courtesy. 


JANUARY  19. 

A  woman  im- 
pudent and 
mannish 
grown. 


JANUARY  20. 

You  blocks, 
yon  stones, 
you  worse 
than  sense- 
less things ! 

0  you  hard 
hearts! 


JANUARY  25. 

My  wife,  Sir,  whom  I  detest 
before  Heaven  and  your  honour. 

JANUARY  26. 

Thou  shouldst  be  whipp'd  with. 

•wire,  and  stew'd  in  brine, 
Smarting  in  ling'ring  pickle. 


JANUARY  3. 
We  are  merely  cheat- 
fd  of  our  lives  by 
drutikards. 

JAITUART  4. 
I  do  despise  a  liar  as 
I  do  despise   one 
that  is  false. 


JAN.  9. 

0  you  beast  I 

0,    faithless 
coward! 

0,  dishonest 
wretch! 


JAN.  10. 

That  such  a 
crafty  devil 
as  his  mo- 
ther 

Should  yield 
the  world 
this  ass! 


JANUARY  15. 

0,  most  false 

love! 

JANUARY  16. 

'Tis  inferr'd  to 
us 

His  days  are 
foul,  and  his 
drinks  dan- 
gerous. 


JANUARY  21. 

I  hate  ingrati- 
tude more  in  a 
man 

Than  lying  vain- 
ness, babbling 
drunkenness. 

JANUARY  22. 

Take  the  fool 
away! 


JANUARY  5. 

Not  a  more  cowardly  rogue  in 
all  Bohemia. 

JAHUAIY  6. 
Ha !  a  fat  woman ! 


JANUARY  11. 

This  ancient  ruf- 
fian. Sir.  whose 
life  I  have  upar'd, 

At  suit  of  his  grey 
beard. 

JANDAET  12. 

I  swore  as  many 
oaths  as  I  spake 
words. 


JANUARY  17. 
I  'm  worse  than  mad. 

JANUARY  18. 

A  drayman,  a  porter, 
a  very  camel. 


JANUARY  23. 
80  young  and  so 


JANUARY  27. 

Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  i 
JANUARY  28. 


ler  life  was  beastly,  and  devoid  of 

pity, 
And,  being  so,  shall  have  like  want 

of  pity. 

JANUARY  29. 
A  fool  in  good  clothes. 


JANUARY  M. 

0,  then,  by  day 
ilt 


find  a  cavern 
dark  enough 
To    mask     thy 
monstrous  vis- 
age  :' 


JANUARY  30. 

I  will  go  seek 
Some  ditch  wherein  to  die  ; 

the  foul'st  best  flu 
My  latter  part  of  life. 

JANUARY  31. 

I  am  a  very  foolish  fond 
old  man. 


MIDWINTER  ANNUALS. 

"  CHARITABLE  Appeals,"  so-called— really,  appeals  to  charity— 
n  seasonable  dearth  of  news,  serve  to  till  space  in  the  morning 
papers.  Amonfr  them  mav  have  been  noticed  an  "Appeal"  on 
behalf  of  the  "  North  Pole  Mission  District  Sunday  School.1'  A  very 
useful  charity,  perhaps ;  but  has  missionary  enterprise,  then,  suc- 
ceeded m  making  the  discoveries  in  the  polar  regions  which  may  be 
conceived  to  constitute  a  reason  for  the  existence  of  a  Mission  and  a 
Sunday  School  operating  in  a  sphere  of  usefulness  corresponding  to 
jhe  Arctic  Circle  ?  Of  course,  if  the  northern  ice-fields  are  not  too 

«:  •  a"ord  Missionaries  a  field,  there  may  be  some  people 

ittciently  blest  with  money,  and  not  too  far  North  themselves  to 
subscribe  some  of  it  to  North  Pole  Missions. 


DIES  SON. 

IN  an  occasional  leader,  the  other  day,  a  morning  contemporary 
made  the  passing  observation  that : — 

"The  Puritans,  who  fint  imported  into  the  we«-kljr  anniversary  of  the 
Resurrection,  the  austerity  and  gloom  of  the  Phirusic  Sibbith,  did  their 
best  at  one  time  to  suppress  the  annual  commemoration  of  the  Nativity." 

A  substantially  just  remark,  no  doubt ;  but  how  can  Sunday  or  any 
other  day  be  made  out  a  "  weekly  anniversary  '• '  The  journal  in 
which  Sunday  is  BO  denominated  is  evidently  one  whos<>  staff  has 
been  selected  entirely  without  heed  to  the  principle  of  the  illiberal 
intimation  that  "  No  Irish  need  Apply." 
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A  GLAD  NEW  YEAR ! 

(By  Our  Own  Dyspeptic.) 

"  A  GLAD  New  Tear ! "  a  hun- 
dred bards  are  shrieking, 
But  since  I  feel  intolerably 

queer, 
'While  doors  and  windows  are 

insanely  creaking 
In  the  East  wind,  is  this  a 
Glad  New  Year  ? 

A  Glad  New  Year !     I  grow 

still  more  dyspeptic, 
The  doctor's  presence  seems 

extremely  near ; 
'Tis  only  in  a  trance  that's 

cataleptic 

That  I  can  summon  up  a 
Glad  New  Year. 

A  Glad  New  Year!  I'm  very, 

very  bilious ; 

Blue  pill  is  imminent.    Ex- 
cuse a  tear. 
Is  life  worth  living?    MAL- 

LOCE,  supercilious, 
Would  answer  No,  and  scorn 
a  Glad  New  Year ! 

A  Glad  New  Year  !    Ah,  no ! 

a  time  of  sadness 
Looms  o'er  me,  for  the  doctor 

says,  "No  beer." 
Fain  would  I  get  up  surrep- 
titious gladness, 
But  he  denies  me  any  Glad 
New  Year. 

A   Glad  New  Year!     Those 

words  of  mock'ry  find  me 
With  rates  and  taxes  sadly 

in  arrear ; 
I  can't  be  cheerful,  but  pray 

do  not  mind  me, 
And  welcome,  if  you  can — a 

Glad  New  Year ! 


WHEN  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM 
heard  that  her  daughter  re- 
sembled Lady  JANE  GBET, 
she  immediately  searched  a 
modern  Peerage  for  the  pedi- 
gree of  that  Lady. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.    117. 


THE  RIGHT  REV.  EDWARD  WHITE  BENSON,  D.D.,  LORD 
BISHOP  OF  TRURO. 

THE  NEW  ARCHBISHOP.    HE  SAID  "  NOLO  EPISCOPAHI  ;  "  irar  THEY  NAMED 

THB    PlECB    IN    WHICH    HE    WAS    TO    TAKE   A  PRINCIPAL    PART,    AND   IT 

WAS — "  To  Onuas  EEXSON." 


A  DISHCLAIMER! 

ME.  PUNCH,  Sera, 

1  BEKWESTS  as  you  will 
kindly  inform  the  Publick  as 
1  am  not  the  "ROBERT,"  BO 
unkyindly  eluded  to  in  your 
last  Number  of  all.page  310. 
as  having  become  "  Defunkt 
and  walked  off  with  every- 
think  I  could  lay  my  too  ands 
on,  but  on  the  contrary  that  I 
am  as  much  alive  as  ever  I 
was,  and  has  as  fine  a  nappy- 
tight  as  ever  I  had,  and  as  to 
walking  off  with  everythtnk 
as  I  could  lay  my  ands  on,  tho' 
Goodness  nose  it.wouldn't  be 
much,  and  ardly  worth  the 
trubble,  I  trusts  as  my  Cha- 
rackter  not  only  from  my  last 
plaice  but  from  every  plaice 
as  I  have  had  and  kep  'till 
kyind  fortune  offered  me  a 
betterer,  is  suffishmt  to  pre- 
serve me  from  any  such  rib- 
bled  slarnder. 
1  am,  Sur, 

Yours  respectably, 

YOUB  OWN  "  ROBERT." 


HAED  LINES. — The  lines  that 
would  have  to  be  described 
in  schools  if  the  plan  proposed 
at  the  late  Head  Masters' 
Conference  were  adopted,  of 
teaching  "exactly  what  places 
a  straight  line  drawn  be- 
tween London  and  Exeter,  or 
London  and  Carlisle  would 
pass  through."  Very  hard 
lines  indeed  for  the  schoolboys 
required  to  draw  them. 


IF  the  Proprietor  of  the 
Holbom  Restaurant  were  to 
start  for  the  Derby,  why  is  it 
more  than  probable  that  he 
would  win  it  ? 

Why  ?  Because  he  always 
gets  so  nrach  a-head. 


NOTIONS  FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR. 

(By  a  Gentleman  on  the  look-out  for  something  to  turn  up.) 

JAXUARV.— Twelfth  Day  on  the  6th.  Why  not  apply  to  leading 
Stationers  to  be  made  "  Designer-in-chief  for  Twelfth  >aght  charac- 
ters "  't  9th,  fire  Insurance  expires.  Surely,  ought  to  be  able  to 
secure  office  of  "  Inspector-General  of  Arson  to  some  of  the  Com- 
panies ?  13/A,  Cambridge  Lent  Term  begins.  Post  of  "Backer  of 
Bills  (for  a  consideration  in  ready  money  down)  to  impecunious 
Cantabs "  should  be  lucrative.  Failing  all  these  schemes,  write 
to  my  Mother  for  an  advance. 

February. — 1st,  Pheasant  and  Partridge  Shooting  ends.  Idea  for 
a  Company  (of  which  I  am  to  be  Managing  Director),  "  The  Country 
Squires'  Game  Protection  Society."  If  the  Squires  don't  bite,  try 
the  other  interest  with  "  The  Association  for  the  Encouragement  of 
Poaching  in  all  its  Branches."  If  the  above  doesn't  turn  up 
trumps,  apply  to  my  Father  for  a  remittance. 

March. — 21st,  Hilary  Law  Sittings  commence.  Why  not  ask  the 
LORD  CHANCELLOE  to  make  me  "  Repairer  in  Ordinary  to  the  Wool- 
sack" Duties:  See  that  somebody  keeps  it  nice  and  tidy,  and 
receive  myself  five  hundred  a-year  for  the  trouble.  Surely,  there 
are  lots  of  snug  little  posts  of  this  sort  flying  about.  If  this  idea 
fails,  apply  to  my  Sister  for  a  little  money  to  go  on  with. 

April.— 5th,  Dividends  due  at  Bank.  Organise  a  "  Personally- 
conducted  tour  to  Italy  and  back  for  £5."  Distribute  Coupons 
irankmg  my  party  (per  long  sea-route)  as  far  as  Boulogne,  and 
see  them  comfortably  on  board.  Devote  some  of  the  remainder  of 
the  proceeds  of  my  enterprise  to  a  ticket  taking  me  safely  out  of 


reach  of  my  constituents— on  their  return  to  look  after  me !  Should 
this  capital  notion  come  to  nothing  lucrative,  apply  to  my  Brother 
for  a  small  loan,  to  be  returned  at  two  days'  date,  bearing  sixty 
per  cent,  interest. 

May.— 9th,  Half -Quarter  Day.  This  suggests  an  eight— aquatic. 
Get  up  a  Champion  Contest  for  International  Crews  from  all  parts  of 
the  world.  Magnificent  Cup  (supplied  by  advertising  jeweller)  to  be 
given  to  the  Eight  that  wins  the  race  (an  annual  one)  sixteen  times 
in  succession.  Until  the  Contest  is  decided,  keep  the  Cup  (valued  at 
oue  thousand  guineas)  myself.  For  fear  of  accidents,  deposit  it  (on 
loan)  with  Mr.  ATTENBOBOUGK.  nth,  Whit  Sunday.  On  the 
Monday  apply  to  Mr.  GLADSTONE,  or  Mr.  SPUKGEON,  or  Lord 
SHAFIESBCKY,  or  Lord  Chief  Justice  COLEBIDGE,  for  funds  with  which 
to  start  a  comic  paper.  If  none  of  these  celebrities  quite  "  see  their 
way "  to  adopting  my  idea,  utilise  my  introduction  to  them  by 
obtaining  orders  for  a  wine  merchant  on  commission.  If  these 
capital  notions  come  to  nought,  write  an  earnest  letter  to  my  Aunt, 
begging  her  to  save  me  from  starvation. 

June.— 18th,  Battle  of  Waterloo.  Something  to  be  done  in  the 
Military  Line.  Why  not  start  a  "  Staff  College  for  Officers  oi 
Volunteers  ? ' '  Easily  obtain  applicants  by  designing  a  smart  uniform 
for  the  students— gold  epaulettes,  scarlet  tunics,  and  plumed  cocked 
hats.  Students  to  be  allowed  to  wear  their  uniforms  at  Fancy  Balls. 
In  event  of  failure,  write  tC  letter  to  my  Uncle,  threatening  to 
commit  suicide  on  his  doorstep,  when  he  will  have  all  the  pain  and 
discomfort  of  an  inquest  on  his  premises,  unless  he  immediately 
forwards  to  me  a  letter,  post  paid,  containing  a  Five  Pound  Note. 

July.—  13th,  The  Berlin  Treaty  signed,  1878.  Write  to  BISMABCK, 
offering  services  as  a  spy.  If  accepted,  obtain  employment  at  the 
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PERDU." 


HERB  YOU  ARE  !    FOUND  YOU  our  I    WHAT  A  «NUO  LITTLE  D«lf  ! " 

YES,    HERE   I   AW,    WITH   MY    PlCTURXH   AND  MY   BOOK!  ;    AMD  BEKE   I 


"Off,  HO  ! 

Seeliae  (chuckling). 

CAN  SIT   AND    READ   ALL  DAY   LONO,    AND   NOBODY  A  BIT  THE  WI8UL ! 


THOUGHTS  ON  THE  NEW  I'BIMATE 

1C.  E.  G.  Should  hmre  MceJ  CnukCH  or 
LIDDOV.  Bat  what  '•  the  UM  of  thinking 
of  it  P  Bnisoir  safe,  and  respectable. 

Any  Bahop.  BUBOH  f    Really,  I  think 
there  ha*  been  a  alight  want  of  ducrimin 
tion. 

Several  Dean*.  Showi  poverty  of  inron- 
tion  alioayi  to  select  Primate  from  the 

Klil-  ''il'lll    I'l'-Tl    I' 

The  High  Church  School.  Now  we  thai 
hare  the  Church  "  as  by  LAUD  established. 

The  I*v>  Church  Party.  We  feel  RYLED 

The  Broad  Church  Ditto.  Wonder  if  he 
erer  read  T  run  ALL  or  HTXLEY  P 

Spurgeon.  Ah.  well,  what  '•  the  odd*  so 

luiltf  as  th.  y  >••  ti,.|.|.y  • 

titan  nf8t.  Paufi.  If  those  newspapers 
hadn't  Mid  I  had  been  appointed,  1  do 
believe  I  should  hare  been  offered  it. 

Old  Wellington  Boy*.  Won't  the  Curatet 
catch  it  now  r  Oh,  no  ! 


FOG  ON  THE  BRAIN. 

FOGS,  that  have  lately  smirched  the  sky. 
And  turned,  ofttimei,  our  day  to  night, 

Te  London  Fog«,  inform  us  why 
Yon  're  yellow,  some,  and  others  white. 

The  Fogs  are  deaf,  the  Fogs  are  dumb, 
Rut  each  Profetsor,  prompt,  replies, 
'  Fogs,  white,  of  Nature  simply  come  : 
But  London  smoke  Fog  yellow  dyes." 

What  makes  the  Fog,  then,  white  one  day, 
But  turns  it  yellow  on  the  next, 

Smoke  equal,  either  ?    Sine  say, 
And  clear  the  mind  by  Fog  perplext. 


THE  Civic  FESTITE  SEASOJT.— Dinner  at 
the  Mansion  House :— A  substantial  repast 
of  real  turtle-soup,  fish,  flesh,  fowl,  and 
innumerable  other  delicacies,  besides  the 
good  old  English  Christmas  fare,  roast- 
beef  and  plum-pudding. 


FINANCIAL   REFORM.— Begins   at    home 
with  every  financier  not  a  fool. 


foreign  Office  at  tenpence  an  hour,  and  supply  His  Highness  with 
lopies  of  any  secret  despatch  that  may  be  given  to  me  to  be  copied. 
Should  my  proposal  be  "  declined  with  thanks,"  take  a  top-floor  in 
Jt.  Jatnns's  Street,  and  start  a  new  institution  to  be  called  "The 

Senior  Whites  and  Boodles  Club."  Collect  Entrance  Fees  and  First 
fears'  Subscriptions,  and  wind  up  the  affair  as  speedily  as  possible, 
f  I  ftnd  these  ideas  a  blank,  write  to  my  Cousins  a  circular  letter 
3ommencing,  "  You  are  the  only  person  in  the  world  from  whom  I 

would  ask  a  favour,"  soliciting  pecuniary  contributions. 

August.— llth,  Day  Days  end.  Get  up  a  Canine  Show,  not  under 
he  patronage  of  the  Kennel  Club.  This  should  obtain  the  hearty 
upport  of  hundreds  of  unsuccessful  dog-breeders.  Sell  all  the 
xhibits  to  fanciers  living  abroad,  and  depart  with  the  proceeds  to 

South  America.  24<A,  St.  Bartholomew.  Suggests  a  hospital. 
)btain  admission  to  one  of  these  institutions,  and,  after  I  have  been 
here  a  fortnight,  threaten  the  resident  staff  with  exposure  unless  I 

am  fed  with  all  the  game  presented  to  the  patients  by  illustrious 
portsmen.  If  neither  of  these  plans  yield  anything,  write  to  the 
ichest  Mr.  SMITH  I  can  find,  claiming  relationship  with  him  through 

a  recently  deceased  nobleman. 

September. — 9th,  Sebastopol  taken,  1855.  Appeal  to  the  public  to 
irowide  funds  for  a  good  dinner  to  be  given  to  Crimean  heroes. 
Vhen  I  have  collected  the  contributions,  dine  with  myself,  having 
Ailed  to  discover  the  warriors  in  question.  Anything  that  may  be 
ver,  devote  to  a  "benevolent  object."  remembering  that  "charity 
levins  at  home."  If  I  again  find  my  ideas  unproductive, 
mte  to  my  dearest  friend  asking  for  my  passage-money  to  Aus- 
ralia— and  promising  on  my  arrival  at  that  distant  colony  to  stay 
here. 

October.—  10th,  Oxford  Michaelmas  Term  begins.  Go  shares  with 
he  President  of  any  South  American  Republic  to  establish  a  new , 


University  to  be  called  by  the  same  title  as  the  Dark  Bine  School  of 
Learning.  Then  sell  Degrees  freely  to  anyone  who  will  purchase 
them.  ''M.D.V'and  "  D.D.'s"  should  find  a  good  market  amongst 
the  ambitious  but  unlearned.  If  my  coffers  are  still  unfilled, 
write  to  the  best-known  philanthropist  I  can  remember,  asking 
for  a  donation,  and  promising  to  spend  half  of  his  contribution  in 
advertising  his  bounty. 

November.— 9th,  Lord  Mayor1 1  Day.  Hake  a  grand  effort  to 
obtain  something  from  the  City.  Offer  to  teach  Aldermen  when  and 
how  to  use  the  aspirate,  in  return  for  election  to  the  post  of  Remem- 
brancer. If  I  promise  to  regard  the  poet  as  ornamental  rather  than 
useful,  I  should  have  no  difficulty  in  securing  their  suffrages.  16th, 
Prince  TKK  born.  "  Teck  "  suggest*  "  tick."  Start  a  Co-operative 
Store  on  the  credit  system.  Send  circulars  to  the  inmate*  of  Colney 
Hatch  and  Hanwell— from  whom  I  may  expect  cordial  support.  If 
I  fail  once  more,  write  a  letter  (as  a  very  last  resource)  to  the  Secre- 
tary of  the  Charity  Organisation  Society. 

December. — 2 1*/,  SHorttit  Day.  Devote  it  to  making  up  my  gains 
for  the  past  year.  No  doubt  I  shall  find  plenty  of  time  for  this 
probably  purely  honorary  occupation.  Lastly,  to  show  that  my 
hopeful  impudence  has  no  bounds,  enclose  in  a  letter  a  contribution 
to  Mr.  Punch— for  his  waste-paper  basket— and  ask  to  be  paid  for  it ! 


SHELTER   FOR  THE   STEED. 


ACCORDING  to  Galignani,  one  Herr  THEODOB  Brnr.M\xw,  has 
invented  an  umbrella  for  carriage- horses,  called  the  Pferde- 
tarapluie.  This  parapluie  also  serves  as  a  parasol,  so  as  to  protect 
;he  horse  from  the  sun,  as  well  as  to  shield  him  from  the  showers, 
and  render  him  comfortable  under  the  rein. 
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EOBEET'S  CHEISTMAS  STOEY,  WHICH  IS  A  FACT. 

THIS  being  rather  a  slack  time  with  Gents  of  my  perfesshun,  I  was 
a-setting  alone  in  our  cosy  little  dining-room  afore  the  hre,  a-reading 
of  your  emusing  Publycashun,  when  a  Gentleman  rushes  in  and  he 
says  to  me.  says  he,  "  Waiter,  can  I  make  you  my  friend  ?  Why, 
sullenly,  Sir,"  says  I.  a-glancing  naterally  at  his  weskitpocket,  but 
he  didn't  seem  to  understand  the  delicate  elusion.  Well,  then, 
says  he,  "  wat  's  the  best  thing  for  a  bad  cold-starving  or  feeding . 
I  natrally,  without  the  slitest  hesitashun,  says  "Feeding.  What 
food?"  says  he.  "Why,"  says  I,  "a  good  bason  of  hot  thick 
Turtel  soup  and  half  a  pint  of  punch."  '  Ihen  bring  it  "  says  he, 
and  I  brort  it.  "  What's  to  foller  ?"  says  he.  "  Leave  that  to  me, 
Sir  "  says  I.  "  So  I  will,"  says  he. 

So  I  iros  and  gives  the  orders,  1  then  oums  back,  and,  while  he  ate 
his  boiling  hot  sonp,  took  the  °PP°rtunity_ofuhaying  a  R' 
bin 
the 

On  a  Ulilll  a  at  ma,  uuu  mvu.  »««.*  «  -« ^^ -  —   —  - 

ever  heard.  Lawks  how  he  did  sneeze  and  corf  and  blow,  and  then 
blow  and  corf  and  sneeze  !  It  was  summat  a'most  awful  to  witness 
and  lissen  to. 


Bishop  of  BULLOCK  SMITHY,  assisted  by  the  Reverend  J.  CHAD- 
BAND,  M.A.,  and  the  Reverend  E.   SIIGOINS,  A.M.;  C B 

M ,  Esq.,  younger  son  of  A B M ,  Esq.,  of Hall, 

shire,  to  —     —  only  daughter  of  Sir  GORGIUS  MIDAS,  Knight,  of 


•  Place,  Herts." 


Of  course  my  natteral  dellioassy  suggests  the  consealing  of  the  reel 
names,  but  in  every  other  respec  I  can  say  with  the  sillybrated 
Prestodigyertatos,  "  There  is  no  decepshun ! '  ROBEET. 

p.g — Should  any  one  of  your  many  hundreds  of  thowsena  of 
readers  be  a  sufferer  from  the  same  calammity  as  Mr.  C.  B.  M.,  Esq. 
was  a-sufferin  from,  weather  in  the  same  hintristing  condishuns  or 
not  don't  matter,  and  will  communekate  with  me  at  the  old  edress. 
Fleet  Street,  I  shall  be  happy  to  treat  him  on  the  same  liberal 
terrums,  which  he  will  find  nicer,  effectiver,  cumfertabler,  and 
cheaper  in  the  long  run  than  taking  all  the  nasty  Doctor's  stuff  in 
Herpothecarry's  Hall. 


R. 


asoosy  a  one  as  in  all  London !     "  Then  let  me  have  the  best  you  ve 
got  "  says  he  ;  "  and  make  a  roaring  fire  in  the  room,  and  take  oft 
the  sheets  and  put  on  2  extra  blankits."     "  All  right,  Sir,  says  I, 
and  I  orders  it.  ,     , 

I  then  gave  him  a  salmy  of  woodcock,  which  he  said  was  the  best 
he  had  ever  tasted,  and  which  he  finished  off  to  the  werry  last, 
tozether  with  a  pint  of  our  dry  monopoly.  I  followed  this  up  with 

— "•*-  -  Fezzant  and  a  pint  of 


a  lovely  cut  of  mutton,  and  that  again  with  a 
our  werry  finest  Burgundy,  and  he  didn't  lea1 


eave  much  of  either.    I 


UUL      HCM«J      t»i»»,uu     .•_.*»£,  —  —  ~-j   7 --      — "  -      -  -  ,  „ 

tht-n  gave  him  a  nice  little  plum  pudding  about  the  size  ot  a  cannon 
ball,  with  brandy  sauce,  and  a  pint  of  our  '31  port  with  his  cheese. 

By  this  time  such  a  change  had  cum  over  my  poor  patient  as  one 
could  ardly  credit  if  you  didn't  see  it.  His  sneezin  and  his  coffin 
and  his  blowing  was  amost  stopt,  and  his  cheeks  was  as  rosy  red  as 
a  peech.  and  his  eyes  was  as  bright  as  dimens,  and  he  larft  as  he 
eat,  and  he  larft  as  he  drunk,  and  acshally  made  me  take  a  glass  of 
wine  with  him !  Drecly  he  had  finished  his  dinner,  without  waiting 
another  minnit,  I  sees  him  up  to  bed,  when,  first  telling  me  to  call 
him  percisely  at  8,  he  littorally  tears  his  close  off,  and  then  jumps  in 
between  the  blankits  and  is  fast  asleep,  as  I  could  werry  distincly 
hear,  afore  I  could  have  said  Tom  Robinson,  if  I  had  wanted  to  say 
it,  which  of  course  I  didn't.  I  tucked  him  up  comfortable,  took  his 
candle  away  for  fear  of  accidence,  and  so  left  him. 

The  nex  mornin,  at  8  o'clock  punkshal,  I  knocks  at  his  door,  hut 
pitting  no  anser,  I  gently  opens  it,  when  as  the  Poet  says,  "Oh  ye 
God*  and  little  Fishes,  what  a  site  met  my  view !  "  for  there  was 
nobody  there!  To  rush  down  stares  was  the  work  of  only  a  few 
minutes,  though  I  has  a  great  dislike  to  hurried  stares,  but  nobody 
could  give  me  any  noose  of  my  runaway  with  the  bad  cold.  Of 
course  when  I  began  to  think,  when  it  was  two  late  as  usual,  nothink  is 
easier  than  fur  a  reel  Gentleman  to  walk  out  of  his  hotel  of  a  morn- 
ing without  paying  his  Bill.  If  anybody  seed  him  would  they  like 
to  stop  him  and  say,  hi !  where  are  you  a-going  to  ?  Of  course  not, 
specuhally  if  the  said  Gentleman  stands  6  feet  1  in  his  2  stockings. 

Need  I  say  as  how  as  the  Guv'nor  was  that  angry  that  he  used 
langwidge  to  me  that  in  his  carmer  moments  I  dessay  he  repented 
on,  tho'  somehow  he  has  forgotten  to  menshun  it.  Well,  as  may  be 
supposed,  what  with  the  'noyance  of  being  swindled,  let  alone  losing 
my  own  little  fee,  and  the  chaff  and  sarkasm  of  my  fellow  men,  that 
day  was  the  longest  to  me,  altho  one  of  the  werry  shortest  to  all 
other  people,  that  I  efer  spent. 

But  what  sayg  our  great  Philosefer,  "  When  things  are  got  to 
there  wust  they  're  allus  sure  to  get  mended."  And  so  it  was  with 
TOP,  fur  the  following  morning  I  received  a  letter  to  this  remarkable 
effec  :— 

"MY  GOOD  DEAR  ROBERTO,  ,  Herts. 

"  YOUR  wise  counsel  and  your  judicious  and  fatherly  treat- 
ment of  me  yesterday,   enabled  me  to  keep  the  most  important 


THE  BIOGRAPHICAL  BOGIE  ; 
OB,  WHAT  IT  MAT  sooir  COME  TO. 

SCENE— An  Enterprising  Publisher1!!  Sanctum.    Enter  a  Spirited 
Literary  Executor. 

Enterprising  Publisher  (with  caution).  Ha!  Good  morning,  Mr. 
SPLASHUM.  Well,  since  I  wrote  to  you  yesterday,  I  've  been  thinking 
the  matter  well  over,  and  I  want  you  to  understand,  before  we  go 
further  into  it,  that  though  your  late  distinguished  Uncle  was 
unquestionably  a  striking  and  notable  public  figure,— that  alone,  m 
these  days,  is  not  enough  to  warrant  us  in  anticipating  a  marked 
success.  To  put  a  plain  business-like  question  in  plain  business- 
like language,— Are  you  sure  that  your  materials,  valuable  and 
interesting  as  they  doubtless  are,  are  also  sufficiently  spicy  to  tickle 
the  market  P 

Spirited  Literary  Executor  (with  confidence}.  There  is  not  a  repu- 
tation, in  London,  my  dear  Sir,  that  is  not  more  or  less  smirched— 
badly  smirched ;  while  several— believe  me,  I  am  not  putting  it  too 
strongly— are  fairly  blasted  out  of  Court.  It  will  be  one  of  the 
most  taking  and  widely-read  biographical  high-class  memoirs  ever 
put  out. 

Enterprising  Publisher.  Well,  you  give  an  encouraging  account 
of  it,  certainly ;  and,  if  it  'B  all  you  say,  it 's  just  the  sort  of  thing 
I  should  like  to  get  hold  of.  Could  you  give  us  a  specimen  now  ? 
How,  for  instance,  does  the  Pendulum  Controversy  come  out  ?  There 
ought  to  he  some  rare  pickings  on  that  ? 

Spirited  Literary  Executor  (with  enthusiasm).  There  are  !     Shall 
I  read  you  a  page  or  two  ?    I  have  the  MS.  with  me.      [Produces  it. 
Enterprising  Publisher  (much  interested).  Do.    I  am  all  attention. 
[And  JS,  while  Spirited  Literary  Executor  gives  several  racy 
extracts  from  a  journal  which,  after  detailing  how  a  wM- 
known  Cabinet  Minister,  now  living,  was  met  on  one  occasion 
being  carried  on  a  stretcher  bu  four  policemen  tit  Sow  Street, 
relates  the   manner  in  which  a  very  exulted  foreign  Per- 
sonage was  found   picking  pockets  in  the   hat-and-cluak- 
room  at  a  memorable  Admiralty  Reception. 

Spirited  Literary  Executor  (continuing  and  finishing  a  neat  and 
naive  narrative,  compromising  the  honour  of  several  illustrious  and 
noble  families).  "  And,  with  ihe  Aquarium' ticket  in  her  pocket,  the 
Duchess  was  found  under  his  table  ;  and  though  the  Cabinet  entirely 

condoned  the  matter,  B told  me  that  the  Duke  would  be  satisfied 

with  nothing  short  of  a  run  down  to  Windsor  with  the  whole  par- 
ticulars, and  was  only  pacified,  on  getting  J 's  place  and  £1500 

hush-money,  from  X into  the  bargain." 

Enterprising  Publisher  (with  enthusiasm).  Capital!  Just  the 
style !  "  Pointed,  pithy,  and  pungent."  But  you  '11  do  better  to  drop 
initials.  They  're  weak.  ( Warming.)  Stick  in  names,  my  boy. 
The  Public  like  'em.  So  do  I. 

Spirited  Literary  Executor.  Quite  so  :  and  you  shall  have  them. 
A  prop/is,  when  this  is  placed,— I  've  got  something  better  to  follow! 
Something  much  better. 

Enterprising  Publisher  (quite  carried  away).  Gad,  Sir  I  bring  it 
to  me  when  this  is  floated,  and  whatever  it  is,  hang  me  !  if  we  won  t 


engagement  of  my  life  with  the  most  perfect  satisfaction  to  all  con- 
cerned. I  awoke  thoroughly  well  and  in  excellent  spirits  just  in 
time  to  catch  my  train,  but  much  regret  that  in  my  necessary  haste 
I  forgot  to  pay  my  little  bill.  I  enclose  a  £10  note  with  which  please 
settle  it,  and  accept  the  balance  as  a  small  recompense  for  a  most 
important  service.  Yours  most  truly, 

"  C B M ." 

Something  in  the  ring  of  the  tone  of  the  letter  awoke  my  suspicions, 
and  looking  in  a  certain  collum  of  the  Times  for  2  or  3  days  suck- 
sessively  I  ewentually  read  the  following  enouncement : — 

"  On  the inst.  at ,  Hertfordshire,  by  the  Right  Rev.  the  | 


have  it  out,  and,  if  need  be,  face  a  thundering  good  action  for  libel, 

and  g<>t  heavily  cast  together  ! 

[Sat,  fortunately  for  the  dignity  of  letters,  and  the  sacrednesi 
of  private  social  life,  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  right-minded 
people,  they  wait  a  bit  first — and  think  it  over. 


A  SERIOUS  BELT,.— Title  of  a  new  book  lately  published  :—  Amuse- 
ment and  Instruction  on  a  New  Plan.  Happy  Sunday  Afternoons. 
A  promising  announcement.  But  0,  it  doesn't  imply  either  the  ap- 
proaching repeal  of  Sunday  Closing  Legislation,  or  the  prospect  of  an 
Act  for  the  Opening  of  Museums  and  Art-Exhibitions  on  Sundays ! 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS. — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
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A    TRAITOR. 

Fare  (noticing  tJit  decoration}.  "On  !  so  YOU  BELONG  TO  THE  BLUE  RIBBON 
ARMT!" 

Cabby.  "  YES,  SIR,  I  WEAR  TBB  RIBBON.     IT  INDOOCEI  GEN'LEMEN  TO  TEMP' 

ME  WITH   A   PKINK,    WHICH   I   OKNERALLT   ACCEp's,   SlR  !  " 

THE    MODERN    KING    PEST. 

"  I  bad  a  dream  which  was  not  all  a  dream." 

How  I  got  there  I  cannot  precisely  tell.  Bat  it  was  a  fingular  scene,  and 
strange  was  the  companionship  into  which  I  had  fallen ;  fallen  unawares,  and, 
as  yet,  it  appeared  unheard  and  unnoticed. 

A  convivial  gathering  it  seemed.  Convivial  I  So  is  HOLBEIN'S  grim  mas- 
querade of  Mart  called  a  Dance.  Yet  merry  enough  the  oddly  assorted  conrieet 
appeared,  merry  with  sardonic  mirth  and  metallic  cachinnation.  They  sat,  or 
rather  sprawled,  around  what  seemed  a  trestled-board.  The  place  reeked  with 
a  miasmatic  mist,  through  which  their  grotesque  forms  gleamed  fitfully, 
shiftingly,  indefinably.  And  what  wa»  that  odour,  that  sense-searching  and 
stomach-stirring  odour,  so  peculiar  and  yet  so  indescribable  ?  Why  was  it 
vaguely  associated  in  my  mind  with  mire-clogged  streets  and  many  basket*, 
with  sudden  whiffs  over  shabby  hedges  in  inchoate  suburbs,  with  staggering 
notice-boards,  and  shouting  cart-tenders,  with  six  in  the  morning  in  City 
squares,  with  new  bricks  and  cracked  stucco,  with  a  mysterious  mixture  of 
crude  spick-and-spanness  and  incipient  decay?  Why  " 

"Civilisation!  "  cried  one  of  the  guests,  catching  up  the  last  word  of  his 
neighbour's  speech,  "Ha!  ha!  ha!  Civilisation  is  your  only  joke!  'Tis  a 
dull  world,  but  he  who  can  mouth  that  word  without  laughter,  might  defy 
MOMUS'  self  to  move  his  leathern  midriff." 

The  laugh  of  this  gentleman  was  like  the  "  clucking  "  of  a  half-dry  pump- 
sucker.  His  face  was  hard,  saffron-hued,  and  of  a  singular  metallic  sheen,  as 
of  an  embodiment  of  jaundice  cast  in  bronze.  Whether  he  looked  more  cruel 
or  more  comic  it  were  hard  to  say.  A  personage  with  the  facial  hardness  of  an 
antique  knocker,  and  the  set  grin  of  a  medieval  gargoyle  is  likely  to  wear  an 
expression  too  equivocal  for  summary  analysis. 

"  Ah,  Mam.,  old  man,"  hissed  his  r«'»-«-n>,  in  a  curiously  stealthy  and  pnaky 
tone  which  mode  me  creep.  "  Civilisation  is  a  blundering  general,  a  sort  of 
sham  Cspsar,  thrasonic  enough  in  all  conscience,  who'd  fight  a  locust-swarm 
with  Armstrongs.  Fancy  planting  a  battery  of  field-guns  against  a  phalanx 
of  ghosts  !  Fancy  barring  mere  solidities  like  doors  and  windows  against  me .' 
He!  he!  he!"  ' 


The  laugh  of  this  creature  wa*  like  the  jerky  hi.iing 
of  steam  from  an  eeeape-ralve.  I  preferred  thir 
previoui  apeaker.  Facially  he  wu  ai  phantasmal  a*  the 
other  waa  stolid,— grey,  agape,  aghaat,  with  ihadowy 
hands  which  writhed  hither  and  thither  like  the  arms  of 
an  octopus,  but  lonndleuly  and  as  it  seemed  aimltaaly. 

"  Tvphy,  Typhy,"  creaked  hi*  next-door  neighbour, 
harshly,  "  you  are  getting  an  intolerable  egotist. 
You 'ye  been  so  much  talked  about  by  our  loquacious 
minatory  modern  Augurs,  that  you  begin  to  think  yon 
are  everybody  and  everywhere.  Where  and  what  would 
you  be  without  our  honoured  Preside 

Il.r.-,  as  with  one  accord,  they  all  turned  toward  a 
figure  at  the  head  of  the  board,  with  a  sort  of  co-operative 
chuckle  of  inarticulate  gratulation,  and,  lifting  high  their 
goblets,  clinked,  and  drank  in  his  honour  and  to  hi* 
I.,  rtlth.  Though  I  noticed  that  at  the  word  "  health  " 
a  singular  spasm,  whether  of  mockery  or  of  pain  I  could 
I,  seemed  to  writhe  their  vaporous  form*  and 
wrinkle  their  weird  faces. 

'1  hi 4  figure  wat  cloaked  and  masked  like  a  tranipontine 
villain,  so  that  I  could  not  distinguish  his  feature*. 
Portly  he  was,  that  his  garments  could  not  diafniae ; 
complacent  too,  that  hi*  attitude  abundantly  indicated. 
A  huge  diamond  ring  flamed  on  hi*  fat  band.  Like  the 
odour,  that  ring  and  that  hand  seemed  strangely  familiar 
to  me.  And,  when  he  spoke,  that  oily,  throaty,  thra- 
s<mir  voice  awoke  ttrangely  mingled  memories  ot  swag- 
gi  ring  wealth  and  creeping  squalor,  of  wind-shaken 
chimney*  and  rain-pierced  roofs,  of  sweating  wall*  and 
sndden  pathways,  of  swampy  exhalation*  and  of  sepul- 
chral trm-lln.  Why? 

"Gentlemen  all,  I  thank  you,"  said  he,  nodding  right 
and  left,  with  what  teemed  a  specially  marked  salutation 
to  the  saffron-faced  gentleman  at  his  right  hand.  "  In 
fact,  I  don't  know  what  you  irouW  do  without  me.  51  y 
good  friend  Ham.  and  I  are  a  sort  of  conjoint  special 
providence  for  yon,  Typhy,  for  yon,  Rheumy,— don't 
qnarrel,  yon  are  both  excellent  fellows,  1  'm  sure, — and 
tor  all  you  other  honourable  member*  of  the  great  Pert 
family,  lilea*  TOO,  but  for  me  and  a  friend  or  two  of 
mine,  yon  might  have  been  improved  off  the  face  of  the 
civilised  earth  ere  now." 

"Hear!    Hear!   Hear !"  chuckled,  croaked,  creakH, 

guests  in  ghostly  chorus. 

"  Thank*  once  more."  continued  the  Harked  One. 
"  And  now,  a*  we  are  ail  thoroughly  primed  for  it,  1  '11 
call  upon  Ham.  for  a  song." 

Nothing  loth,  the  Saffron- visaged  One  arose,  and,  in 
a  voice  a*  metallic  a*  the  chinking  of  coin*  in  a  miser'* 
wallet,  quavered  forth  the  following  ditty : — 
"  Oho !  and  oho  I  for  a  good  '  Free  Shoot,' 

The  home  of  diwaae'a  grrau ! 
The  deadly  rompntu  that  force  to  fruit 
The  Tree  of  Death.    To  our  League  rich '  loot ; ' 

Fair  food  for  our  friend*  the-  1*01*9*  I 
Oho !  for  the  damp  and  the  broken  drain, 

The  floors  that  are  laid  on  iluth  ; 
The  rotten  roof  that  leta  in  the  rain. 
The  untnpped  pipe  and  the  mack-choked  main  ; 

The  gate*  that  reck  and  rush ! 
And  humh  I  for  the  man  who  the  forces  of  Health 

Can  biffle,  break,  bewilder; 

For  the  friend  of  DUeatc  and  of  pUfue-iprradinr  stealth, 
Our  Chief,  the " 

But  here  I  could  not  refrain  from  a  cry  of  horror.  It 
was  echoed  by  a  louder  one  from  the  gathering  of  ghostly 
guests  ;  and  with  a  sort  of  strange  ton  shock,  a*  of  cloud- 
masse*  crashing  together,  the  whole  grim  pageantry  dis- 
appeared, and  I  found  myself  in  a  damp,  dirty  suburban 
waste,  gazing  across  a  low  level  swamp  of  "  Land  to  be 
Let  for  Building  Purpose*  "  into  an  evil-smelling  hollow, 
hard  by  which  stood  a  staggering  board  bearing  the 
familiar  legend  : — "  Rubbith  may  ht  thvt  Krrt." 

"  Hillo,  old  fellow,  how  are  you  ':  "  sounded  a  voice  in 
mv  ear. 

Horror!  It  was  tJif  voice — the  same  fat,  complacent 
voice  ;  and  its  owner,  the  paunchy,  pompon*,  long-pursed 
personage  with  the  swaggering  air,  the  diamond  ring,  and 
the  rakish  hat,  was  none  other  than  my  old  acquaintance, 

JCOSO!C,   THE  JERRT-BCIJ-PKB  !  !  .' 


MESSAGE  FRO*  MR.  D'On-T  CARTE  TO 
HIS  PIT  DOORKEEPER.—"  When  the  Queue  comes,  call  mr!'' 
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A    MARRIED        MASHER." 

Indignant    Wife.     "AND    PRAT,   ALGERNON,   WHAT    DO   yOU    MEAN    BY  COMINQ 
HOHK   AT   THIS  TIMB  OF  NlOHT  ?  " 

Festive  Husband.  "  EVBBY  OTIIER  P-P-PLACB  WAS  SHUT,  MY  LOVB!" 


FAREWELL  TO  THE  "FESTIVE  SEASON." 

MEKKY  Christmas  is  over,  and  so's  New  Year's  Day,! 
And  one  more  "  festive  season  "  has  faded  away  ; 
Burnt  are  holly  and  mistletoe,  stopped  is  the  swill, 
And  the  gorge,  and  the  press-gush  'bout  peace  and 
good-will. 

Come,  take  we  the  physio  we  most  of  us  need,' 
Brave  hoys,  after  surfeits  when  surfeits  succeed  ; 
The  doses  and  pills  which  repletion  demands 
To  lighten  our  brains  and  to  steady  our  hands. 

We  pause  after  turkey,  plum-pudding,  roast  beef, 
Mince-pie,  and  the  rest,  with  a  sense  of  relief. 
Something  rather  too  much  of  too  many  good  things ! 
It  is  well  for  us  Old  Father  Christmas  hath  wings. 

Farewell  Father  Christmas,  and  Christmas  Appeals 
On  behalf  of  the  Poor  that  need  clothing  and  meals  ; 
Appeals  once  a  year  that  at  Christmas  [abound : 
But  the  Poor  we  have  still  with  us  all  the  year  round. 

To  Christmas  farewell  with  a  light  heart  we  say, 
When  we  've  paid  all  the  bills  we  were  then  bound  to 

pay ; 

With  a  still  lighter  heart  if  our  hills  came  to  nought,' 
And  we  paid  o'er  the  counter  for  all  that  we  bought. 

That  Christmas  is  gone  glad  is  many  a  one, 
Whose  means  being  slender,  whom  divers  cads  dun  ; 
Christmas-boxes  on  various  pretences  beseech  : 
British  "  fellahs  "  accustomed  to  beg  for  backsheesh. 

Go,  Christmas !  'tis  well  thou  but  com' at  once  a  year  ; 
For  thou  com'st,  whensoever  thou  dost  come,  severe. 
For  the  greenest  of  Yules  brings  diseases  and  ills, 
And  demands  for  donations  plus  payment  of  bills. 


Where  is  the  Difference  P 

THE  Daily  Telegraph  thinks  the  conversion  into  a  dry 
goods  store  of  Booth's  Theatre  in  New  York,  originally 
erected  as  a  permanent  home  for  the  "  Legitimate 
Drama,"  is  a  "  Curious  Theatrical  Metamorphosis." 
We  cannot  see  it,  for  the  reason  that  dry  goods  and 
legitimate  drama  are  almost  synonymous  terms. 


NEW  NOTICE  BY  ME.  FARINI  AT  THE  AQUABIUM.— 
"KRAO,"  the  "stranpe  hairy  little  creature,"  will 
receive  company.  N.B.— Entrance  without  knocking. 
Ask  for  the  Hairy  Belle. 


THE  CHILDREN'S  FANCY  COTTON-DRESS  BALL 
AT  THE  MANSION  HOUSE. 

WELL,  I  thinks  that  upon  the  hole  I  have  seen  perhaps  more  mag- 
niffisent  sites,  and  more  egstrownery  sites,  than  most  people,  be  they 
Princes  or  Docks  or  even  Aldermen,  cos  why  ?  Why  becos  the 
lookers  on  sees  more  of  the  site,  as  the  other  lookers  on  sees  more  of 
the  game,  than  the  swells  in  the  one  case  or  the  players  in  the  other. 
Bat  on  Fursday  last  1  euttenly  seed  the  sweetest  and  the  prettyest 
and  the  most  intrestingest  site  as  ever  1  seed  since  I  fust  opened  my 
eyes.  The  Loap  MAKK  and  the  LADY  MAHESS,  bless  their  kind 
loving  art*  1  giving  up  for  wunce,  without  a  sy  or  a  tear,  the  com- 
pany of  the  hiest  and  the  mityest  of  the  land,  asked  about  a  thousand 
of  the  lovelyest  children  as  ever  was  borne  to  dress  themselves  up  in 
the  most  Imtiful  and  tastyfulest  clos  as  money  or  good  taste  could 
buy  or  could  borrow,  and  to  come  and  dance  at  the  Manshun  House 
before  them  and  their  elustreous  friends  ! 

Ah !  that  was  a  site !  Why  I  was  in  that  wirl  of  egsitement  that 
I  ardly  knowed  what  I  was  about  at  fust,  and  acshally  kept  a 
helping  myself  to  claret  cup  and  common  things  of  that  sort  and 
drinkin  good  elths  with  the  dear  Children.  There  was  one  brite 
little  Chap  in  partickler  who  was  dressed  like  a  Baker,  all  in  white 
with  cherry  ribbons,  like  a  Baker  I  spose  on  his  birth-day  or  his 
weddin-day,  who  made  quite  frends  with  me,  and  acshally  asked  me 
what  they  calls  I  think  a  Commun-drum !  A  Gent  had  drunk 
some  wine  out  of  a  glass  and  then  left  it,  so  the  little  chap  says 
to  me,  says  he,  "  Why  ought  that  glass  of  wine  to  be  ashamed  of 
itself  Y  Give  it  up?1'  "Yes."  "  Coz  it's  half  drunk,"  says  he, 
and  away  he  runs. 

Well,  I  larfed  to  that  extent  that  I  spilt  three  or  four  glasses  of 
Negus  afore  I  could  get  my  and  steddy. 


Then  there  was  two  lovely  little  deers  drest  j  ust  like  fairy  s  with  wands 
in  their  little  ands,  and  1  really  shouldn't  have  been  at  all  surprized 
if  they  conjured  us  all  into  meer  angels  or  animals  or  sumthmg  of 
that  dredf  ul  sort,  they  did  look  so  real  like.  Then  there  was  prin- 
cesses and  shepherdesses  with  their  crooks,  and  little  Red  Riding 
Hoods,  and  Robbing  Hoods  and  Archers,  I  means  Jockeys,  and 
A  giptians  with  their  pretty  little  faces  half  covered  up  with  muz- 
zling, and  then  there  was  some  nice  little  girls  a  imitatin  their  elders 
by  dressing  theirselves  up  like  the  other  sects,  and  there  was  some 
werry  short  Highlanders,  and  all  kinds  of  Forreners  and  other 
strange  people. 

But  lor  how  kind  it  was  of  the  LORD  MABE  to  ask  about  a  duzzen 
of  the  werry  poorest  children  to  come  and  mix  with  the  rest,  just  for 
wunce  in  their  poor  lives,  such  as  a  poor  little  fishing-boy,  and  a 
butcher-boy  with  his  tray,  and  a  poor  little  labourer  in  a  smock 
frock,  and  one  or  two  common  sailor  boys  and  pilot's  boys  in  sow- 
westers  and'  grate  sea-boots,  and  really  after  a  little  while  they 
seemed  just  as  much  at  home  as  the  rest.  Ah,  what  stories  these 
poor  little  chaps  will  have  to  tell  when  they  go  back  to  their  poor 
umble  homes ! 

In  the  midst  of  all  the  fun  who  should  wark  in,  quite  carm  and 
cool,  but  Mr.  CHANG,  the  Chinese  Giant  and  his  little  midge  of  a  son. 
Well,  they  two  contrasts  caused  such  a  excitement  that  all  us 
Waiters  couldn't  wait  no  longer,  but  rushed  out  with  one  accordeon 
into  the  Lobby  and  had  as  good  a  look  as  the  rest. 

Soon  after  this,  all  the  little  deers  was  ordered  to  set  down  on  the 
floor  all  round  in  a  cercle  to  hear  the  silly brated  Conjuror  a  talking 
in  several  places  at  once  and  a  teaching  his  little  boy  "  How  duth 
the  little  bizzy  B,"  and  they  made  about  the  biggest  as  well  as  the 
loveliest  Bookay  as  ever  I  seed.  And,  bless  their  dear  little  arts, 
how  they  did  larf— aye,  and  so  did  sum  of  the  big  ones  too,  when 
they  thort  as  nobody  wasn't  a  looking. 


JAN-DAI.  T  13,  1883.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


15 


I    HOPE    I    DON'T    INTRUDE!" 


Why,  even  the  LOHD  MAKE  larfed  to  that  extent  at  Mr,  Punch, 
that  the  tears  a  most  run  down  his  rite  honnerable  cheeks.  Ah, 
that's  one  of  the  wunders  of  the  world,  that  is  ;  igh  and  low,  rich 
and  poor,  learned  like  ourselves,  or  hignorant  like  the  lower  orders, 
all  enjoys  their  Punch,  tho  I  must  say  as  his  morality  is  that  ques- 
tionable that  I  should  not  hold  his  Mirror  up  to  Nature  for  my  own 
family  cercle. 

There  was  one  thing  as  was  forgotten  to  he  purwided  amid  all  the 
other  luxuries  and  dellycasies  of  a  waritd  Menu.  There  was  no 
Ginger  Beer,  and  I  had  to  enounce  the  sad  fact  to  a  Page  of  the  tinn1 
of  BIIXYSERIOUS,  I  think  he  was,  to  a  Marqueeze  of  the  time  of 
LOTJKT  CATTOBZK  and  to  two  Normandy  Pheasants,  and  grately  dis-  | 
appointed  they  all  seemed,  specially  the  Page. 

By  way  of  contrast,  the  Son  of  a  Common  Counselman,  I  should 
think  about  13  years  old,  found  fault  with  the  Shampagne  and 
asked  for  a  dryer  brand  !  Ah,  he  'a  his  Father's  own  son,  he  is,  and 
will  make  a  blooming  Common  Counselman  one  of  these  days  a  few 
years  hence,  when  the  Corporation,  so  to  speak,  has  got  a  little 
enlarged.  The  prettyest  dance  of  the  evening  was  the  Highland 


Skottish,  danced  to  the  tune  of  "  The  Canult  art  canting,"  the 
tune  I  spose  as  they  played  in  Egyp. 

And  my  linal  remark  at  the  close  is,  strange  to  «ar,  in  regard  to 
the  close,  for  1  never  should  have  thort  it  po<sibcl,  it  1  hadn't 


it  with  my  own  too  eyes,  that  such  butiful  dreues  u  was  worn  then 
could  all  have  been  made  out  of  Cotton,  no,  not  if  Alderman  COTTO*. 
who  I  saw  a-marching  about  looking  like  a  Prince  or  a  Duke,  had 
himself  a-superintended  all  the  Press  Makers. 

One  delekasy  woulder  bin  in  keepin  with  the  oktyshun.  I  mean 
a  Cottonum  cheese  on  table.  But  praps  it  is  still  "  in  keepin"— for 
the  nex  entainment,  as  I  dident  see  nothin  of  it  myself.  KQUIBT. 


POOR  Mr.  BELT,  in  spite  of  the  verdict  in  his  favour,  has  been  §o 
overcome  that  it  is  probable  he  will  give  up  the  gho»t. 


THE  REAL  COVERT  GARDE*  PAHTOMIMK.— The  game  i.f  Spill  awl 
Pelt  performed  daily  in  Mud-Salad  Murket. 
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Great  Attraction  for  the  Holidays ! ! 


A  PAIR  OF  SPECTACLES  AND  DIFFERENT  SIGHTS 

;     RECIPE,   or,   in  this  instance,   ALF. 
iTHOMPSoN-and-'alf-RoBERT-REECE-ipe 
.for  making  a  "Grand  Spectacular  Ex 
travaganza  "  : — Take  a  familiar   Fair 
•  Legend.     Cut  off    its   head,    dock    it 
[tail,    and    carefully,  dislocate,  all    it 
articulations,  till  its  story  is  as  incohe 
rent  as  FOOTE'S  and  as  null  as  the  Need 
Knifegrinder's.      Distribute  its  disject 
membra    over    four    mortal;  hours    o 
jumbled  spectacle,  ballet,  nigger  non 
sense,  step-dancing,  circus  tricks,  sen 
sational  effects,  and  acrobatic  evolutions 
;  Mix  and  season  throughout  with  Music 

SHall  spice  of  the  strongest  savour 
Serve  up  hastily  and  half 
cooked  in  crude  indigestibl 
gobbets. 

The  above  we  deduced  from 
witnessing  the   first  night' 
representation  of  The  Yellow 
Dwarf,  at  Her  Majesty's. 

As  to  Queen  Kokottina,  sh 
was    all    the    Great  VANCE 
painted  her,  and  must  hav 
been    a   Vision   of    Delight 
indeed,  to  innocent  children  and  their  careful  Mammas. 

None  but  himself  could  be  his  parallel,— unless  one  can  conceive  a 
Cockney  Caliban  playing  the  part  of  a  Whitechapel  Penthesilea. 
"  Why  was  I  born  so  beautiful  ? 
And  why  was  I  born  so  young  P  " 

queries  the  Inimitable.  Why,  indeed '(  Or  with  such  a  modes 
tront  ?  or  with  such  a  mellifluous  voice  ?  or  with  such  piquantly  pea- 
cocky  jerkmess  of  song,  or  with  such  ravishing  facility  of  gesture 
and  wink  ?  Or,  for  the  matter  of  that,  why  at  all— save,  perhaps,  to 
accentuate  the  victory  of  the  Musio-Hall  over  the  Theatre,  anc 
charm  our  ladies,  and  enchant  our  little  ones  with  the  blatancies 
and  brutalities  heretofore  unfairly  reserved  for  the  enjoyment  of 
counter-jumpers  and  shop-girls,  of  howling  cads  and  callow  boys- 
about-tpwn  ? 

Yet,  in  this  prodigious,  ill-made  Burlesque-pudding,  there  were 

plenty  of  plums,  to  be  extracted  by  any  critical  Jack  Homer  who 

:eep  his  stall  and  his  temper  for  four  hours  at  a  stretch.    The 

spectacular  part  of  the  business  was  capital,  when  it  would  work  — 

which,  as  a  rule,  on  the  firstlnight,  it  wouldn't.    The  Ballet  of  Fans 

is  very  pretty.      Another  dance,  the  quaint  and  comical  "  Dolls' 

Quadrille,"  was 
simply  delicious.  The 
Lowther- Arcade-like 

a'  -up  of  the  dolls— 
e.  ROSA  and  the 
three  (by  no  means 
sham)  Abrahams— 
their  stiff  wooden 
poses,  their  jerky 
movements,  their 
wide  vacuous  stares, 
their  mechanical 
bounds,  and  helpless 
final  flops,  when  their 
works  ran  down,  were 
worthy  of  Alice's  own 
Wonderland.  This 
was,  indeed,  panto- 
mimic -  fun  of  the 
best,  brightest,  and 
most  blameless  sort. 


Sweetness  and  Light  at  Drury  Lane. 


t  IS 


1 

,  but  took  rather  a  long  time  about  it.     The  "  Veil  of 

.WV'T"^'4™  for  a  lon«  time  :  and  when 
?      B*frtll?»  and  novel  effect"  of  a  locomotive 
off  m  a  drawing-room,  with  the  view 


d  the,City,  Dragon  turned        -wal 


There  is  plenty  of  ill-digested  "  stuff  "  and  of  real  cleverness  ant 
prettiness  in  the  piece  ;  and  when  it  works  smoothly,  is  a  little  les 
long,  and,  it  may  be  added,  a  little  less  broad,  it  may  probably  gc 
wefl  enough.  But  the  Countess  D' AULNOY,  interpreted  by  Mr.  ALFRED 
VANCE  in  petticoats,  a  few  clever  acrobats 
and  dancers,  and  a  number  of  voiceless  sticks, 
could  never  be  "  nice  "  in  any  sense,  though 


Augustus  the  Second 
or,    One    Sloore    in 
front. 


it  went  as  smoothly  as  ^ENEA'S  aerial  flight, 
and  as  pat  as  PERTOLDI'S  feathery  footfall. 
We  're  afraid  Pandora's  Box  has  been  opened 
too  soon. 

The  second  spectacle  is  Drury  Lane,  of 
which  we  hear  better  accounts.  The  Kings 
of  England  scene  is  still  the  attraction.1?..  One 
good  novelty  here  is  the  .trick-book  of  the 
Pantomime  with  coloured  plates.  Off  one  of 
these  coloured  plates  the  Giant  (who  was  cut 
out  on  the  first  night)  is  eating.  The  fact  of 
his  having  'been  eliminated  proves  that  the 
monster  must  have  been  "cut  out  for  a 
Giant."  The  notion  of  this  picture-book,  as 
well  as  of  the  Drury  Lane  Annual — a  highly- 
coloured  Christmas  Number  of  nothing — is 
due,  we  believe,  to  the  energetic  Mr.  AUGUSTUS 
MOORE — AUGUSTUS  THE  SECOND  at  this. estab- 
lishment, where  the  other  AUGUSTCS  (Mr. 
HARRIS)  is  the  Csesar— who,  a  year  ago, 
undertook  the  duties  of  Acting  Manager,  in 
which  was  included  the  post  of  Literary  Adviser,  originally  held,  in 
the  Chattertonian  days,  by  CHARLES  LAMB  KENNY.  The  Sub- 
Augustus  is  Drury  Lane  Prime  Minister  and  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer,  and  represents  the  Grand  Young  Man. 

.By  the  way,  d  propns  of  CHARLES  LAMB  KENNY,  a  performance 
will  be  given  by  Mr.  J.  L.  TOOLE,  Mr.  HENKY  NEVILLE,  and  others, 
on  the  25th  inst.,  for  the  benefit  of  Mrs.  KENNY,  when  her  daughter 
ROSA  will,  we  believe,  appear  as  Maria  in  the  School  for  Scandal. 

CHARLES  KENNY  helped  to  confer  many  benefits  upon  others  in 
Us  time,  and  very  few  on  himself.  He  was  always  to  everybody 

CHARLES— his  friend,"  but  never  "CHARLES  his  own  friend," 
and  continual  ill-health  necessitated  a  falling-off  in  work  and  in 
pay.  We  are  all  sorry  to  hear  that  a  Benefit  is  necessary,  but  we 
are  all  glad  to  give  a  helping  hand.  Would  that  KENNY'S  old  friend. 
ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY,  were  still  with  us  to  play  Falstaff!  Alas  I 

we  could  have  better  spared  a  better  man !  "—but  there  were  very 
few  better  or  truer  than  the  inventor  of  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Brown 
at  the  Play. 

At  the  Opera  Comique,  in  Mr.  SAVILE  CLARKE'S  Adamleu  Eden, 
the  Postman's  Ballet  is  well  worth  seeing.  The  knocking  is  well  in 


The  Postman's  Knock  Ikllet ;  or,  Seasonable  Eaps. 

ime,  and  goes  rap-idly.    If  it  didn't,  we  should  be  bound  to  have  a 
ap  at  it. 

A  children's  Pantomime  for  children,  at  the  Avenue,  aven'  you 
een  it  ?  Miss  FLORENCE  ST.  JOHN— it  was  St.  John's  Avenue,  a  few 
veeks  ago— is,  we  suppose,  taking  a  holiday.  Where  are  the  Man- 
eaux  Notrs  1  Rip  Van  Winkle  has  it  all  his  own  way  now  at  the 
omedy— or  rather,  Miss  VIOLET  CAMEBON  has  it  all  hers  with  that 
harming  Letter-Song  in  the  last  Act,  which  goes  like  Winkle,  and 
Till  always  be  a  favourite  in  her  Rip-ertoire.  After  this—"  My 
ative  Land"— no,  I  mean  Oyster—"  Good  night  I  " 


The  Meteing  of  the  Waters. 

"  Let  the  Law  say  tbat  all  Water  Companies  must  charge  by  meter,  when 
equired,  and  we  shall  hear  no  more  of  the  '  water  question.' " — Hr.  JOHN 
MORLBY,  in  his  Letter  to  the  Times. 

THANKS,  lucid  MOHLEY,  for  a  word  in  season  1 
The  case,  in  nuce,  cannot  be  completer. 

The  Companies  will  charge  sans  rhyme  or  reason, 
Until  they  are  compelled  to  charge  by  Meter. 
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KKI'ORTS  OP  OUR  OWN   CITY  COMMISSIONER. 

No.   III.— LlVKRT  COMPANIES. 

MB.  PUNCH,  SIR, 

I  IIAVK  kept  to  the  last  certainly  the  most  important 
Reform  that  I  have  to  recommend,  and  in  this  case  at  any  rate  reso- 
lutely shutting  my  mind's-eye  to  the  glorious  scenes  I  have  witnessed 
in  their  more  than  Princely  Halls,  and  steadfastly 
refusing  to  remember  the  sumptuous  repasts  oi 
which  I  have  of  late  so  freely  partaken,  and 
passing  with  a  deep  sigh  of  regret  from  the 
pleasant  recollection  of  such  brands  and  special 
ntrfet  of  exquisite  wines  as  memory  would  fain 
linger  over,  I  sternly  pass  on  to  the  painful 
subject  of  what  I  shall  designate  "Peculiar 
Trusts." 

I  refer  to  the  notes  of  my  examination  of  the 
Master  before  mentioned,  and  what  do  I  find  '•  A 
small  estate  was  left  to  his  Company  some  three 
hundred  years  ago,  in  trust,  the  income  from 
which,  then  about  £20  a  vear,  was  ordered  to  be 
distributed  as  follows  : — £5  each  to  three  different  Charities,  and  the 
remainder  to  the  Company  for  their  trouble.  Years  roll  on,  and 
the  little  Estate  now  produces  about  £2,000  per  annum,  and  the 
Company  continue  to  pay  the  same  original  amount  of  £15  to  the 
three  Charities,  and  keep  the  rest,  that  is,  about  £1,985,  for  them- 
selves ;  all,  as  the  Master  said,  in  strict  accordance  with  the  literal 
words  of  the  Will  of  the  Pious  Founder  ! 

Mr.  Punch,  Sir.  No  recollections  of  unnumbered  kindnesses 
received  from  Masters  and  Wardens,  no  thought  of  what  I  risk  in 
giving  utterance  to  my  honest  feelings,  no  cowardly  fear  of  per- 
petual banishment  irom  their  Halls  of  dazzling  light,  shall  prevent 
me  from  expressing,  in  language  as  unmeasured  as  the  hospitality  of 
which  I  have  so  often  partaken,  and  the  philanthropy  of  which  I 
have  so  often  heard,  the  poignant  regret  I  feel  that  anyone  of  these 
noble  Institutions  should  so  far  forget  the  solemn  obligations  imposed 
upon  all  Trustees,  particularly  upon  Trustees  for  the  Poor  and  the 
Sick  and  the  Ignorant,  as  to  act  in  the  way  described,  and  then  con- 
descend to  defend  such  conduct  by  such  flimsy  and  discreditable 
arguments. 

I  find,  on  referring  to  my  Notes,  that  when  the  Master  of  the 
Bellows  Menders'  Company  attempted  to  justify  what  had  been  done, 
by  a  reference  to  the  Will  of  the  Pious  Founder,  that,  acting  on  that 
natural  impulse  that  fills  a  generous  spirit  at  any  miserable  attempt 
to  impose  upon  his  common  sense,  I  exclaimed,  "  Pious  Fiddlestick  f " 
a  strange  combination  you  will  say.  Sir,  that  nothing  but  towering 
indignation  could  justify,  and  which,  upon  calm  reflection,  might  be 
substituted  by  "  Mellifluous  Cant." 

However  that  may  be,  in  this  case  at  any  rate  I  can  have  no  hesi- 
tation in  recommending  instant  compliance  with  the  evident  inten- 
tions of  the  generous  Testator,  and  a  restitution  of  the  unhallowed 
spoil  of  the  last  six  years. 

But,  Sir,  after  holding  up  this  and  similar  cases  (few,  I  believe,  in 
number)  to  your  wrathful  indignation,  there  my  anger  ceases,  and  I 
can  allow  my  thoughts  again  to  revert  calmly  and  philosophically  to 
those  two  great  attributes  by  which  these  Institutions  have  been  so 
nobly  distinguished  during  the  last  half-century,  and  which  may 
fairly  be  designated  as  the  Guild  Virtues  of  Philanthropy  and  Hospi- 
tality :  and,  in  the  genial  spirit  therein  engendered,  I  conclude  my 
difficult  task  by  enumerating  the  Reforms  that  my  stern  sense  of 
duty,  uninfluenced,  I  trust,  by  thankfulness  for  the  past  or  by 
gratitude  for  favours  to  come,  compels  me  to  submit  to  your  wise 
consideration : — 

First— The  Members  of  the  Courts  of  the  various  Guilds  must  be 
more  intimately  connected  with  the  Trades  they  were  originally 
founded  to  govern,  and  must  dedicate  themselves  earnestly  to  the 
re-establishing  of  the  good  old  English  principle  that  a  Manufac- 
turer's word  is  his  bond.  They  must  become  the  terror  of  evil-doers, 
and  we  should  not  then  have  reels  of  silk  falsely  marked  as  contain- 
ing 50  yards,  really  containing  only  25,  or  other  "little  articles" 
warranted  to  measure  100  yards,  actually  measuring  from  20  to  30 
per  cent,  less,  according  to  the  Market  for  which  they  are  intended, 
and  there  would  then  also  be  such  an  entire  abolition  of  Devil's  Dust 
as  would  restore  the  old  character  to  English  Cottons,  even  to  the 
farthest  confines  of  China  or  Peru. 

Secondly — Sham  Apprenticeships  must  be  exchanged  for  real 
Travelling  Scholarships,  for  the  acquirement  of  technical  knowledge 
in  manufacture  and  design.  The  hrst  three  voluntary  Missionaries 
in  this  delicate  and  difficult  task  I  have  already  indicated. 

Thirdly — The  powers  of  the  Livery  must  be  extended  to  the  elec- 
tion of  the  Court,  the  auditing  of  the  accounts,  and  the  ordering  of 
the  dinners,  so  that  the  knowledge  of  this  important  art  and  mystery 
may  be  preserved  intact. 

Fourth  and  lastly— All  Trusts,  whether  peculiar  or  otherwise, 
must  be  rigorously  carried  out  in  accordance  with  the  will  of  the 


testator,  but  modified  in  accordance  with  the  requirement*  of  juitire 
and  common  sense.  While  therefore,  in  the  oa*e  above  alluded  to, 
justice  would  require  a  new  scheme  of  distribution,  in  the  caie  of  the 
£20,000  left  to  the  Jolly  Butcher*  "  to  enjoy  themselves,"  common 
sense  would  naturally  say,  continue  so  to  do. 

These  neoeuary  reforms  being  accomplished,  there  will  be  nothing 
left  that  the  ribald  jester,  or  that  terrible  nuisance,  the  logical 
reformer,  can  reasonably  complain  of;  and  from  a  careful  and 
liberal  calculation  I  have  made.  I  find,  to  my  extreme  satitfaction, 
that  these  various  matter*  can  all  be  thoroughly  accomplished  out  of 
the  waited  portion  of  the  enormous  sum  now  expended  on  Manage- 
ment, namely  £297.218  6«.  Hd.,  leaving  intact  the  noble  sum  of 
£337,801  13*.  4rf.  to  be  still  dedicated  to  that  grandest  of  all  Civic 
virtues-Hospitality.  yora  0wH  Clxr 

Temple,  December,  1882. 

HOW  TO  AMUSE  THE  CHILDREN. 

No  doubt,  encouraged  by  "  the  great  suooeu  "  which  ha*  attended 
the  production  of  the  "  seasonable  Christmas  piece*  "  this  year  at  the 
leading  London  Theatre*,  the  following  tcenario  of  "an  annual  for 
1883-4  "  ha*  already  been  prepared  by  a  "practiced  hand,"  and  for- 
warded to  the  proper  quarter*. 

TITLE— Ali  Baba,  or  OuUiter,  or  Blue  Beard.  Thi*  is  really 
immaterial,  as  the  story  is  of  the  slightest  material*,  and  can  be 
easily  adapted  to  suit  the  exigencies  of  the  Scene-painter,  the  Ballet- 
master,  and  the  Stage-manager.  But  say  Blue-Beard,  a*  it  look* 
well  in  the  bills,  and  ha*  not  been  done  for  a  long  time. 

SCENE  1.— Front  groove*.  Demon  house  of  the  Giant  Adrertiterui. 
Good  opportunity  for  introducing  case*  of  champagne,  boxe*  of 
cough-lozenges,  and  tailor*'  van*.  Serio-comic  Lady  with  the  song, 
"  There  itn't  much  to  look  at  when  I've  got 'em  on  ."' 

SCENE  2.— Glade  in  the  Realms  of  Eternal  Rote-bud*.  Tinsel  and 
colour  laid  on  by  "  the  talented  assistant*  "  of  anybody.  Dance  of 
the  Brougham  Brigade  with  seal-skin  jacket*.  Final  tableau  of 
bouquet*  left  at  the  stage-door,  and  real  gold  and  jewelled  bracelet*. 

SCENE  3. — Blue  Beard't  kitchen.  Introduction  of  character*  of 
the  story.  Blue  Beard,  by  DOLLT  TINKLER  of  the  Marquee  Music- 
Hall,  the  Young  Nabob,  by  the  Great  WHEEZE,  The  Squirt,  by  the 
Great  HULLABALOO,  the  Performing  Donkey,  by  TOMMY  TUMBLER, 
Junr.,  &c.  Song*  introduced—"  So  did  you  f"  >e I've  been  up  to  my 
Larkt  ever  Since!"  "  The  County-Court  Family,"  "  Ok,  Mummy, 
dear,  my  Father 't  run  in."  and  twenty-seven  breakdowns. 

SCENE  4.— Anywhere.  Topical  song*  by  the  Great  One*.  TOMMY 
TCSIBLER,  Junr.  climb*  up  the  chandelier,  and  make*  face*  at  the 
children.  The  Young  Nabob  ha*  never  heard  of  Stationer*'  Hall— 
Blue  Beard  conveys  him  thither. 

SCENE  5.— Exterior  of  Stationer*'  Hall  where  SHAKOPEARS'X  Play*, 
bad  they  been  written  nowaday*,  would  have  been  registered. 
Distant  view  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral.  Grand  procession  of  all  the 
character*  in  the  Swan  of  Avon'*  masterpiece*.  Correct  costume*. 
An  incident  thrown  in  here  and  there.  Eight  hundred  super* 
employed.  Magnificent  appointment*.  Most  instructive  to  the  little 
ones.  The  whole  concluding  with  a  grand  review  of  all  the  London 
and  Provincial  Box-keeper*  (represented  by  children)  under  the 
command  of  the  Lessee,  who  will  announce  the  amount  of  the 
receipt*  of  the  Theatre  per  night,  give  some  notion  of  the  item*  in 
lis  butcher's  book,  and  afford  other  interesting  detail*  of  ilnna*«tie 
expenditure  to  satisfy  the  curiosity  of  a  sympathising  Public.  Thi* 
should  be  the  scene  of  the  whole  thow. 

Senna  6,  7,  8,  9,  10,  and  11.— The  place  is  immaterial.  The 
selection  can  be  safely  left  to  the  Scene-painters.  However,  it  might 
lelp  the  story  a  little  to  work  in  a  Panorama  of  the  Overland  Route 
:o  India ;  but  this  is  not  absolutely  neoeesary.  Interlude  of  per- 
forming camels,  lasting  two  hour*  and  a  half.  More  comic  song* 
for  the  Great  Ones,  "  Hare  you  teen  my  reach-me-dotma  to  goiop- 
thout  and  gummy  t"  "  Thu  it  the  Way  to  the  Gaiety  Bar.  and 
the  great  patriotic  ditty,  "'£re't  'Ooray  for  'er  Majetty  the 
Quine .' " 

SCENE  12.— Transformation.  Interlude  of  the  New  Year  bringing 
_n  Disease,  Death,  and  Bankruptcy  (this  to  please  and  instruct  the 
ittle  ones),  clearing  off  to  show  the  Bright  Birthplace  of  the  Electric 
Light  (opportunity  for  good-paying  Advertisement),  with  Ladies  of 
;he  Ballet,  in  Anti-Lord-Chamberlain  costumes,  lolling  about  in  all 
directions.  Red,  blue,  and  green  fire,  closed  in  bv 

SHORT  COMIC  SCENE,  consisting  of  seven-eighths  Bounding  Brothers 
of  Bohemia  to  one-eighth  Christmas  Clown. 

N.B. — The  Pantomime  of  which  the  above  is  a  tcenario,  will  be 
held  together  by  about  fifty  line*  of  doggerel,  which,  however,  need 
not  be  used  unless  desired. 

MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  tell*  us  she  has  just  been  to  see  her  Uncle's 
new  house.  She  says  the  hall,  which  is  beautifully  painted  in 
Fiasco,  has  a  most  composing  effect. 
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THE    FESTIVE    SEASON. 

Tommy  (criticising  the  menu  of  the  coming  Feast).    "VBRY  GOOD!    TRAY  BONO!    AND  LOOK  HEKB,  OLD  MAN!    MIND  totr  POT 

PLENTY  OF  RtJM   INTO  THB  SABA— DOLLY  AND   MOLLY  LIKE   IP,    YOU   KNOW— AND  80   DO   I  !" 

Monsieur  Cordonbleu  (retained  for  the  occasion).  "  CKRTAINBMENT,  MON  P'TIT  AMI  ?    BUT  ABE  YOU  AND  CES  DEMOISELLES  GOING  TO 

DlNI  YIZ  I)E  COMPAQ  HIE  ?  " 

Tommy.  "Oe  NONO  !    Btrr  JCTST  AIN'T  WE  OOINO  TO  SIT  ON  THB  SFAIRS  OUTSIDF,  THAT  's  ALL  !  " 


GAMBETTA  AND  CHANZY— STATESMAN 
AND  SOLDIER. 

Too  Soon !  So  pride  will  plead,  so  love  will  say, 
When  towering  crests  stoop  midmost  of  the  fray, 
When  great  swords  shiver  ere  the  close  of  day. 

Too  Soon !    Scarce  breathed  in  an  unfinished  fight, 
Dead  wielders  of  an  unexhausted  might, 
Who  at  full  noontide  find  unbidden  night. 

Trees  smitten  in  full  leaf  by  storm's  red  beam, 
Flood-breasting  swimmers  sunken  in  mid-stream, 
Stars  quenched  before  their  time.    'Tis  so  we  dream. 

How  may  tee  know,  or  with  what  measure  mark 

Tlie  perfect  compass  of  the  soul's  frail  bark 

That  iluets  o'er  life's  bright  gleam  from  dark  to  dark  ': 

\  et  fallen  strength  and  frustrate  purpose  move 

Regret ;  'tis  scarce  for  mortals  to  reprove 

Mortal  misjudgment  born  of  pride  and  love. 

GAMHETTA— CHANZY  !    The  Republic's  yoke 

OF  sudden  grief  must  sympathy  provoke. 

The  Brain,  the  Sword,  both  snatched  as  at  one  stroke ! 

What  labour  yet,  what  benison  or  bane 

For  France  lay  hidden  in  that  strenuous  brain, 

Now  still,  for  ever  hidden  must  remain. 

Had  his  wild  strength  crested  its  highest  wave  ? 
Would  it  have  worked  to  shatter  or  to  save  ? 
There  comes  no  answer  from  GAMBKTTA'S  grave. 
He  had  the  power  to  stir  a  nation's  heart, 
In  hopeless  strife  to  play  a  Titan  part, 
And  he  died  young,  leaving  no  clear-lined  chart 


To  guide  his  Country  on  her  doubtful  way 
O'er  a  dark  course,  whence  one  keen  lurid  ray 
l)ies  out  with  him.    What  further  may  one  say  ? 

At  least  in  grief  the  France  he  loved  may'sit, 
Folding  her  lowered  Flag,  as  is  most  fit, 
Across  his  breast  who  ne'er  despaired  of  it. 

At  least  a  sister  nation  soft  may  tread 

In  silent  sympathy,  with  grief-bowed  head, 

Where  a  great  People  mourn  its  great  Sons  dead. 


HYSTERICAL  RELIGION. 

THIS  new,  and  not  altogether  healthy,  mania  of  the  day,  appears 
to  be  starting  badly  with  the  new  year.  The  "  Converted  Clown," 
who  was  known  by  the  somewhat  effeminate  name  of  EUGENIE,  and 
who  left  the  depths  of  Blue  lluin  to  scale  the  heights  of  Blue 
Ribbonism,  has  fallen  once  more  irretrievably.  He  has  misappro- 
priated money,  which  ought  never  to  have  been  entrusted  to  him, 
has  been  found  helplessly  drunk  when  his  presence  was  wanted  at  a 
charitable  meeting,  and  has  attempted  suicide. 

General  BOOTH  has  been  sued  for  Parochial  Rates  for  the  Converted 
Grecian  Theatre.  "  Things  isn't  as  they  used  to  was  "  in  the  good  old 
days  of  the  CONQUEST.  But  those  were  historical,  not  hysterical 
times. 

ONE  OF  IRVING'S  TALES. — When  Mr.  PHELPS,  the  Tragedian,  was 
very  thirsty,  so  Mr.  IRVING  recently  informed  a  Temperance  Society, 
he  used  to  bite  his  tongue.  Mr.  IRVING  got  this  anecdote,  he  says, 
from  Mr.  PHELPS  himself,  who  certainly  was  one  of  the  driest  Actors 
ever  seen :  and  we  suspect  that  the  "  good  old  .man"  must  have  had 
his  tongue  in  his  cheek  when  he  said  he  bit  it. 
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THE    PANTOMIME    OF    THE    FUTURE. A    WARNING. 


TO    PANTOMIME    IN    1883. 
AIR — fofrain  of  "  Caroline/  Caroline  I  "  from  the  Music-Hall  Repertoire,  of  count. 

PANTOMIME  !    PANTOMIME  !    THOUGH  YOU  'VK  FATS  THE  TRIMMEST, 
PANTOMIME  I    PANTOMIME  I    YET  TOUR  Fen  '«  THE  DIMMEST. 

OVERDONE  WITH  SLANO  AND  CHAFF, 

NOTHING  TO  MAKE  THE  CHILDREN  LAUGH, 
WHE*«  's  TOUR  OLEVEB,  TUNNY  PANTONIMIBT? 

{Choriu  taken  up  heartily  by  old  and  young  Children. 


THE  MARRIED  WOMAN'S  PROPERTY  ACT. 

(From  Two  Pointi  of  View.) 

FIRST  POINT  OF  VIEW.— HOW  IT  IS  EXPECTED  TO  WORK. 
Scmra— ANGELINA'S  Boudoir.    EDWIIC  and  hit  Wife  discovered. 

Edwin.  And  so,  love,  yon  quite  understand  the  new 
measure  ? 

Angelina.  Entirely,  darling;.  But  you  may  as  well 
run  over  the  chief  provision!. 

Edwin.  You  have  a  perfect  right  to  deal  with  all 
your  real  and  personal  property. 

Angelina.  As  if  I  were  a.femt  sole— which,  in  effect, 
lamr 

Edwin.  Quite  so.  You  take  the  rents  and  profits 
of  all  real  property,  and  dispose  of  personalty  ab- 
solutely. 

Angelina.  And  I  think,  dear,  that  it  is  unnecessary  to 
ret  your  consent  to  any  of  my  investments  ?   That  I  can 
keep  a  separate  banking-account,  and  so  forth  ? 
Edwin.  Exactly.    In  the  eyes  of  the  law  we  are  two  persons. 
Angelina.  So  1  imagined.    And  1  rather  fancy,  darling,  that  any 
moneys  you  receive  from  me  you  must  account  for  ?  Am  I  not  right, 
sweetest  ? 

Edwin.  Unquestionably. 

Angelina.  Correct  me  if  I  am  wrong — but,  my  own,  I  always  have 
my  remedy  at  Civil  Law  ? 
Edwin.  Certainly. 

Angelina.  Even  when  we  are  sharing  the  same  dear  home  I  can 
conduct  a  suit  against  you  ? 
Edwin.  Yes,  darling — but  you  would  not  ? 

Angelina.  Well,  love,  business  is  business.    And,  a  propoi,  what 
did  you  do  with  the  five  pounds  I  gave  you  (and  which  came  to  me 
as  next  of  kin  to  my  uncle)  to  convey  to  my  dressmaker  ? 
Edwin  (confuted).  Well,  dear,  as  my  tailor  was  rather  pressing, 

I  thought  you  would  not  mind  my  paying  him  before 

Angelina  (severely).  What!  Yon  have  misappropriated  my  money  ? 
Edwin  (nervously),  I  do  not  like  this  tone,  ANGELINA  !    And,  to 
mark  my  displeasure,  I  shall  go  to  Brighton  by  myself  for  a  fort- 
night. 

Angelina.  A  step  I  was  about  to  suggest,  EDWIN,  as  you  know 
[  cannot  take  criminal  proceedings  against  you  while  we  are  living 
together !  [ Exit  EDWIN,  tremblingly,  to  consult  his  Solicitor. 


SECOND  POINT  OF  VIEW.-HOW  IT  13  8CHB  TO  WOM. 
SCENE— EDWIN'S  Study.    ANGELINA  and  her  Jfutband  diieovtrttL 

Angelina.  And  so,  love,  you  quite  understand  the  new  measure  ? 

Edwin.  Yes,  darling.  It 's  all  right.  Now  we  can  do  anything 
we  like. 

Angelina.  Oh,  how  delightful !  And  no  more  stupid  restrictions. 
I  shan't  be  obliged  to  go  before  a  musty  old  Judge  when  you  want 
to  get  rid  of  any  of  our  money  P 

Edwin.  Oh,  dear,  no,  angel.  That  sort  of  thing  is  quite  out  of 
date.  The  law  regards  us,  in  later  days,  as  two  distinct  penons. 
You  can  do  just  what  you  like  with  your  own  money. 

Angelina.  That  is  just  what  yon  like,  darling,  for  my  money  is 
yours.  Oh,  I  am  so  pleased  I  And  you  will  promise  never  to  bother 
me  any  more  about  business?  You  will  do  just  what  you  want 
with  all  the  rents  and  profits  and  things  t 

Edwin  (laughing).  Well,  it 's  rather  a  heavy  responsibility.  You 
know  the  law  gives  you  a  remedy.  Wives  can  proceed  against  their 
husbands. 

Angelina  (ironically).  Oh,  can  they  ? 

Edwin.  Yes ;  not  only  in  civil  suits,  but  even  in  criminal  actions. 

Angelina  (indignantly).  The  Law  allow  a  wife  to  send  her  husband 
to  prison !  The  Law  should  be  ashamed  of  itself  1 

Edwin.  But,  then,  husbands  in  like  manner  can  incarcerate  their 
wivi-  ! 

Angelina  (agitated).  But  you  wouldn't,  dear !  Yon  wouldn't  be 
so  cruel ! 

Edwin.  Well,  business  is  business!  There— don't  cry.  I  was 
only  joking.  And  that  reminds  me  that  the  remaining  thousand, 
which  you  took  as  next-of-kin  to  your  Aunt,  had  better  oe  invested. 
I  think  I  shall  put  it  mto  Turkish  Sixties. 

Angelina  (nervously).  But  haven't  you  lost  rather  a  lot,  dear, 
before,  by  putting  things  into  Turkish  Sixties  P 

Edwin  (angrily).  I  do  not  like  this  tone,  ANGELINA  !  What !  yon 
interfere  with  my  disposition  of  your  money  I 

Angelina  (piteously).     Oh,  no.  darling  ! 

Edwin  (severely).  Well,  1  shall  mark  my  displeasure  by  going  to 
Paris  by  myself  for  a  month ! 

Angelina  (crying).  Oh,  EDWIN  !  ( iriping  her  eye*.)  WelL 
perhaps  it  will  do  you  good,  darling— it  will  do  you  good !  And 
I  would  suffer  anything  for  your  sake !  But,  to  snow  you  are  not 
angry  with  me,  do,  do—  (tobi)— put  the  money  into  Turk— (tob)— 
Turkish— (»o6)-Six— ix— ties.  (Sob.) 

[Exit  EDWIN  triumphantly,  to  direct  hit  Stockbroktr. 
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"  SEASONABLE  WEATHER." 

CALL  this  seasonable  weather  ? 

Pooh!    Where  are  your  frost 

and  snow  ? 
Fogs  and  fever  come  together. 

And  the  winds  decline  to  blow. 
There 's    a   pastime    known    as 
» skating, 

'Twas  in  days  of  ice  and  frost ; 
Now  the  bard  is  safe  in  stating, 

'Tis  an  art  that's  nearly  lost. 

There 's  a  mist  upon  the  river, 

Swollen  with  incessant  rain, 
And  the  black  drops  glide  and 
quiver 

Down  the  greasy  window-pane. 
Doctors  rave  of  sanitation, 

But  the    puzzled   patient 

"squirms" 
At  the  thought  of  ventilation, 

Since  it  lets  in  typhoid  germs. 

You've  no  need  your  throat  to 
muffle, 

At  all  overcoats  you  smile ; 
But,     instead     of     sneeze     and 
snuffle, 

There 's  a  surplusage  of  bile. 
You  may  be  a  cheerful  fellow, 

But  you  turn  a  perfect  Scrooge 
When  the  universe  looks  yellow, 

And  you  feel  a  bad  gamboge. 


NEW   EDITION    OF    "  8ELF-HELP," 
STRONGLY  BOUND. 

WE  read  in  the  daily  papers — 

"A  'lady-help,'  named  FRASEE, 
describing  herself  as  respectably  con- 
nected in  Belfast,  was  yesterday  sen- 
tenced to  four  months'  hard  labour 
for  a  robbery  committed  at  the 
Brighton  Convalescent  Home." 

Is  this  lady  a  member  of  the 
Help  Myself  Society  ?  Or  can 
she  be  the  "Little  Help"  which 
is  proverbially  worth  a  deal  of 

pity? 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    118. 


FRANCIS  KNOLLYS,  ESQ.,  C.B. 

"  FKANCIS  !" 

"  ANON,  ANON,  SIR  !  " 

Henry  the  Fourth,  Part  I.,  Act  ii ,  Sc.  4. 


THE    GOOD   FAIRY  COMPE- 
TITION. 

WHAT  the  City  Corporation 
resolutely  refused  to  do  with  re- 
gard to  Billingsgate  Market,  and 
the  Duke  of  MUDFORD  showed 
few  signs  of  doing  with  regard  to 
Covent  Garden  (or  Mud-Salad) 
Market,  is  being  done  without 
their  aid,  and  probably  in  spite 
of  their  counter-influence,  by  the 
Good  Fairy  Competition.  The 
new  river-side  Fish  Market  at 
Wapping  has  opened  the  eyes  of 
the  Corporation  to  the  weakness 
of  their  position  as  Lords  of  the 
Kingdom  of  Muck ;  and  the  Par- 
liamentary Notices  of  a  new  great 
General  Market  at  Paddington, 
and  another  at  South  Kensington, 
have  possibly  had  something  to 
do  with  the  Duke  of  HUDFOKD'S 
offer  of  Covent  Garden  and 
neighbourhood  to  the  Metropoli- 
tan Board  of  Works.  South  Ken- 
sington threatening  to  mix  Art 
with  Artichokes,  and  Horticul- 
ture with  Summer  Cabbages, 
must  be  as  great  a  blow  to  the 
Kmperor  of  Turnip-Tops  as  Fat 
HENRY'S  ingratitude  was  to  Car- 
dinal WOLSEY. 

NEWS  FROM  THE  EAST.— On  the 
tapis.  The  Holy  Carpet  has  gone 
to  be  mended.  Apropos  of  this,  a 
gentleman,  who  has  been  recently 
furnishing  his  rooms  in  Picca- 
dilly, told  his  upholsterer  that  he 
wanted  his  floor  to  be  "wholly 
carpet."  The  rather  staggered 
but  obliging  upholsterer  sent  at 
once  to  Egypt,  but  being  unable 
to  procure  the  article  in  question, 
he  persuaded  his  customer  to  use 
Turkish  rugs  and  matting. 

"  THINGS  NOT  GENERALLY 
KNOWN." — Forfurther  particulars 
see  the  next  Bishop's  Biography. 


THE  NEW  DEPABTUBE  IN  CBITICISM. 

"  EXPERTO  erode  !  "  ex- 
claimed the  Last  of  the  Barons, 
"CredatJudeeus,nonego!"  We 
thank  thee,  Judge,  for  teaching 
UB  this  truly  liberal  theory. 
Also  we  are  much  obliged  for  the 
moral  support  given  to  it  by 
"Oneof  the  Jury,"  in  the  Times. 
Why  have  any  more  Masters  of 
any  Arts  at  all '(  Let  the  Re- 
public of  Art  and  Letters  be 
indeed  an  all-round  equality 
Republic  without  a  President 
— and  without  a  head  !  Why 
a  head  ?  Why  brains  ?  Open 
the  Academy  doors  wide.  Let 
in  everybody.  First  come,  first 
served ;  let  everyone  with  a 
picture  rush  in  with  a  ladder 
and  hammer  and  cord,  and 
nails,  and  let  him  hang  up  his 
picture  where  he  best  can,  and 
let  the  strongest  go  to  the  wall, 
and  the  weakest  on  the  floor 
and  out  of  doors.  The  Acade- 
micians may  still  sing — 
Let  LAWKS  and  Lawwit.  Judge,  BSLT,  Jury  die, 
Hut  give  us  still  our  old  Academy ! 

but  who  will  listen  to  them  ?    Who  will  agree  with  them  ?    Will 
they  agree  among  themselves  ?A  How  can  men  who  hav?  devoted 


The  Fairy  Critieism. 


their  lives  to  the  study  of  Art,  working  at  it  from  sixteen  to  sixty, 
be  expected  to  speak  without  prejudice  and  evident  bias  on  the  one 
subject  to  which  they  have  given  their  undivided  attention  and  the 
best  years  of  their  life?  Absurd!  Would  not  the  Last  of  the 
Barons  himself,  according  to  his  own  reasoning,  warn  anyone 
against  trusting  his  opinion  on  a  knotty  point  of  Law  ?  Of  course. 
We  wanted  a  notice  of  the  Old  Masters.  Should  we  send  a  pro- 
feesed  Art-Critic  ?  Certainly  not.  So,  as  we  couldn't  catch  the 
Last  of  the  Barons  to  do  it  for  us,  and  didn't  know  where  to  find 
"One  of  the  Jury,"  we  engaged  a  "Masher"  who,  being  entirely 
ignorant  of  the  subject,  was  evidently  the  very  man  to  write  a 
critique  on  the  Rosetti  Collection  and  the  Old  Masters  at  Burlington 
House.  Here  is  what  he  spoke  of,  indistinctly,  afterwards,  as  "  The 
Young  Masher  among  the  Old  Mash'rs :  "— 

Academy.  Offered  to  toss  beadle  at  door  two  bob  or  nothing. 
Wouldn't.  Saw  another  boss  in  uniform:  probably  chucker-ont. 
Found  shilling :  paid  it :  wish  I  could  find  another.  Had  written 
down,  "  Where  Old  Masters  ?  "  "  Where  ROSETTI  ?  "  Inquired  : 
informed.  Turned  to  the  left,  and  made  up  my  mind  to  go  to 
Number  Five  first,  and  see  how  I  liked  it.  Like  going  into  a 
Turkish  Bath.  Just  popped  into  Number  Five— the  Rosetti  Room. 
Too  hot.  Staggered  back  into  Old  Masters  Number  Three. 

Capital  chappies,  Old  Masters.  Take  No.  201  in  the  books.  My ! 
fresh  as  paint.  Sportsman  in  dark  armour.  Affected-looking  sort  of 
Johnnie.  Without  his  armour 'he'd  be  a  "Masher."  Dare  say  he 
was  in  his  time.  Don't  quite  know  when  "his  time"  was;  but 
some  time  when  they  wore  armour.  His  name  is  the  Marquis  of 
SPINOLA.  Sounds  sporting.  VAN  DYCK  did  it.  Sounds  like  Devil's 
Dyke  at  Brighton:  trippers  go  there  in  a  van.  Evidently  some 
connection.  Capital  chap,  VAN  DYCK— did  a  lot  of  'em.  All  first- 
rate  Johnnies.  GAINSBOROUGH  got  his  young  women  rather  too 
made  up,  white  and  pinky.  But  they  must  have  been  like  that,  and 
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SUPEREROGATION. 

Humanitarian.  "  COULDN'T  Ton  MANAOK  TO  PUT  A  LITTLK  MORB  FLMH  os  YOUR  POOR  HOUR'*  BOKM  T    Hi  '•  7RiOHrrt>u.Y  THI»  !" 
Car-driver.  "  B«DAD,  SUBB,  WHAT  'a  TUB  UhK  o'  THAT  »    THE  POOR  BASTB  CAM  HARDLY  CARRY  WHAT  HI  '•  oor  A'MAPY  I         


must  have  liked  being  taken  as  the  " Professional  Beauties"  of 
their  time,  or  he  'd  never  have  done  it— would  he  ?  Recollect  some 
one  of  the  name  of'|GAn»8BOROUOH  on  the  stage.  Forget  where; 
bnt  think  she  set  the'fashion  of  Gainsborough  hats.  I  like  1o  see.  the 
Old  Masters'  portraits  of  the  ancient  Mistresses.  Here 's  265,  by  Sir 
JOSH.  KEYHOLES  ;  and  274,  by  Sir  JOSH,  again.  He  didn't  paint  em 
half  a  bit  more  than  they  painted  themselves.  I  was  told  to  look  at 
"  The  Little  Archer,"  and  thought  they  meant  FRED,  the  Jockey. 
Disappointed.  Sir  JOSHUA  again  (269),  portrait  of  a  silly  ass  of  a 
young  chap  who  ought  to  have  a  sound  kicking.  But  here  are  the 
little  'uns  that  I  like— No.  281  in  the  books— a  pair  of  kids,  clean, 
fresh,  healthy,  and  hearty,  and  the  boy  in  his  grandfather's  coat 
and  breeches.  Now  then  for  the  Kosetti  warm  room. 

No.  20:5.  Sea-sickly  person.  I  call  the  picture  "  Half  Seat  over  ! 
Steward!" 

No.  200.  How  soon  will  DAVID'S  sandals  come  off  ?  Poor  DAVID  . 
And  what  are  these  in  gowns  cf  red  cardboard  and  wings  of  dyed 
feathers  ?  Angels,  indeed !  Red-faced,  dyspeptic-looking  creatures. 
They  couldn't  fly  very  far.  And  as  for  colour,  they  re  about  as 
warm  as  they  make  'em. 

No.  299.  No  use  looking  at  the  Catalogue  to  see  what  this  is. 
Evidently,  it 's  "  Taking  Medicine'  in  the  Middle  Ages."  She  is 
making  a  horrid  face,  and  saying,  "  It  smells  nasty."  Probably 
intended  as  a  present  to  a  Hospital. 

No.  304.  Auburn-wigged  lunatic  loose  in  an  orchard.  Quite  too- 
too-too-tootle  turn  too ! 

X.B.— Nearly  all  the  women  here  have  got  auburn  wigs,  appa- 
rently misfits  from  a  theatrical  perruquier,  bought  second-hand. 
And  nearly  all  are  more  or  less  sea-sickly,  "  greenery-yallery 
young  women,  natives  of  one  of  the  States  of  Indigestion.  Never 
saw  such  lackadaisical  noppers  as  the  sea-sickly  women ;  but  take 
the  lot,  they  're  all  either  unwholesome  or  unhealthy. 

No.  313.  Well,  I  never!  "  The  Blested  Damozel."  What  does 
he  mean  ?  The  usual  unwholesome-looking  young  woman  and  ten 
couples,  very  mixed,  up  in  the  air,  kissing  away  like  anything.  . 
don't  pretend  to  be  particularly  strict  myself— but— well— pass  on, 
Gentlemen,  if  you  please,  to  » 


No*.  314.  315.  Wigs  again.  And;  317-wbat  h«j  the' poor  thing 
taken  to  disagree  with  her  so  ?  And.323-aBother  female  victim  of 
biliousness  turning  her  back  ona  winged  Lord  Mayor,  or  a  •henfl? 
Don't  both  these  Johnniee-in-Offloe  wear  red  gown*  ?  And  it  can  t 
surely  be  an  angel,  as  he  is  violently  embracing  a  young  woman. 
Art,  indeed  I  Undefeated  bosh  !  Give  me  Nature ;  and  a.  it  •  dry 
work,  give  me  a  B.-and-8. 1  Look  here,  old  Chappie,  if  I  was  the 
Academy  Sportsmen  I  should  charge  sixpence  extra  for  thu  KosetU 
Exhibition,  and  call  it  the  Chamber  of  Horrors. 

Note  to  Editor.— Whenever  you  want  a  real  straight  critical  tip 
on  Music,  Drama,  or  anything  generally  (bar  Tnrf  and  Gaietr  Bur- 
lesque), you  employ  your  own  Undefeated  Masher,  and  he'll  do  it 
to-rights,  you  bet.  < 

COMPANION  TO  THE  WEATHER  FORECASTS. 
(By  One  uho  haa  watched  On  Prmnitt  and  itt  Fulfilment.) 

"  Fin*  Summer  $un$hine."     Get  out 
your  strongest  umbrella. 

"Hot   and  tultry."     Order   m   your 
""      winter  stock  of  coals  at  once. 

"  Very  fine."    Get  into  the  wine-cellar 
I  to  avoid  the  effects  of  the  hurricane. 

"  Warm  and  dry."  Don't  venture  half 
-"  a  dozen  yards  from  home  without  an 
-  Ulster  and  a  sou'-wester. 

"  Cold."     Summer   clothing   may  be 
assumed  with  impunity. 
"  f,ru  rough   and  windy."    Good  time  for  smoking  al  freico, 
or  playing  lawn-tennis,  as  not  a  breath  of  air  need  be  expecUd. 
"  Hurricane."    Safe  of  a  calm  passage  across  the  (  hann< 
'•  Prolonged  ,ret  and  boutero,*  gather."    The  best  •«««*» !• 
nice  trip  into  the  country,  as  blue  sky  and  gentle  zephyrs 

Fixed  weather  one  way  or  the  other. 
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A    REASON. 

Earnest  Spinster.  "SiNCB  YOU  SYMPATHISE  so  MUCH  WITH  THE  BLUB  RIBBON 
ARMY,  WHY  DON'T  YOU  JOIN  us,  Miss  MASHAM  ? " 

Frivolous  Ditto.  "So  I  WOULD;  ONLY  THE  RIBBON  is  REALLY  SUCH  A  VXRY 

DREADFUL  BLUB  !" 


PAINFUL  DENTISTRY; 
OR,  DRAWING  THEM  WITH  A  WILBEH-FORCEPS. 

SIR, — I  have  just  read  the  letter  of  your  Correspondent,  ONE  WHO  WAS 
PRESENT,  in  your  to-day's  paper,t[indignantly  repudiating  the  statement  pub- 
lished in  the  life  of  the  late  Vice-Chancellor  STINGO,  to  the  effect  that  in  the 
Cabinet  Council  held  on  the  afternoon  of  the  memorable  9th  of  June,  1843, 
it  was  he  who,  after  throwing  a  couple  of  inkstands  at  the  CHANCELLOR  OF 
THE  EXCHEQUER,  was  finally  removed  from  the  room  by  the  ushers  threatening 
them  with  an  office  poker.  As  he  somewhat  unnecessarily  mentions  my  name 
in  connection  with  the  affair,  I  cannot  but  think  a  most  erroneous  impression 
is  likely  to  be  created  about  a  very  ordinary  matter.  How  the  Vice-Chancellor 
got  hold  of  the  story,  I  cannot  conjecture ;  but  for  the  information  of  those  who 
are  not  behind  the  scenes  in  these  affairs,  I  may  inform  your  readers  that  J 
have  no  distinct  recollection  of  more  than  one  inkstand  on  the  occasion  referrec 
to;  though  there  was  a  disagreeable  incident  in  connection  with  a  certain 
Colonial  Secretary's  head  and  the  waste-paper  basket  that  your  corresponden 
seems  strangely  to  have  forgotten.  More  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  say,  beyonc 
that  I  am  Your  obedient  servant 

TOLKINGTON. 

SIB, — An  anonymous  friend  has  sent  me  an  extract  from  the  Diary  of  the  late 
Vice-Chancellor  STINGO,  in  which  the  amazing  statement  is  made  that  it  was 
who  pushed  the  Duchess  down  the  stairs  at  the  Gower  Street   Station,  an( 
refused  to  give  my  name  to  the  ticket-collector  at  the  bottom,  when  the  crowc 
knocked  my  hat  over  my  eyes  and  nearly  strangled  me  with  my  own  collar 
As  everybody  in  Society  knows  that  the  story  refers  to  the  conduct  of  a  distin 
(ruished  General  Officer  who  had  been  spending  an  evening  at  the  King's  Cros 
Theatre,  I  think  it  is  nothing  short  of  an  outrage  to  dig  it  up  at  this  date,  anc 
fasten  it  on  to  me.    For  the  rest,  I  have  never  worn  a  shirt-collar  in  my  life. — 
Yours,  &c.,  THE  RETIRED  COLONIAL  BISHOP  IN  QUESTION. 

SIR,— I  have  just  read  in  your  issue  of  yesterday  an  extract  from  the  Diary 
of  the  late  Vice-Chancellor  STINGO,  purporting  to  be  the  subject  of  an  after 
dinner  conversation  held  with  me  on  the  Margate  Extension  Pier  some  time  in 
the  autumn  of  1867. 

Vice-Chancellor  STINGO,  in  collecting  and  placing  on  record  the  ill-natureu 
and  injudicious  gossip  current  at  the  popular  sea-side  resort  at  a  time  when 
local  feeling  was  excited  by  rumours  that  the  Under  Secretary  of  State,  on  being 


harged  with  pledging  the  cruet-stand,  had  refused  to 
>ay  his  hotel  bill,   and  had  been  forcibly  removed  on 
everal  occasions    from    the  Assembly    Rooms   by  the 
ilaster  of  the  Ceremonies,  in  consequence  of  his  violent 
nd  persistent  insobriety,    has   omitted,   to    my  great 
egret,  to  note  also  what  my  own.  views  and  comments 
n  these  reports  were,  thereby  creating  an  incomplete 
nd  painful  impression.   It  is  within  the  bounds  of  possi- 
ility  that,  under  the  influence  of  a  generous  glass  of 
wine  or  two,  and  the  exhilarating  stimulus  of  the  sea- 
ir,  I  may  have— a  little  indiscreetly,  I  admit — but  in 
lie  very  strictest  confidence,  imparted  to  the  Vice-Chan- 
ellor,  who  always  relished  a  bit  of  scandal,  an  item  or 
wo  of  the  "outrageous  gossip  "  of  the  hour.    But  I  am 
Imost  sure  I  must  have  added  at  the  time  that  /  didn't 
elieve  a  single  word  of  it.    Under  these  circumstances 
;  is  not  only  extremely  surprising,  but  annoying  to  me 
o  find  that  what  I  may  call  the  harmless  bonhomie  in 
which  I :  indulged  on  the  occasion  in  question,   should 
lave  been'put  prominently  into  type  without  my  know- 
edge  or  permission,    and  havo    caused    much   heart- 
lurning  in  certain  quarters.    I  may  further  add  that  I 
ntertam  the  deepest  respect   and  admiration  for  the 
minent  Statesman  referred  to,  a  respect  and  admiration 
hat  I  am  all  the  more  anxious  to  express,  as  I  find  that, 
oy  some  unfortunate  mischance,  I  shall  have  to  face  him 
at  dinner  at  the  house  of  a  mutual  friend,  on  Tuesday 
next.  Trusting,  therefore,  that  you  will  do  me  the  favour 
of  inserting  this  retractation  in  your  columns  at  the  very 
earliest  opportunity, 

I  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  servant,  ANTHILL. 

SIR, — I  have  read  with  some  regret  and  not  a  little 
Astonishment '"  a  letter  from  the  late  Vice-Chancellor 
STINGO  to  Sir  DRUMMOND  FINCHLEY.  in  which  the  fol- 
owing  passage  occurs : — "  I  then  talked  to  X.  He  is 
an  idiotic,  vulgar,  low-bred,  illiterate,  ill-natured  scoun- 
drel, whom  I  would  not  trust  alone  in  a  room  for  half-a- 
minute  with  a  five-pound  note."  On  this,  I  need 
scarcely  say,  I  offer  no  comment, 

I  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  servant,  X. 

SIR, — I  have  not  yet  come  across  a  copy  of  the  late 
Vice-Chancellor  STINGO'S  Diary,  recently  given  to  the 
world,  "after  careful  supervision,"  by  his  uncle,  who 
has  acted  as  his  literary  executor.  As.  however,  I  was 
for  thirty-nine  years  the  intimate  friend  and  boon  com- 
panion of  the  distinguished  Jurist,  who  so  long  made  a 
notable  figure  in  the  brilliant  society  of  our  times,  and 
was  always  telling  him  good  stories,  I  am,  I  need  scarcely 
say,  fully  prepared  for  the  worst.  Meantime,  I  have 
bought  two  horse-whips  and  a  revolver,  and  as  a  purely 
preliminary  step,  I  purpose/to-morrow,  "going  for"  the 
publisher.  You  will  probably  hear  more  of  this  matter. 
I  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

A  VERY  OLD  FRIEND. 

SIR, — The  statement  so  recklessly  put  forward  in  the 
Vice  -  Chancellor's  Memoirs  to  the  effect  that  a  late 
President  of  the  Royal  Academy  never  sat  down 
to  a  game  of  whist  without  a  couple  of  aces  up  each 
of  his  coat-sleeves,  strikes  me  as  singularly  uncharitable, 
and  requiring  some  explanation.  I  write  with  all  the 
more  feeling  on  this  point,  as  I  frequently  cut  in  for  a 
hand  or  two  against  him,  and,  as  far  as  I  can  remember, 
invariably  won.  Now  that  he  is  no  longer  here  to  defend 
himself,  it  seems  to  me  singularly  ungenerous  to  tax  him 
with  an  amount  of  clumsiness  that,  under  the  circum- 
stances, could  have  been  nothing  short  of  phenomenal. 
It  is  but  fair  to  his  memory  to  say  I  think  the  good  Vice- 
Chancellor  must  have  been  misinformed.  Yours,  &c., 

W.  W. 

SIR, — I  cannot  at  all  understand  how  I  have  given 
any  sort  of  offence,  by  publishing  at  this  most  opportune 
moment  .the  carefully  edited  memoirs  of  my  late  nephew, 
the  Vice-Chancellor.  I  have,  with  the  greatest  patience, 
not  only  purged  the  book  of  all  references — and  they  are 
numerous— to  indictable  offences,  but  suppressed  materials 
that  if  properly  utilised  could  not  fail  to  fill  every  Court 
of  the  New  Palace  of  Justice  with  a  libel  case  for  the 
next  three  years  to  come.  Under  these  circumstances, 
think  if  you  were  to  see  the  perfect  Newgate  Calendar  ] 
still  have  in  store  (and  which  I  hope  to  produce  on  some 
future  occasion),  you  would  compliment  me  rather  on  my 
delicate  discretion.  I  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

J.  M.  STINGO. 


TO  COKEESPONDENTS. — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
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TOO    MUCH    OF    A    GOOD    THING. 
Groom  (to  Visitor).  "PLEA8B,  SIR,  MASTER  WANTH  TO  KNOW  WHIRR  TOU  'D  LIKE  MB  TO  MBIT  YOU  WITH  FRMH  'On,  SIR?" 
Judkins  (who  wishes  he  were  comfortably  at  home).  "  FRESH  HORSE  I    THIS  u  FREXH  XNOUQB  FOR  MI — FOB  ! — DON'T  WANT  ANOTHER 
—UGH  ! — STAND  SI-ILL,  WILL  YER  !  !" 


FOOLISH  rOKTY. 

( Written  after  reading  Thackeray's  "  Age  of  Wisdom.") 

Ho,  witty  sage  with  the  bearded  chin, 

That  never  needeth  the  barber's  shear, 
Your  sapient  calm  it  were  well  to  win, 
But  my  Age  of  Wisdom  hath  yet  to  begin, 
Though  I  have  come  to  Forty  Year. 

Grizzled  locks  cover  my  foolish  brains, 

Should  I  sing  to  BONNY  HULL  she  M  scarce  hear  ; 
But  a  pleasant  memory  yet  remains 
Of  the  moonlight's  gleam  on  her  ^yindow-panes, 
Though  I  have  come  to  Forty  Ytar. 

Forty  goose-seasons  have  I  seen  pass, 

Grizzling  hair  the  brain  may  clear, 
But  I  'm  not  so  sure  that  a  boy  it  an  ass, 
Or  that  one  best  measures  the  worth  of  a  lass 

When  one  has  come  to  Forty  Year. 

And  I  think,  do  you  know,  did  they  truth  declare, 
The  right  good  fellows  whose  beards  are  grey, 

They  'd  own  to  a  nook  in  each  bosom,  where 

The  memory  of  some  maiden  fair 
Was  fixed,  though  long  summers  have  passed  away. 

The  red  red  lips  that  of  old  I  kissed, 

The  bright  sweet  eyes  that  on  me  once  shone, 
Are  dumb,  are  sightless  ;  but  oft  1  list 
For  that  gentle  -whisper,  yet  mourned  and  missed, 
Though  twenty  winters  have  come  and  gone. 

LILIAN'S  dead,  but  her  momory  's  dear 
As  when  I  loved  her  twenty  years  syne ! 

Were  the  lass  alive,  I  should  scarce  sit  here, 

Alone  and  lonely  at  Forty  Year, 
Dipping  my  nose  in  a  bachelor's  wine. 


THE  GHOSTS'  BENEVOLENT  ASSOCIATION. 

SINCE  a  certain  trial  has  been  concluded,  everybody  has  been 
afraid  to  employ  Ghosts.  Hence  a  number  of  talented  and  merito- 
rious gentlemen  have  been  thrown  out  of  employment.  Among 
them  may  be  mentioned  the  accomplished  Ghoit  who  doM  Mr. 
TONEJCDOWN'S  portraits,  the  clever  Ghost  who  does  Mr.  QUHBS'S 
criticisms,  the  versatile  Ghostwho  polishes  upMr.  TWITTEHLT'H  poems, 
the  epigrammatic  Ghost  who  wrote  all  the  good  things  in  Mr.  DOD- 
DIMORE'S  new  play,  the  erudite  Ghost  who  looked  after  the  grammar 
in  Mr.  PINCHBECK'S  essays,  and  the  musical  Ghost  who  wrote  ail 
that  is  tuneful  in  Mr.  OFFENBACH  OLLKH'S  new  opera. 

The  above-named  Society  is  worthy  of  the  warmest  support  from 
all  charitable  people. 

Further  particulars  may  be  found  in  the  Gfioiti'  fiazrtte. 

It  is  rumoured  that,  if  subscriptions  are  not  forthcoming,  a  Ghosts' 
Strike  may  be  the  result.  This,  it  netd  scarcely  be  said,  would  be  a 
most  serious  thing  for  some  professors  in  literature  and  art. 


A  "WORD  WITH  BISMARCK. 

As  the  Governors  of  Germany— doubtless  without  the  consent  of 
Germany— are  said  to  be  hankering  after  another  war,  we  may  be 
pardoned  for  offering  a  suggestion  to  the  German  Premier.  Instead 
of  disturbing  the  whole  resident  and  non-resident  industrial  popu- 
lation of  the  Fatherland,  and  losing  the  productive  labour  of  half  a 
million  of  the  best  citizens,  it  might  be  well  to  drill  an  army  uf 
rogues  and  vagabonds.  Germany  is  said  to  possess  at  least  two 
hundred  thousand  beggars,  who  draw  between  seven  an  •: 
millions  sterling  a-ytar  from  those  who  work,  and  deduct 
isual  proportion  of  women,  children,  and  idiots,  this  will  leave  a 
.arge  and  able-bodied  crowd  to  be  made  useful.  More  generalship 
nay  be  shown  by  fighting  — if  fighting  is  necessary — with  an  urn  y 
ike  this,  than  in  pauperising  a  whole  kingdom  by  leading  its  p  •  k-d 
men  to  glory. 


VOL.    I.XXXIV. 


THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


UPROUSE    YE,    THEN!    MY    MERRY,    MERRY    MEN! 
IT    IS    OUR    OPENING    DAY." 


IT  is  a  good  omen  that  the  New  Courts  of  Justice  commenced  with 
their  Hilary  Sittings.  Any  sitting*  under  the  auspices  of  so  genial  a 
patron  Saint  as  is  suggested  by  the  name  of  .Hilarius  ought  to_be  of 
the  most  cheerful  character. 

From  this  point  of  view  our  Inimitable  Artist  has  designed  an 
allegorical  subject  which  he  will  be  happy  to  enlarge  for  fresco  or 
tapestry,  or  to  arrange  as  a  painted  window  in  the  New  Hall. 

Vice-Chancellor  BACON,  evidently  Piggy-Wiggy,  is  represented 
as  "sitting  in  Bankruptcy,"  and  getting  out  of  the  way,  very 


naturally,  of 'Mr.  Justice  FBY,  who  is  accompanied  by  Dr.  AUTHOR 
StTLLivAif  playing  on  the  accordion  the  appropriate  air  from  the 
immortal  Triumviretta  Cox  and  Box ; — 

Sleep,  gentle  BACON,  smoke  amid  ; 

Which,  circling  up,  smiles  on  the  FRY. 

The  imperious  figure  in  a  cocked  hat  represents  "  General  Busi- 
ness," who  is  ordering  the  Judges  about,  while  the  Griffin  from 
Temple  Bar  is  offering  sixpence  for  a  seat  in  the  Gallery  to  the 
Superintendent,  who  indignantly  refuses  the  bribe  as  he  remembers 
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the  noble  device  and  motto,  which  dates  back  from  HOL- 
LiNGnuEAp's  Chronicles  (Gaiety  edition)  of  "  No  Fee*  !' 
"  Stnoking  and  Dogs,"  not  being  permitted  together 
in  the  building  (it  is  as  yet  uncertain  whether  they  may  be 
permitted  apart),  arehere  depicted  as  having  been  expellee 
by  a  Policeman.  The  Judge  who  is  amusing  two  PeerwM* 
and  a  Belted  Karl  in  his  robes,  is,  we  need  hardly  say, 
the  Last  of  the  Barons.  Finally,  the  Judge  who  ii 
directing  a  choir  of  Jurymen  is  Mr.  Justice  DAT,  and 
they  are  singing  an  adaptation  of  BISHOP'S  well-known 
glee,  "  Vprouse  ye  then,  my  Jury,  Jury  men  !  It  '*  my 
opinion!  Day!" 


THE  PLAINT  OF  THE  PLUMBER  AND 
BUILDER. 

"Tm  judgment  ju»t  given  in  the  Croydon  County  Court, 
in  the  ca>e  of  lite  v.  Jjalyairm.  will,  u'nlrts  rrvcrsed  in  • 
Superior  Court,  strike  terror  into  the  heart*  of  plumber*,  and 
will  cause  uomitLnUd  satisfaction  among  the  Public  generally. 
In  this  cue,  the  Plaintiff,  a  plumber,  sued  the  Defendant,  a  civil 
engineer,  for  the  sum  of  thirty  pounds  for  the  erection  of  a 
lavntory.  The  Defendant  inade  a  counter  claim  of  one  hundred 
and  twenty  pounds,  on  the  ground  that  the  work,  being  improperly 
done,  sewer  gas  escaped  into  the  house,  and  caused  the  illness 
of  six  members  of  the  household,  and  the  death  of  his  son.  He, 
therefore,  claimed  the  doctor's  bill  and  other  expenses.  The 
Judge  struck  out  the  Plaintiff's  claim,  and  gate  judgment  for 
the  Defendant"— Daily  Paper. 

Solo  by  the  Plumber. 
I  SCAMP  the  joints,  I  scamp  the  drains, 

I  am  an  artful  Plumber ; 
You  '11  feel  my  hand  in  winter's  rains, 

You  '11  snill  it  in  the  summer. 

I  dig,  I  delve,  1  patch,  I  pry, 

And  lay  the  pipes  so  badly, 
That  even  bland  Surveyors  sigh, 

And  tenants  chatter  madly. 

Here  the  Jerry  Builder  breaks  in  with  his 
Jeremiad: — 

I  build  my  floors  on  rags  and  bones, 

Or  lush  organic  matter  ; 
Or  where  the  grass  in  swampy  zones 

Grows  greener  and  grows  fatter. 

My  doors  are  sure  to  warp  in  time, 

My  slates  let  in  the  water ; 
Take  equal  parts  of  dust  and  slime, 

And  there  you  have  my  mortar. 

I  build  my  walls  with  many  a  trick 

So  shrewd  as  to  astound  one  ; 
With  here  and  there  a  rotten  brick, 

And  here  and  there  a  sound  one. 

Tlie  Artful  Plumber  resumes  hit  plaint  .-— 

The  sewer-pipe  I  love  to  lay 

Connecting  with  the  cistern  ; 
And  where  'a  the  law  that  dares  to  say 

The  tenant  should  have  his  turn '' 

Finale  by  the  pair ; — 

Why,  here 's  a  Judge  who  would  restrain 

Our  right  to  scatter  fever  1 
Should  this  decision  stand,  'tis  plain 

We.canV  scamp  on  for  ever  ! 


His  LATEST.— Lord  COLERIDGE  complained  of  the 
draughts  in  his  New  Law  Court.  "  II  faut  qu'uneporte 
soit  ouverte  ou  fermce."  observed  the  Last  of  the  Barons 
in  his  moat  excellent  French.  "But  of  course  the  Equity 
Draughtsmen  will  be  delighted."  Lord  COLERIDGE  replied 
that  he  would  give  it  his  best  consideration,  and  was 
leaving  the  Hall  rather  hurriedly,  when  the  Last  One  laid 
his  hand  on  the  Chief's  arm,  "  I  am  Baron,"  whispered 
the  Last  One  with  a  merry  twinkle  in  his  baronial  eye, 
"  but  I  am  also  a  retainer.  "  Y'ou  've  had  plenty  of  'em 
in  your  time,"  rejoined  the  Chief,  courteously.  The  Baron 
bowed  with  that  grace  for  which  he  is  remarkable,  and 
continued,  "  I  wish  to  ask  your  Lordship  one  question, 

which  is,  what  game "   "  The  game  of  draughts," 

interrupted  the  Chief,  politely,  and  taking  advantage  of 
the  momentary  astonishment  of  the  Last  One,  he  quitted 
the  building. 


PROVINCIAL. 

Fair  Customer.  "  HAV«  Ton  A  SKILLET  BiRTHOAT-BooK  I " 
Evangelical  Stationer.  "  No,  MADAM.     Wm— A—  oo  HOT  PATIOMH  SHILLIT  I " 


"A  DICTIONARY  OF  COMMON  \\.\M-." 

A  BOOK  is  announced  with  the  above  title.  We  have  not  seen  it,  and  have 
no  idea  where  it  is  published,  but  this  ignorance  will  no  more  prevent  us  giving 
specimens  of  its  contents  than  it  would  prevent  us  reviewing  it  for  a  Cockturi 
Journal. 

The  things  most  commonly  wanted  are  : — 

An  Income-Tax  Commissioner  who  can  believe  that  all  men  are  not  thieve* 
and  liars. 

A  Theatrical  Advertisement  that  tells  you  the  hoar  of  each  performance  and 
.he  prices  of  admission. 

A  Barrister  who  can  ignore  his  profession  when  dining  out. 

A  Co-operative  Store  where  civility  is  aa  conspicuous  as  cheapness. 

A  Thoroughfare  not  rendered  impassable  by  omnibuses  and  tram-can. 

A  Newspaper  which  has  no  pretensions  to  infallibility. 

A  Statue  which  speaks  for  itself  without  a  superscription. 

A  Company  that  has  the  courage  not  to  pay  a  dividend. 

A  Hotel  that  pays  its  servants  after  charging  for  them  in  the  bill. 

A  Bath-room  that  can  do  without  a  plumber  always  in  attendance. 

A  Cabman  who  believes  that  Charing  Cross  is  only  a  mile  from  the  Bank. 

A  Railway  that  spends  its  money  on  things  more  useful  than  architecture. 

A  Frenchman  who  will  admit  that  civilisation  mar  exist  ouUide  Paris. 

A  Scotchman  who  has  some  traces  of  prudence  and  sobriety. 

An  Irishman  who  is  occasionally  hurried  into  impulsive  generosity. 

A  Drama  that  is  not  announced  as  the  "talk  of  London,  or  the  "great  success 
if  the  season." 

A  Pill  that  will  nut  cure  all  the  afflictions  of  humanity. 

An  Aerated  (or  overrated)  Water,  with  a  German  name,  that  is  nvt  the  must 
agreeable  drink  in  existence. 


"  TIIS  Lives  of  Ilht'triout  Shoemakers  "  is  announced.    Sounds  rather  like 
an  tditiim  de  luxe  of  "  The  Soak  of  Snobt." 
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GAIETY    GOSSIP. 

VALSXTIKS  and  Orson  is  drawing  crowded  houses.  The  history 
of  any  Gaiety  Burlesque-drama — which  is  about  as  good  a  name  for 
this  style  of  entertainment  as  any  other — is  curious  and  unique.  On 

the  first  night  an  audience 
assembles  which  far  that 
occasion  only  has  ousted 
the  regular  Gaiety  audience 
from  every  part  of  the  house. 
This  audience  welcomes  the 
popular  favourites,  and  then 
sets  itself  deliberately  to 
criticise  the  piece  with  se- 
verity, to  call  out  rude 
things  from  the  Gallery,  to 
chaff  from  the  Pit,  to  laugh 
at  and  not  with  the  Actors 
in  the  Boxes,  and  to  look 
glum  in  the  Balcony. 

The  Critics,  as  they  jostle 
one  another  in  the  lobby, 
say  to  one  another,  "  Bur- 
lesque is  dead ;  and  now 
we  '11  go  to  supper."  But 
when  they  sit  down  to 
write  their  notices,  it  sud- 
denly strikes  them,  indi- 
vidually, that  the  last  piece 
they  saw  was  just  like  this  on  its  first  night,  and  yet  it  ran  for 
nearly  a  year,  and  that  the  piece  before  this  they  had  looked  upon  as 
hopeless,  and  it  went  on  and  on  until  the  tunes  and  sayings  were  in 
everybody's  mouth,  and  people  were  known  to  go  again  and  again  to 
see  it ;  and  so,  in  their  process  of  pitehing-in  they  pause,  and  say, 
"  But  they  will  probably  set  all  this  to-rights  in  a  night  or  two,  and 
then  it  will  be  numbered  amongst  the  great  Gaiety  successes." 

And  so  it  turns  out.  The  "  popular  favourites  "  work  their  hardest, 
the  Author  does  something,  there  is  a  re-arrangement,  more  "  busi- 
ness," any  amount  of  "  gags  "  thrown  in,  and  the  regular  audiences 
having  returned,  the  exceptional  first-nighters  are  heard  of  no  more, 
their  noisy  protests  are  forgotten,  and  the  piece  goes  briskly  with  its 
jokes,  songs,  and  dances,  and  shouts  of  the  heartiest  laughter. 

If  it  is  not  exactly  the  story  of  Valentine  and  Orson  intelligibly 
told,  at  least,  here  is  Miss  FABBEN  in  the  brilliant  "  family  plate," 
which  is  evidently  Valentine—"  she  will  be  our  Valentine  — and 
here  is  Mr.  TEBBY  as  a  savage  with  a  club  and  followed  by  a 
Bear,  who,  clearly,  is  Orson.  Consequently,  there  you  are,  Valen- 
tine and  Orson,  and  what  can  any  one  want  more  ? 

The  costumes  are  rich  and  effective.  The  duet  between  NELLIE 
FAEBP.S  and  KATE  VATTSHAN,  "  /  won't  play  with  you  any  more," 
with  dance  to  follow,  is  very  taking.  Mr.  TEBBT  is  immense  in  the 


"  The  Moonlighter,!." 


Orson,  backed  by  a  Bare  Majority,  makes  himself  unpopular 
with  his  Club. 

statuesque  combat,  and  gets  a  good  deal  of  fun  out  of  "  chiveying 
his  mother,    while  as  to  solos  NELLIE  FABREN  scores  with  her  son! 
l> he  told  me  to  go  to  Jericho,"  and  KATE  VAUOHAN  with  her 
charmingly  graceful  dance.    Except  Mr.  WTATT,  whose  fun  whether 
cmg,  singing,  or  acting,  is  in  his  real  earnestness,  the  rest  of  the 
company  have  either  just  as  much  as  they  can  do,  or  nothing  par- 
ticular to  do,,  and  we  are  bound  to  say  in  strict  justice  to  all  con- 
cerned, that  in  both  instances  they  do  it  beautifully. 

JATERFAMILIAS'S  PAEADOX. 

HOOKAT  !    The  Christmas  tip-time 's  o'er  at  last ! 
-the     present "  now 's  a  matter  of  the  past ! 


THE  MODERN  GOTHS. 

(An  Extract  from  a  Realistic  Romance  of  the  Immediate  Future. ) 

"  WHAT  is  Art,  Grandpapa  ?  " 

The  question  was  put  by  a  little  boy  to  a  white-headed  old  man 
who,  seated  at  a  high  desk,  was  pausing  over  the  figures  of  a  ledger. 
The  room  was  furnished  in  the  style  of  the  Twentieth  Century.  It 
contained  neither  pictures  nor  piano,  and  was  generally  colourless. 

' '  Art,' "  echoed  the  veteran,  "  why  that  is  a  word,  BOBBT, 
which  has  been  obsolete  for  twenty  years."  The  child  stared  at 
him.  "  Look  at  me,  my  lad.  Am  I  not  as  commonplace  and  unin- 
teresting an  old  fellow  as  ever  you  met  ?  " 

"  Indeed  you  are,"  returned  the  urchin,  affectionately. 

"  And  yet  at  one  time  I  was  an  Actor,  a  Musician,  and  a  Painter. 
Long,  long  ago,  before  I  exchanged  Art  for  Cheesemongering  !  " 

"  But  what  ii  Art,  Grandpapa  ?  "  repeated  the  little  one. 

The  old  man  closed  his  ledger,  threw  off  his  long  white  apron,  and 
took  his  grandchild  upon  his  knee. 

"  You  must  know,  BOBBT,  that  once  upon  a  time  there  were 
places  called  Theatres,  and  Concert-Booms,  and  Picture-Galleries." 

"  What  strange  names  ! " 

"  Yes,"  admitted  the  aged  one  with  a  sigh,  "  they  seem  strange 
enough  now,  but  once  they  were  as  familiar  in  our  mouths  as  house- 
hold words.  Hem  ! — SHAKSPEAKE  !  " 

"  Who  was  SHAKSPEABE  ?  " 

The  old  man  shook  his  head  (he  had  forgotten),  and  continued  :— 
"  Theatres  were  places  where  you  went  to  be  amused.   Clever  people 
represented  interesting  stories— holding  up  the  mirror  to  nature — 
before  beautiful  pictures  and  to  the  sounds  of  lovely  music." 
'  Pictures  !  music  !  "  repeated  the  child,  with  wondering  eyes. 

"  I  will  tell  you  about  them  presently.  And  so  all  the  world  went 
to  the  Theatres.  There  was  a  Mr.  TOOLE,  and  a  Mr.  VEZIN,  and  a 
Mr.  IBVING,  and  a  Mr.  DAVID  JAMES,  and  three  Ladies  who  seemed 
to  me  endowed  with  perpetual  youth,  called  BANCEOFT,  TEUEY,  and 
KENDAL.  Ah !  those  were  happy  days  !  " 

"  But  what  have  become  of  the  Theatres  ?    We  have  none  now." 

"  Alas,  no  !    Then  the  world  took  up  Actors  and  Actresses,  the 

Profession '  (as  it  was  called)  rubbed  shoulders  with  Dukes  and 
Duchesses,  and  no  ball  was  complete  without  an  Ophelia  or  a  Lady 
Teazle  in  private  clothes.  Then  the  world  went  farther.  A  New 
Class  sprung  up.  Almost  everybody  became  an  Actor  or  an  Author. 
The  New  Class  seized  the  Stage.  Old  Ladies  took  to  playing  Juliet 
to  the  prompting  of  their  own  grandchildren,  and  Lord  Mayors  and 
Earls  wrote  the  afterparts  to  all  the  Christmas  Pantomimes." 

"  And  did  any  one  go  to  see  the  Juliets  and  the  afterparts  ?  " 

"  The  world  would  go  to  see  nothing  else  !  So  by  degrees  the  real 
Actors  and  Authors  retired,  and  took  to  mercantile  pursuits,  leaving 
the  Stage  to  their  successors.  Then  the  world  grew  tired  of  the  elderly 
Juliets  and  the  inane  Pantomimes.  Something  more  was  wanted,  but 
could  not  now  be  found,  so  the  Theatres  were  closed,  and  in  due  time 
forgotten." 

<rBut  didn't  you  say  something  about  Concert  Rooms  ?  What  were 
they? 

"Places  where  you  went  to  hear  music.  But  they  too  were  seized 
by  the  New  Class.  Feeble  young  men  and  portly  matrons  mono- 
polised the  pianos.  Again  the  world  rushed  to  hear  them,  and  even 
composed  songs  for  them  to  sing.  The  Professionals  retired  in  favour 
of  their  weak-voiced  successors.  The  world  grew  weary  of  bad 
singing  and  asked  for  good.  There  was  then  none  to  be  found.  So 
the  Concert  Rooms  shared  the  fate  of  the  Theatres." 

"  And  the  Picture  Galleries  ?  " 

"  Were  also  seized  by  the  New  Class.  The  professional  Painters, 
after  making  a  last  stand  by  supplying  all  the  designs  for  the 
advertisement  hoardings,  retired  into  private  life.  The  very  last  to 
yield  was  a  Royal  Academician  called,  I  think,  TBADE  MABKS.  The 
world,  as  usual,  rushed  to  see  the  imitations  which  had  supplanted 
the  real,  grew  weary,  sought  in  vain  for  better  work,  and  the 
Galleries  were  closed  like  the  Concert  Rooms  and  the  Theatres." 

"  And  who  were  these  people  who  seized  everything  ?  " 

".Conceited  idlers,"  returned  the  veteran,  with  honest  indignation, 
"with  more  money  than  brains.  They  aired  their  vanity  and 
pleaded  charity.  They  debased  the  public  taste,  and  drove  the 
professionals  from  their  own  callings." 

"  And  what  were  all  these  silly  people  called  ?  " 

"  They  were  called  Amateurs,"  answered  the  old  ex-Professional, 
as  he  turned  away  from  his  grandchild,  and  resumed  once  more  his 
duties  as  a  Cheesemonger  I 

"HE'S  a  most  tiresome  man,"  said  Mrs.  RAMBBOTHAM  ;  "he's 
always  hunting  everybody  about.  He  seems  to  be  of  SHAXSPEABE'S 
opinion  that  '  All  the  world 's  a  Stag.' " 


THE  DBAINAGE  QUESTION.— This  year'i  Drink  Bill  ? 
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BKANP-NKW    EXHIBITION  !      THK   GRAND    OLD    GIANT,     "  STILL 
GROWING"  IN  PUBLIC  ESTIMATION,  AND  THB  MITKT  MIDOKT. 


REAL  DOMESTIC  BLISS ; 
OB,  NEW  FORM  OF  MARBIAOE-LICBSCK. 

SCENE— Fashionable  Jeweller 't  Shop  in  Bond  Street.  Toot— Early 
in  1883,  soon  after  the  coming  into  operation  of  the  Married 
Woman's  Property  Act,  patted  in  1882.  Enter  a  Married  Lady. 
To  her  approaches  Obsequious  Tradesman. 

Obnequious  Tradesman.  What  may  I  have  the  honour  of  showing 
you.  Madam  P 

Married  Lady.  I  wish  to  see  some  of  your  best  sapphire  rings ; 
also  some  gold  bracelets  set  with  rubies  and  diamonds ;  and— eh — 
you  may  show  me  some  diamond  tiaras. 

Obsequious  Tradesman  (delighted,  and  bowing  very  low).  With 
pleasure,  Madam.  (Returns  with  an  assortment  of  the  most  expen- 
sive jewellery  in  his  establishment.)  This  bracelet,  Madam,  is  an 
exceptionally  beautiful  object.  Observe  the  blending  of  colours 
produced  by  the  alternate  rubies,  opals,  and  brilliants.  [Shows  it. 
Married  Lady.  What  is  the  price  of  this  ? 

Obsequious  Tradesman.  The  price  is  two  hundred  and  fifty 
guineas,  Madam. 

[Hubs  his  hands,  and  smiles  in  an  oily  manner,  which  is  in- 
tended to  propitiate  his  customers  should  they  venture  to 
deprecate  his  charges — a  not  uncommon  event. 
Married  Lady  (carelessly).  Then  I  will  take  the  bracelet.    Now 
show  me  some  rings— sapphires.     Mind,  I  don't  want  to  go  above 
a  hundred  guineas. 

[At  the  end  of  her  purchases  has  managed  to  lay  in  about  £1000 
worth  of  first-class  jewellery,  the  real  cost  of  which  to  the 
jeweller  is  probably  £700  at  most.  Obsequious  Tradesman 
begins  to  wonder  who  she  is. 

Obsequious  Tradesman  (towards  end  of  interview).  To  whom  shal] 
I  put  it  down,  Madam  ? 

Married  Lady.  Oh,  put  it  down  to  Mrs.  THEODORE  TOPSAWTEB, 
827,  Park  Lane. 

Obsequious  Tradesman  (who  thinks  he  remembers  having  heara 
something  about  the  TOPSAWYEHS,  but  can't  exactly  recollect  what  it 
is).  Then  a  young  man  will  call  with  the  articles  this  afternoon, 
Madam ;  and  no  doubt  Mr.  THEODORE  TOPSAWTER 


He  hat  nothing  whatever 


Well, 
l  f« 


Married  Lady.  Oh, don't  trouble  Aim.' 
to  do  with  the  business. 

Obsequious  Tradesman  (smiling  still  more  unctuously). 
Madam,  I  suppose— ahem !— we  must  look  to  Mr.  TOPIAWTKI 
ahem  I — for  payment  f 

Married  Lady  (decidedly).  Not  at  all.  I  pay  for  my  own  require- 
ment*. But  perhaps  you  are  not  aware  that  the  new  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment enables  a  wife  to  dispose  of  her  own  property  without  her 
husband's  knowledge  or  consent  f 

Obsequious  Tradesman  (to',  whom  the  most  interesting  point  it 
whether  or  not  Mrs.  TOPSAWYKB  has  any  property  of  her  own  to 
dispose  of.  but  who  would  rather  perish  than  ask  the  question).  Oh,  yea, 
Madam ;  but  you  see  that  as  the  goods  can  hardly  be  termed  neces- 
saries, if  Mr.  TopgAWTSR  should  not  feel  disposed  to  pay  for  than, 
tie  is  not  obliged  to  do  so  by  the  law.  (Brings  out  a  copy  of  the 
Law  Reports,  and  'reads  copious  extracts  from  the  judgment  of  the 
If  oust  of  Lords  in  the  can  o/Debenham  r.  Mellon.) 

Married  Lady  (interrupting) .  Ah  1  but  the  law  has  been  quite 
altered.  (Takes  out  a  small  volume,  containing  the  new  Married 
Woman's  Property  Act,  bound  in  Rustia  leather ,  and  reads) — "  A 
married  woman  shall  be  capable  of  acquiring,  holding,  and  disposing 
by  will  or  otherwise  of  any  property  as  if  she  were  unmarried.  She 
may  enter  into  any  contracts,  and  sue  and  be  sued  without  the  par- 
ticipation of  her  husband,"  ic.,  &c.  (Goes  on  vivaciously.)  You 
see,  Mr.  TOPSAWTEB'S  legal  position  is  this,  and  it 's  not  a  satisfactory 
one— for  Mr.  TOPBAWTKB.  He  "endowed"  me,  of  course,  at  our 
marriage,  "  with  all  his  worldly  goods  ";  now  I  have  not  endowed  Aim 
with  all  my  worldly  goods,  or  any  of  them,  and  this  new  law  says  1 
can  do  whatever  I  like  with  my  own  property.  And  I  choose  to  buy 
these  bracelet*  and  thinpi.  Bo  yon  will  kindly  send  them  to  me 
this  afternoon,  and  on  delivery  I  will  give  yon  a  cheque  on  my 
bankers.  Does  that  satisfy  you  ? 

Obsequious  Tradesman  (overcome  with  conflicting  emotions).  Oh — 
entirely,  Madam.  (Hesitating,  and  trying  to  be  polite.)  Possibly, 
you  would  have  no  objection  to  our  young  man,  when  he  calls  with 
the  articles,  seeing  Mr.  TOPSAWTIB,  ana  receiving  his  assurance, 
just  as  a  matter  of  form 

Married  Lady  (with  dignity).  Is  not  my  assurance  enongh  !' 
Besides,  you  can't  possibly  see  Mr.  TOPSAWYKB,  as  the  new  law  gives 


Well,  I  must  go  now,  as  I  have  to  be  at  Bow  Street  at  twelve  o'clock, 
when  I  appear  against  Mr.  TOPIAWTKE.  [Is  bowed  out,  and  exit. 
[Obsequious  Tradesman  recovers  slowly,  after  taking  a  "pick- 
me-up  "  in  his  private  sanctum,  emd  sends  out  for  •  copy  of 
the  Married  Woman's  Property  Act,  when  he  finds  that  a 
wife  can  only  institute  criminal  proceedings  against  her 
husband  in  respect  of  her  property  wntx  sat  MO  U>*OMM 
Lirss  WITH  SIM.  Remembers  also  that  what  he  had  heard 
about  Mrs.  TOPSAWTXE  was  that  she  had  run  through  all  her 
own  property  and  most  of  her  husband's,  and  then  made  the 
house  unbearable  to  him.  Obsequious  Tradesman  decides 
HOT  to  send  the  jewellery,  and  to  have  as  little  as  possible  to 
do  with  Mrs.  TOPSAWTEB  in  the  future. 


Cocnror  COIHTBDKUM.— Why  is  the  maker  of  a  Will  like  an  adul- 
terating Publican  ?    Because  he  is  a  tost-'ater ! 


LITTLE  DUCKS  GOING  TO  MARKET. 

"  Ornitholoeicsl  toilette*  are  the  UU«t  noTeltiw  of  the  Paritun  winter 
season— <lre«e«  imothered  in  fc»then  of  different  kindi  to  §uit  all  com- 
pUxiona."— Qiutn.  
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LIGHTS    AND    SHADOWS    OF    THE    FESTIVE    SEASON. 


BEREAVEMENT. 


HIS  OAVN  PRESCRIPTION. 

SCENE — The  Library  at  Hawarden.    Present— 
The  PKEMLEB  and  Dr.  PUBCH. 

Dr.  Punch  (with  the  correct  prof ettional  collo- 
quiulitm,  tomewhat  qualified  by  an  almost  imper- 
ceptible clin  d'oeil).  Well,  and  how  are  we  to-day  ? 

Premier.  Why,   Sir,  a   little   unaccustomed 
lassitude  has  somewhat  troubled — my  friends. 
Friends,  you  know,  are  so  easily  troubled.    (Aside.) 
fully  troublesome  I 


Dr.  Punch  (with  prompt  divinatinn).  A  very  "useful  trouble" — 
aa  the  Laureate  says  of  the  rain.  Your  friends  (like  your  enemies) 
charge  you  with  over-taxation. 

Premier  (with  energy).  Over-taxation ? 

Dr.  Punch.  Of  your  own  resources— not  the  country's.  The 
charge  is  too  true  ;  and,  as  Chancellor  of  your  own  spiritual  Exche- 
quer, you  should  practise  a  more  rigid  economy. 

Premier  (eagerly).  Economy,  Sir  ?  Alas  !  that  goddess,  "  sober, 
steadfast,  and  demure,"  has  now  but  few  devout  worshippers.  Were 
Mr.  HUME 

Dr.  Punch.  Pardon  me.  The  large  general  question  of  Economy 
we  will,  if  you  please,  for  the  present  banish— shall  we  say  to 
Saturn  '< 

Premier.  Ah !  that  much  misunderstood  remark,  with  other 
equally  misunderstood  or  misrepresented  points  of  speech  and  policy, 
it  was— it  is— my  fervent  desire  to  explain,  to  justify  to— Mid- 
lothian. 

Dr.  Punch.  Humph !  May  I  ask  what  is  that  book  you  were 
reading  when  I  entered  'f 

Premier.  Oh,  a  very  interesting  work,  kindly  sent  me  by  Pro- 
fessor GIULIANI,  and  entitled  "  Dante  Sprigato  con  Dante." 

Dr.  Punch.  Precisely.  And  a  voluminous  "GLADSTONE  explained 
by  GLADSTONE  "  would  doubtless  be  of  surpassing  interest  to  Mid- 
lothian, and  the  World.  A  fine  subject,  by  the  way,  for  some  of  the 

dormant  talent"  in  the  Conservative  Party,  and  which,  for  the 
present,  you  can  very  well  afford  to  leave  to  any  budding  Disraeli  or 
callow  Canning  on  that  side. 


Premier  (gravely).  It  had  not  been  my  inten- 
tion to  deal  with  the  subject  in  a  spirit  of 
pleasantry  or  of  persiflage. 

Dr.  Punch.  "  <>  «•'«  s»ns  dire."  So,  believe 
me,  will  your  "explanation." 

Premier.  But  my  generous  constituents  are 
entitled  to  this  courtesy  at  my  hands. 

Dr.  Punch.  But  not  at  your  lips— just  now. 
'Tis   your    lips    which,   like    the    pied-piper's 
pipes,  would  draw  all  the  country,  friends  and 
And  so  dread-   foes,  after  you.    But,  in  this  case,  the  piper  is  more  than  the  piping— 
1  to  Midlothian,  as  to  all  men.     You  gave  them  a  rare  good  skirling 
awhile  ago.     Then  it  was  dignus  vindice  nodus.     Now  there  is  no 
need  for  wasting  your  splendid  "wind  "  on  a  prolonged  pibroch  or  a 
startling  slogan.    Hang  up  the  war-pipes  awhile,  my  WILLIAM,  and 
take  a  quiet  pull  at  the  pipe  of  peace. 

Premier.  Perhaps  you  are  right.    Possibly,  it  were  better   to 
postpone  my  northward  pilgrimage. 

Dr.  Punch.  And  if  you  could  take  a  short  swallow  flight  south- 
wards, so  much  the  better.  At  any  rate  "  Spare  the  tree  "—and  the 
Woodman.  Atlas  should  not  play  the  Milo  also— especially  in 
winter.  Ten  minutes'  east  wind  may  work  more  mischief  than  ten 
years'  Eastern  Question.  In  fine,  you  won't  mind,  will  you? 
appearing  for  once,  in  the  character  of  "  le  Medecin  malgrf  lui." 
Premier.  I, — ah !  perhaps  you  will  kindly  explain. 
Dr.  Punc  h.  Certainly.  May  I  ask  to  look  at  your  tongue  f  Ah! 
quite  so !  Fans  et  origo  mali.  You  can  really  doctor  yourself  with 
your  own  latest  prescription.  Shall  we  say  just  a  leetle  dose  of 
CISture  ? 


By  a  "Liberal"  Waiter. 

WHY  will  you,  WiLL.in  winter  fell  and  lop  ? 
More  care,  beloved  Woodman,  prithee  take. 
Forget  not,  whilst  you  take  your  mid-day  "  chop," 
How  much  you  put  at  stake ! 


MOTTO  OF  THE  FHENCH  FACTIONS.— Divide  and  don't  govern. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— JAM .u.>   lu,  1883. 


HIS   OWN    PRESCRIPTION. 


DH.  PUKCH.  "AH!    IN  THIS  CASE  WE  THINK  THE  BEST  UEMEDY   IS  YOL'K  OWX.     SHALL  WE  8AY-A  SMALL 

DOSE  OF   CLOTUREt" 
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T1IK   I..U    <i|    'Illl,  AKMKU 
BUKC.I.AK. 


ART    INTELLIGENCE. 

Sht  (reads).  "  THERE  ARK  UPWARDS  OF  FIFTY  ENGLISH  PAINTERS  AND  SCULP- 
TORS NOW  IN  BOMB " 

He  (British  Philistine— served  on  a  late  celebrated  Jury  f).  "  AH  !  MO  WONDER 
WB  COULDN'T  GET  THAT  SCULLERY  WHITEWASHED  I  " 


I  AM  a  Burglar-  armtd  of  course— 

Far-known,  in  Suhurbdom  renowned; 
I  treat  the  Public  and  the  Fore* 

As  target*  for  my  "  pills  "  all  round. 

For  "  pot  "  and  shot  all  round. 
When  on  my  bold  nocturnal  task, 

Cric,  crack  !  my  count  ii  clear. 
At  sight  of  me  with  "  glim  "  and  mask, 

Householders  shrink  with  fear. 
lor  if  on  me  they  chance  to  drop, 

Before  my  g*me  U  done, 
I  outs  with  my  revolver—  pop  I 

And  riddle  them  like  fun. 
Crick,  track  !  my  course  U  clear, 
A  Burglar  void  of  fear. 

Oh  yes,  I  am  a  Burglar—  armed— 

Not  too  particular  to  rules  ; 
With  the  Law's  treatment  I  am  charmed 

The  Public  are  such  Mewed  fools, 

Such  confounded  fools  ! 
Do  they  attempt  to  change  their  laws, 

With  me  to  interfere  ? 
Not  they  ;  and  while  they  only  jaws, 

Cric  crack  .'  my  course  is  clear. 
As  for  poor  Bobby,  should  he  try 

With  truncheon  me  to  stop, 
1  Drop  that,  my  lad,  or  mind  your  eye  1 

You  won't?    Then  take  it!    Pop!" 
Cric  crack  .'  my  course  is  clear, 
A  Burglar  void  of  fear. 


EPISCOPAL  UTTERANCE.— The  Ghoit  in  UamUt— 
"  Do  not  forget :    Tbu  visitation 
I«  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose." 

A  concise  visitation  charge.    Spoken  like  the  spirit  of 
the  Bishop  as  well  as  a  King. 


"  I  BKALLI  was  puzzled  what  to  do  for  the  best,"  said 
our  own  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAX.  "  1  was  quite  '  on  the  corns 
of  a  duenna,'  as  the  saying  is." 


ON  THE  HIGHEST  AUTHORITY. 

AFTER,  the  complete  collapse  of  the  extremely  circumstantial 
rumour,  ao  persistently  circulated  of  late,  to  the  effect  that  Prince 
ALBERT  VICTOR  was  about  to  commence  his  career  as  an  Oxford 
undergraduate  at  Christ  Church,  under  the  tutelage  of  Dean 
LIDDELL,  the  following  on  tills  that  have  been  recently  floating  freely 
about  Society,  are  at  length  being  received  with  a  little  more 
caution.  

It  ia  understood  that  Sir  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTB  has  derived  such 
remarkable  benefit  from  his  recent  Mediterranean  cruise,  that  he  will 
after  the  first  of  April  next,  take  permanent  charge  of  one  of,  the 
largest  of  the  Peninsular  and  Oriental  Company's  steamers,  and  run 
backwards  and  forwards  between  Shanghai  and  Gravesend,  carrying 
the  mails,  until  further  notice. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  that  among  the  roll  of  those  who  have 
most  recently  been  entered  as  students  of  .'the  Royal  Academy,  there 
figures  conspicuously  the  name  of  Baron  HUDDLESTONE. 

The  Duke  of  CAMBRIDGE  will,  on  the  5th  of  next  month,  take  up 
his  residence  in  the  handsome  suite  of  apartments  that  have  been 
specially  provided  for  him  inside  the  crater  of  Vesuvius.  As  it  is 
the  intention  of  his  Royal  Highness  to  spend  the  early  Spring  in 
studying  professionally  the  action  of  dynamite  when  shovelled  in 
large  quantities  down  the  mouths  of  active  volcanoes,  much  interest 
as  to  the  result  of  the  expedition  has  been  already  manifested  in 
military  circles.  

Lord  BRABODRNE  is  about  to  take  up  his  quarters  at  the  Dramatic 
School  of  Art,  with  a  view  to  learning  dancing  and  elocution  in 
the  regular  curriculum  afforded  by  the  Institution.  No  reason 
has  been  assigned  for  this  step,  which  has  excited  a  good  deal  of 
lively  comment  in  political  circles  at  a  certain  prominent  West- 
End  Club. 


It  is  stated  that  Lord  WOLSELIT  has  concluded  an  arrangement 
with  the  proprietors  of  Madame  TUSSAUD'S  Exhibition  to  sit  as 
motionless  as  he  can  in  the  place  of  his  own  effigy,  now  being  dis- 

Slayed  at  Baker  Street,  until  the  termination  of  the  Christmas  holi- 
ays.    Over-sensitiveness  as  to  certain  points  about  the  model  that 
represents  him,  and  which  the  noble  Lord  regards  as  "  a  caricature 
that  does  not  do  him  anything  like  full  justice,"  is  said  to  have  ltd 
to  his  resolve  to  take  the  matter,  at  any  sacrifice,  into  his  own  hands. 


THE  ROMANCE  OF  JOURNALISM. 

IN  the  foreign  intelligence  daily  published  in  the  newspapers, 
there  frequently  occurs  a  sort  of  paragraph  which,  mutatit  mutandu. 
that  is  to  say  change  of  names  merely,  everybody  seem*  to  have  read 
over  and  over  again.  This  is  one  of  them: — 

"  Cardinal  M'CABS  hu  telegraphed  that  the  statement  nude  '  r«p*ctinj 
the  despatches  laid  to  hare  patted  between  me  and  Cardinal  JACOBIXI,  con- 
cerning diplomatic  relations  between  England  and  the  Holy  See,  u  utterly 
destitute  of  foundation.'  " 

Here  is  a  specimen  of  a  sort  of  story  (as  young  Ladies  euphemisti- 
cally say)  which  somebody  is  continually  telling,  and  somebody  else 
contradicting.  The  latter  usually  avows  himself ;  but  who  is  the 
former  ?  If  a  caterer  of  fictitious  news  is  kept  by  some  of  our  con- 
temporaries to  fill  up  space,  he  may  perhaps  bo  describable  as  a 
penny-a-liar.  

An  Old  Buffer  on  a  New  Bill. 

ALAS  !  how  Matrimony  has  miscarried ! 

Alas !  that  Law  and  Rads  against  it  thu*  band  : 
The  only  proper  tie  for  Woman,  married, 

Is  Hymen's  knot — which  ties  her  to  her  husband. 
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THE  SOCIAL  REVOLUTION. 

[A  Mr.  OLDHAM.  calling  himself 
President  of  the  English  National 
Revolutionary  League,  writes  to  the 
St.  Jamet'i  Gazette  that  murder  is 
sometimes  no  crime,  and  that  "  Kings 
and  priests,  altars  and  thrones,  crowns 
and  mitres,  we  regard  as  the  emblems 
of  tyranny  and  force  and  fraud  in 
every  land  and  every  clime ;  and 
we  look  forward  to  the  time  when 
they  shall  be  swept  away  never  more 
to  torment  and  tyrannise  over  human 
kind."] 

Ho !  for  the  poisonous  bowl, 

Up   with    the    bludgeon    and 

dagger ! 
In  floods  of  gore  we  shall  roll, 

Making  old  monarchies  stagger. 
Kings  shall  be  all  swept  away, 

Priests    shall   immediately 

vanish ; 
All  who  have  wealth,  from  to-day, 

Socialist  leaders  shall  banish. 

Woe  to  the  Mitre  and  Crown ! 

We  shall  take  stern  retribution  ; 
Altar  and  throne  shall  come  down, 

Smashed  by  the  red  revolution. 
All  institutions  are  bosh, 

Mankind,    we    know,    doesn't 

need  'em ; 
Here 's  to  the  men  who  don't  wash , 

Dirt  is  the  emblem  of  Freedom  ! 

Murder  we  hold  is  no  crime, 

We  're  game  for  assassination  ; 
This  is  the  teaching  sublime, 

Blood  is  the  base  of  a  nation. 
So  pot-house  patriots  scream, 

Ravin?  at  families  royal ; 
But  we  disdain  the  vile  dream, 

England  'a  contented  and  loyal 


MBS.  RAMSBOTHAM'S  Cousin 
the  Archdeacon,  is  very  particu- 
lar about  his  fish,  so,  as  he  wai 
coming  to  dinner,  that  dear  oli 
lady  ordered  a  pair  of  Acme 
Skates  to  be  sent  in.  She  though 
it  would  be  such  a  pleasant  sur 
prise  for  the  good  man.  It  pro 
bably  was. 
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DR.  ANDREW  CLARKE. 

(At  present  the  Premier's  Body-Guard.) 

TllKILK  WAS   A  SHAKP   DOCTOR,    AND  WHAT  DO  YOU   THINK  ? 

Hm  SIMPLE  PRESCRIPTION  WAS  "  WITTUM  AND  DRINK." 

"  WlTTLES  AND  DRINK— MOST  IMPORTANT  IS  DlET— 

AND  MIND,  GRAND  OLD  MAN,  YOU  MUST  KEEP  YOURSELF  QUIET. 


SAUCE  FOR  THE  GOOSE 
AND  THE  GANDER. 

WE  all  know  who  the  LORD 
CHAMBERLAIN  is,  and  the  Exa- 
miner of    Stage-Plays,   and  the 
Metropolitan   Board  of    Works, 
and  the  Under-Secretary  of  State 
at    the     Home-Office,    and    the 
'ublic  Prosecutor,  for  have  they 
lot  combined    to  carry  out  the 
>rders  of  an  Act  of  Parliament 
hat  for  many  years  they  have 
gnored.    Mr.  BAUM,  of  the  Alca- 
zar, will  in  all  probability  have 
to  shut  his  doors  for  not  obeying 
the  7th  Section  of  the  6  &  7  Viet. 
}ap.  68,  which  forbids  the  LOKD 
CHAMBEBLAIN  or  the  Justices  to 
grant  a  licence  to  "  any  person 
except  the  actual  and  responsible 
Manager  for  the  time  being  of  the 
Theatre  in  respect  of  which  the 
Licence  shall  be  granted."    Then 
why   is    Mrs.   BERNARD    BEERE 
managing  a  house  licensed  to  Mr. 
F.  MAITLAND  of  264,  Newcastle 
Street,  Strand?  and  why,  when 
the  Act  of  Parliament  demands 
that  the  name  and  place  of  abode 
of  each  Manager  shall  be  printed 
on  every  Playbill  announcing  any 
representation  at   each  Theatre, 
may  we  not  gratify  our  curiosity 
by  knowing  where  Miss  GENE- 
VIEVE  WARD  lives,  and  where  Mr. 
ALFRED  THOMPSON,  of  the  Yellow 
Dwarf,  resides?     The  "serious 
question   of    the    safety  of    the 
Public  "  may  be  involved  in  these 
things,  so  let  us  have  an  Inspector 
of  Playbills  as  well  as  an  Exa- 
miner    of     Plays.      Will    Mr. 
WILLING  accept  the  post,  or  Mr. 
SLINOSBY  BETHELL  ? 


The  Harbertonian  Garment. 
A  Threnody, 

FIRST,  divided ! 
Then  derided !  ! 
Fate  decided !  ! ! 


A  NEW  TRIAL. 

SCENE—  A  Court  in  the  Royal  Palace  of  Justice.  Lord  Chief  Justice 
PUNCH  discovered  on  the  Bench  preparing  to  turn  up.  Enter 
Mr.  Baron  MUDDLKSOME. 

Huron  Muddlesome  (bowing  to  the  Lord  Chief  Justice).  Before 
he  commences  his  summing-up,  I  shall  be  glad  of  my  learned.Brother's 
permission  to  introduce  a  few  of  my  personal  friends. 

Lord  Chief  Justice  Punch  (smiling).  I  can  refuse  you  nothing, 
Brother  ;  but  I  must  remind  you  that  the  Bench  has  its  limits. 

Huron  Muddlesome  (hastening  to  explain).  Yes,  I  know;  and, 
therefore,  I  have  refused  tickets  of  admission  to  all  my  friends, 
except  to  those  of  the  highest  nobility.  I  have  my  learned  Brother's 
permission  to  introduce  them?  (The  Lord  Chief  .Justice  bows 
good-naturedly,  and  the  Baron  ushers  in — with  extreme  courtesy— a 
number  of  Ladies.)  And,  now,  your  Graces,  as  you  are  all  seated, 
I  will  stand  over  here  and  explain. 

Lord  Chief  Justice  Punch  (severely).  Silence,  Brother  !  You  forget 
yourself.  Remember  you  are  in  a  Court  of  Justice  ! 

Baron  Muddlesome  (deeply  wounded}.  I  beg  your  pardon  !  (Lord 
Chief  Justice  lows  gravely.}  But  I  would  not  have  ventured  to 
address  even  a  Stuff-gownsman  with  so  much  harshness. 

Lord  Chief  Justice  Punch  (with  dignity).  Then,  Brother,  you  do  not 
know  how  to  maintain  decorum !  Not  a  word,  please,  or  I  shall  have  to 
commit  you  for  contempt.  ( The  Baron  looks  aghast,  and  explains  in 
dumb-show  his  sorrowful  annoyance.)  And  now.  Gentlemen  of  the 
Jury,  we  will  get  to  work.  You  will  remember  that  we  are  trying  a 
case  of  "  waste."  The  Plaintiff  is  owner  of  a  fee  simple  subject  to  the 
life  interest  of  a  tenant  for  life.  Defendant  is  that  tenant  for  life 


nd  the  Plaintiff  says  that  the  Defendant  has  committed  "  waste  "  by 
utting  down  a  large  quantity  of  ornamental  timber. 
Foreman  of  the  Jury.  As  the  nephew  of  a  Solicitor,  m' Lord,  will 

700.  allow  me  to  express  my  admiration  at  your  Lordship's 

Lord  Chief  Justice  Punch  (interrupting).  Certainly  not!  And  i 
jou  are  the  nephew  of  a  Solicitor,  Sir,  I  am  surprised  that  your 
relative  has  not  informed  you  that  a  high  judicial  dignitary  does  not 
require  the  praise  of  anyone  to  encourage  him  to  perform  a  purely 
public  duty!  Enough,  Sir!  To  return.  Now,  there  is  no  doubt 
ibout  the  catting  down  of  the  trees.  That  is  admitted.  The  question 
is,  what  i>  "  waste  ?  "  And  to  explain  this  matter  several  witnesses 
have  been  called.  The  first  was  Mr.  Baron  MUDDLESOME,  who  gave 
us  his  definition  with  much  legal  pomposity.  (Laughter.)  He  said 
something  about  "  waste  "  being  voluntary  or  permissive,  and  hurting 
the  legatee,  or  devisee,  or  somebody.  [Renewed  laughter. 

Mr.  Baron  Muddlesome  (interposing).  With  all  respect  to  my 
learned  Brother,  I  merely  defined  'r waste"  as  any  permanent 
depreciation  of  the  inheritance. 

Lord  Chief  Justice  Punch.  What  a  definition!  (Roars  ef laughter.) 
Perhaps,  Brother,  you  can  tell  us  something  more  about  it  ? 

Mr.  Baron  Muddlesome.   Certainly.     Except  when  permitted  by 
statute,  a  tenant  for  life,  will,  or  sufferance,  a  Bishop,  or  other  eccle- 
siastical person,  and  a  copyholder  cannot  commit  any  "  waste." 
Lord  Chief  Justice  Punch.  Oh!  can't  they? 

[Shrieks  of  merriment. 

Mr.  Baron  Muddlesome  (blushing).  If  I  am  to  be  subjected  to 
ridicule,  of  course,  I  have  done ;  hut  I  think  some  respect  is  due  to 
a  head  of  one  of  the  learned  professions  1 

Lord  Chief  Justice  Punch.  Certainly,  Brother— as  much  respect 
as  you  yourself  would  pay  to  a  General,  an  Archbishop,  or  a  Royal 
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"READY,  AYE  READY!" 

Officer  ("  Royal  Irish").  "War  WKRB  yon  IATB  in  BARRACKS  LAST  KIOHT,  P«IVATB  ATKIIW?" 
Private  Atkins.  "TiutN  TROM  LONDON  WAS  VIRT  LATE,  SIR." 

Ofliffr.    "VERT   GOOD.      NlXT  TBIMB  THE  THRAIN '•  LATB,   TAEB  CAM  1*  COME  BT  AK    EA*LIE«  OK«  I  " 


Academician.  I  am  annoyed,  but  not  surprised  at  this  unseemly 
demonstration.  (Silence  immediately  reitored  in  Court.)  You  were 
saying,  Brother  ? — 

Mr.  Jiaron  Muddlesome.  I  was  merely,  as  a  Lawyer,  giving  an 
opinion  upon  a  matter  of  purely  legal  technicality. 

Lord  Chief  Justice  Punch.  No  doubt  yon  were — but  do  we  want 
this  ?  I  would  remind  the  Jury  that  we  have  good  authority  for 
believing  that  direct  evidence  is'  preferable  to  expert  evidence  in 
matters  of  fact.  Well,  we  have  a  matter  of  fact.  The  Defendant, 
a  tenant  for  life,  cuts  down  some  timber.  Docs  he  commit 
"was'e?"  "Yes,"  says  Mr. Baron  MUDDLESOMS,  and  he  proceeds 
to  confuse  your  minds  with  a  lot  of  legal  technicalities.  To 
quote  from  the  summing-up  in  a  recent  very  interesting  trial,  "  the 
Public  in  their  verdicts  are  generally  right."  And  by  the  Public,  of 
course,  are  meant  the  Juries  who  represent  them.  (Cheert.)  _  Now, 
what  is  the  common-sense  view  of  "  waste  ?  "  Why,  not  to  receive  the 
full  value  of  a  thing  by  some  action  on  the  part  of  the  possessor. 
Did  the  Defendant  "waste"  the  timber?  It  was  ornamental— he 
preferred  that  it  should  be  useful.  So  he  sold  some  of  it  and  made 
a  ship  out  of  some  of  it,  and  gave  some  of  it  away  to  a  thrifty 
nephew,  by  whom  it  was  used  to  the  best  advantage.  Now,  was  this 
"waste?1' 

Mr.  Baron  Muddlesome  (excitedly).  Certainly  it  was,  from  a 
legal  point  of  view. 

Lord  Chief  Justice  Punch.  But  we  don't  want  to  look  at  the 
matter  from  what  you  call  a  legal  point  of  view.  (Thunders  of 
applause.)  No  doubt  there  is  much  in  what  you  say,  and  were  we 
discussing  the  affair  over  a  bottle  of  port  at  the  Bench  table  of  Gray's, 
you  would  have  a  good  case,  but  this  is  a  Court  of  Justice. 

Mr.  Baron  Muddlesome.  And  surely  of  Law,— surely  of  Law ! 

Lord  Chief  Justice  Punch.  By  which,  I  suppose,  you  mean  to 
imply  that  there  is  a  distinction  between  Law  and  Justice ! 
(Laughter.)  I  am  afraid,  Brother,  you  take  a  very  narrow  view  of 
things  when  your  judgment  is  warped  by  your  professional  partiality. 
Now,  Gentlemen,  I  have  little  more  to  say.  It  is  for  you  to  decide 
whether  the  Defendant  committed  "waste."  On  the  one  hand,  we  hear 


that  he  used  the  timber  to  the  best  advantage,  and  certainly  did  rot 
"  waste  "  (in  the  ordinary  acceptation  of  the  term)  a  tingla  stick  of  it 
On  the  other  hand,  expert*— Judges  and  Queen's  Counsel,  and  to 
forth— have  been  called  before  you  who  have,  in  spit*  of  the  direct 
evidence  that  has  been  adduced,  sworn  that  there  hat  been  *'  waste." 
No  doubt  they  are  stating  exactly  what  they  rx-lieve  to  be  the  owe, 
but  I  must  remind  you  once  more  that  the  evidence  of  expert*  mn»t 
be  received  with  the  gravest  suspicion.  Gentlemen,  you  will  now 
consider  your  decision. 

[Exeunt  the    Jury   to  return  immediately  with  a  thoroughly 
common-ienie  verdict. 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  SHEEP-FARMER. 
Aim—"  Tk,  ilaid  of  Ll*»jolb*:' 

TOTS  wet  may  be  constant,  the  ewes  may  "  run  down," 
But  there  is  some  comfort  'gainst  Fortune's  dark  frown ; 
The  saddest  of  farmers  I  never  can  be, 
"Whilst  the  Earl  of  CAJUTAKVON  thinks  kindly  of  me. 

The  Earl  of  CARNARVON  pass  scornfully  by  ? 
No  I     He  writes  to  the  Standard,  and  all  about  1 1 
Ah !  deaf  to  loud  ARCH'S  sly  charming*  I  '11  be, 
Whilst  the  Earl  of  CARNARVON  thinks  kindly  of  me. 


AT  Her  Majesty's,  the  J'elloie  Dtcarf  is  at  last  assuming  better 
proportions.  Spite  an  inferior  ^'book,"  the  entertainment,  by 
some  judicious  chopping  and  changing,  has  been  got  at  length  into  a 
fairly  presentable  condition.  Indeed,  thanks  to  the  inventive  grace 
of  Mr.  ALFMD  THOMPSON,  to  whom  it  owes  all  the  "  artistic  merit " 
it  possesses,  the  play  contains  perhaps  as  brilliant  and  elegant  a  bi 
of  spectacular  effect  as  is  just  now  to  be  seen  on  any  stage,  either  in 
London  or  out  of  it.  If  there  is  not  much  to  listen  to,  there  is 
certainly  something  that  is  literally  well  worth  seeing. 
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THE    DOCTOR'S    DREAM. 

I  AM  sitting  alone,  by  the  surgery  fire,  with  my  pipe  alight,  now  the  day  is  done : 

The  village  is  quiet,  the  wife  s  asleep,  the  child  is  hush'd,  and  the  clock  strikes  One ! 

And  I  think  to  myself,  as  I  read  the  news,  and  bless  my  life  for  the  peace  upstairs, 

That  the  burden 's  sore  for  the  best  of  men,  but  few  can  dream  what  a  Doctor  bears ; 

For  here  I  sit  at  the  close  of  a  day,  whilst  others  have  counted  their  profit  and  gain, 

And  I  've  tried  as  much  as  a  man  can  do,  in  my  humble  manner,  to  soften  pain : 

I  've  warned  them  all,  in  a  learned  way,  of  careful  diet,  and  talked  of  tone. 

And  when  I  have  preached  of  regular  meals,  I  've  scarcely  had  time  to  swallow  my  own. 

I  was  waked  last  night  in  my  first  long  sleep,  when  I  crawled  to  bed  from  my  rounds  dead 

beat. 
"  Ah,  the  Doctor 's  called !  "  and  they  turned  and  snored,  as  my  trap  went  rattling  down  the 

street ! 

I  sowed  my  oats,  pretty  wild  they  were,  in  the  regular  manner  when  life  was  free, 
For  a  Medical  Student  isn't  a  Saint,  any  more  than  your  orthodox  Pharisee  1 
I  suppose  I  did  what  others  have  done,  since  the  whirligig  round  of  folly  began, 
And  the  ignorant  pleasures  I  loved  as  a  boy— I  have  pretty  well  cursed  since  I  came  to  be  man. 
But  still  I  recall  through  the  mist  of  years  and  through  the  portals  of  memory  steal 
The  kindly  voice  of  a  dear  old  man  who  talked  to  us  lads  of  the  men  who  heal, 
Of  the  splendid  mission  in  life  for  those  who  study  the  science  that  comes  from  God, 
Who  buckle  the  armour  of  Nature  on,  who  bare  their  breasts  and  who  kiss  the  rod. 
So  the  boy  disappeared  in  the  faith  of  the  man,  and  the  oats  were  sowed  but  I  never  forgot 
There  were  few  better  things  in  the  world  to  do  than  to  lose  all  self  in  the  Doctor's  lot. 

So  I  left  the  life  that  had  seemed  so  dear,  to  earn  a  crust  that  isn't  so  cheap, 

And  I  bought  a  share  of  a  practice  here,  to  win  my  way,  and  to  lose  my  sleep ; 

To  be  day  and  night  at  the  beck  and  call  of  men  who  ail,  and  women  who  lie ; 

To  know  how  often  the  rascals  live,  and  see  with  sorrow  the  dear  ones  die  ; 

To  be  laughed  to  scorn  as  a  man  who  fails,  when  Nature  pays  her  terrible  debt ; 

To  give  a  mother  her  first-born's  smile,  and  leave  the  eyes  of  the  husband  wet ; 

To  face  and  brave  the  gossip  and  stuff  that  travels  about  through  a  county  town  ; 

To  be  thrown  in  the  way  of  hysterical  girls,  and  live  all  terrible  scandals  down  ; 

To  study  at  night  in  the  papers  here  of  new  disease  and  of  human  ills  ; 

To  work  like  a  slave  for  a  weary  year,  and  then  to  be  cursed  when  I  sent  my  bills  I 

Upon  my  honour,  we  're  not  too  hard  on  those  who  cannot  afford  to  pay, 

For  nothing  I've  cured  the  widow  and  child :  for  nothing  I  've  watched  till  the  night  turned 

I  've  earned  the  prayers  of  the  poor,  thank  God,  and  I  've  borne  the  sneers  of  the  pampered 

beast, 

I've  heard  confessions  and  kept  them  safe 'as  a  sacred  trust  like  a  righteous  priest, 
To  do  my  duty  I  never  have  sworn,  as  others  must  do  in  this  world  of  woe, 
But  I  've  driven  away  to  the  bed  of  pain,  through  days  of  rain  and  through  nights  of  snow. 

**»«*»»» 
As  here  I  sit  and  I  smoke  my  pipe,  when  the  day  is  done  and  the  wife's  asleep, 
I  think  of  that  brother-in-arms  who 's  gone,  and  utter— well,  something  loud  and  deep ! 
And  I  read  the  news  and  I  fling  it  down,  and  I  fancy  I  hear  in  the  night  that  scream 
Of  a  woman  who 's  crying  for  vengeance !     Hark  !    No,  the  house  -is  still !    It 's  a  Doctor's 

Dream  I 

GETTING  OUT  OF  A  SCRAPE. 

MR.  CHAHLES  READE  has,  in  the  advertising  columns  of  several  contemporaries,  made  the 
agreeable  announcement  that  two  of  his  "  masterpieces  "  may  be  now  enjoyed  every  evening 
without  the  painful  accompaniment  of  the  "  Tune  the  Old  Cow  died  of."  That  this  infliction 
was  necessarily  involved  in  any  attempt  to  sit  out  the  two  masterpieces  in  question,  was, 
rtunately,  not  widely  known  to  all  the  classes  of  Society  invited  by  Mr.  READK'S 
seductive  advertisements  to  witness  them.  However,  it  is  just  as  well  to  realise  that  the 
danger  is  past ;  though,  apparently,  it  has  not  been  disposed  of  without  what  may  be  regarded 
as  a  regrettable  incident  or  two. 

"This  pest,"  says  the  spirited  dramatist,   "under  which  the  visitors  of  theatres  have 

groaned  so  long,  has  been  banished,  after  a  severe  struggle,  from  the  orchestra  of  the  Adelphi." 

)  be  presumed  that  the  encounter  here  referred  to,  which  evidently  must  have 

,    K  A  T  ^  and  I)e,r80nal  character,  occurred  at  some  morning  rehearsal.     And 

it  may  be  noted,  by  the  way,  that  during  the  Christmas  holidays  this  seems  almost  a  mistake. 

A  tree  nght-and  there  obviously  must  have  been  some  very  lively  approach  to  something  of 

1  T    T?nAihe  kte  Condlicto,r  and    his  bandtm  one  «de.   and  Messrs   CHARLES 
d  J.  L.   MALLANDAINE,  backed  up  by  the  interpreters  of  the  new  music,  on  the 

mi     *??       ?  f  aVe  falled  t0  haye  d?awn-  lar*e  hon6es  evefy  evenin*  >f  Properly  billed 
™mlnentlv Put, fo™a«l  as  aVttractive  feature  of  the  programme.    However   if  this 
point  has  been  nmsed  there  has  at  east  been  something  left  in  the  shape  of  a  counter  poise 
T  v*ntnh  »    (vT?i,0 \  h-e.tvenln^',    continues  the  Adelphi  Wagner,  "  is  selected  by  me,  and 
not  tnim!^ A      \  Y  visitors  will  find  themselves  consoled  and  cheered  between  the  Acts- 
>t  tormented  as  if  it  were  a  crime  to  come  to  a  Theatre." 

tormf  l6  ££  lhat  !te  T!eni  Pla7*oer  has  for  some  time  been  running  of  getting 

tormented  not  onlybetween  the  Acts,  but  during  the  progress  of  the  whole  Berformancl 
at  more  than  one  West-End  Theatre  that  could  be  named,  Mr.  RE«Tindeed deserved To be 
reckoned  as  a  public'  benefactor.  If  all  he  says  about  it  be  true,  and  there  no  ground  for 

b±s  VVlTDT  TDt  at  the  Adelplli'  e8pecially  {f  commenced  before  seven 
boxes,  mmt  be  not  only  a  very  curious,  but  a  very  delightful  human  experience. 

FINE  SUBJECT  TOE  Tire  PSYCHICAL  SociEiy.-The  Sculptor's  Ghost. 


A  SWEET  SYNOXYM. 

THE  elasticity  of  language  has  no  limits 
in  the  hands  of  those  who  know  how  to  use 
it,  and  never  before  has  a  sweeter  name  been 
found  for  murder  and  assassination  than  toe 
one  discovered  by  LOUISE  MICHEL,  the 
Republican  lady  who  does  all  she  can  to 
ruin  and  discredit  the  Republic.  She  calls 
it  "  suppression."  If  any  steps  were  taken 
to  stop  her  orations  at  Belleville,  Paris, 
or  the  Steinway  Hall,  London,  she  would 
probably  call  that  particular  form  of  sup- 
pression, murder.  The  longer  word  assas- 
sination she  would  doubtless  apply  to  any 
official  act  that  interfered,  however 
slightly,  with  her  power  of  talking. 


MY  TELESCOPE. 

So,  I  shut  it  up 

for  ever ! 
And  I  '11  lay  it 

wisely  by, 
Never,  nicely  fo- 
cussed,  never 
To   apply  it    to 

my  eye. 

Prize,  delight,  as 
I,  that  thought 
it, 

Find  but  so  ful- 
filled my  hope. 
That    I    wish    I 
ne'er      had 
bought  it — 
My  too  truthful 

Telescope ! 
It  was  lively  at  all  hours 

To  be  told  the  time  of  day 
By  the  most  remote  church-towers, 

Prettier  still  to  watch  the  play 
Of  their  faces  when  my  cousins 
Clinging,  clustered,  to  a  rope, 
Braved  the  waves  that  came  in  dozens- 
Through  my  tell-tale  Telescope ! 

Ah !  the  meaning  winks  of  Science ! 

There  was  One  whose  eyes  divine 
Flashed  a  gay  and  straight  defiance 

Through  that  trembling  tube,  to  mine  ! 
Can  it  be  that  now  we  're  parted  ? 

Is  it  true  that  to  elope  , 

She  has  even  schemed — false-hearted, 

Hollow,  as  my  Telescope  'i 

Turned  to  search  the  starry  pattern 

Of  the  skies  where  learned  Love 
Showed  the  wedding-rings  of  Saturn 

And  the  honeymoons  of  Jove, 
Night  by  night  the  space  between  us 

Was,  while  we  were  wont  to  grope 
For  the  silver  smile  of  Venus, 

Lessened  by  my  Telescope  ! 

Simple  ! — Science  is  the  sister 

Of  true  Poesy,  is  said, 
By  the  souls  that,  bold,  have  kissed  her, 

And  I  know  that  when  we,  wed, 
Flew  to  spoon  in  Alpine  passes, 

Lodged  where  loveless  lives  the  POPE, 
There  was  glamour  in  the  glasses 

Of  my  ten-lensed  Telescope  ! 

Yet  I  guessed  not  when  we  petted 

That  young  man  we  met  abroad, 
I  should  view  him,  well — vignetted 

With  my  own,  my  modest  MAUD,   • 
In  the  way  I  did,  this  morning, 

Miles  up  yonder  mountain-slope  !— 
After  one  such  awful  warning, 

Who  would  use  a  Telescope '( 


A  STERN  DUTY. — The  Steersman's. 
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LITERAL. 

Visitor  (to  Discontolate  One).  "  RwKcntD  YOU,  BID  sms  ?    OH,  WHAT  o'  THAT  ? 
"OFTEN  no  AT  FIRST.     TRY  HF.R  AGAIN.     You  'B«  NOT  PERTINACIOUS  ENOUOH. 

YOU  BHOITLD   HAVR   PRESSED   HER " 

Dejected  One.  "Y«8,    BUT — CONFOUND   HER  ! — tint  WOULDN'T   L«r  MB  COMF. 

NBAH  HRR !" 


TIIK  IIAI'I'V   IIVDKOPOT! 

[A  Correspondunt  seriomly  niffnta  in  the  Tmui  th»t  the 
members  of  ihe  «rr»t  »rmy  of  \nvi\  ibuunrn  in  the  kingdom 
•ball  b«  r«llni  for  ill  •  futurr  Hrdrnp-iU.  Ha  drxw  not  «»o  th« 
joke,  «nd  only  innocently  fr»r»  they  will  be  called  Watarpota  '  J 

WHAT  .hall  I  call  the«  ?    Think  I  can't  I 

Tti<  >u  loyal  one,  with  oheeki  so  pale, 
Who  execrates  all  stimulant, 

And  revels  in  old  AIUM'H  ale ! 
Each  neophyte  the  movement  help*, 

Abstainer  or  Blue  Ribbunite; 
And  maybe,  like  Converted  Pa  ELM, 

You  have  a  juicy  tongue  to  bit*  ! 

I  '11  call  thee  then— why  ihonld  I  notP— 
My  Greek-derived— My  Hydropot ! 

For  thee  no  more  the  gay  champagne 

Shall  iparkle  round  the  glassy  rim  ; 
I  'II  broach  no  Burgundy  again 

To  make  thy  precious  vision  dim : 
No  horrid  "  nipt"  of  sherry  wine 

Thy  ante-dinner  hours  employ  ; 
On  tuut-and-water  we  will  dine, 

My  own,  my  •ll-ahstainiug  hoy. 

Thus  I  will  call  thm-who  wonld'notf— 
My  classical— My  Hydropot ! 

Unrecognised  the  demon  Thirst 

Attends  at  supper,  dinner,  lunch  : 
Thou  hast  proclaimed  the  man  accurst 

Who  brew*  the  festive  bowl  of  Punch  I 
The  merry  season  paste*  by 

Without  a  stave,  without  a  toast ; 
Yon  never  "  wet  the  other  eye  " 

With  any  bacchanalian  host. 

Thy  prize  must  be.  thv  precious  lot. 
To  be  proclaimed  My  Hydropot ! 

Yon  will  bewail  no  more,  I  think. 

The  coppers  hot,  the  aching  head  ; 
But  though  yon  may  not  over-drink, 

You  still  may  over-eat  instead. 
There  is  no  order  in  the  world, 

No  bloated  preacher  ever  trie*) 
To  bellow  down,  with  flag*  unfurled, 

Man's  gluttonous  propensities. 
But  let  this  never  be  forgot — 
I  've  named  thee  now  My  Hydropot ! 


PLON-PLON  IN  CHAINS. 

(Brief  Extract  from  (Tie  coming  "  Mia  Prigione.") 

IT  was  a  vast  venture  to  dare,  but  then  when  you  have  young 
GEOROE  LACHAUD-the  GEOKOK  LEWIS  of  France— and  young 
OAUITKR,  son  of  TH£OPHILE,  and  therefore  neces>arily  a  neat  stylist, 
turning  out  a  proclamation  isn't  half  ouch  a  difficult  thinir  a< 
unpretending  people  think.  It  is  a  good  deal  easier  than  keepinir 
calm  at  the  Alma,  and  remaining  to  share  the  shame  of  Sedan.  Great 
coup  that  of  mine,  keeping  out,  of  Sedan ;  the  only  Napoleon  th< 
connect  with  that.  And  then  the  billsticking  busines<  wa»  wt-ll- 
imasfined.  First  time  anyone  has  attempted  a  caiip  li'f-'nt  by  bill- 
sticking. Afterwards,  one  generally  does  a  good  deal  in  the  way  of 
bills,  and  as  much  as  one  can  in  the  endtnvour  to  niii'k  wh>  re  one  is. 

But  when  it  comes  to  incarceration.  on«  hesitate*.  One  i»  prudent, 
even  though  a  Napoleon  ;  and  when  JKROMK  in  addition,  one  is 
additionally  prudent.  But  LACHACD  said  they  wouldn't  hurt  me  ; 
and  as  a  lawyer  he  ought  to  know.  If  the  Party  Mi  want  to 
do  anything  desperate,  anything  violent,  and  likely  to  bring  a  man 
into  the  ridiculous  predicament  of  being  shot,  or  stabbed,  or  any- 
thing nasty  of  that  kind,  why  it  would  only  come  and  liberate  me 
when  everything  was  successful  and  assured. 

(Communication  from  DB  CASSAGNAC,  asking  me  to  go  to  London 
with  him  in  order  to  land  together  at  Boulogne  the  day  after.  He 
will  provide  eagle  if  I  provide  the  hat.  Refuse.  Am  abominably 
sea-sick;  and  PAUL  is  such  a  desperately  compromising  fellow- 
might  get  me  into  a  serious  quarrel  with  the  military.) 

Glad  it 's  the  Conciergerie.  Has  a  good  historical  sound.  "  NAPO- 
LEON BONAPARTE  at  the  Conoiergerie  " — why,  the  phrase  is  almost 
enough  to  land  me  at  the  Elysee.  Besides,  MARIE  ANTOINETTE  was 
there,  and— and  lots  of  celebrated  people  among  whom  I  roust  now 
take  ra»k.  I  'm  afraid  I  shouldn't  have  been  at  Madame  TUSJ-ATTD'S 
without  this.  But  they  might  have  made  the  arrest  a  little  more 
picturesque,  the  prosaic  Republicans !  Merely  police-agents  aiia  a 


Commissary!  Not  even  a  battery  of  artillery!  Bnt  after  all, 
though,  perhaps  it  was  all  for  the  best.  Guns  have  an  unaccount- 
able way  of  going  off  unaccountably  eometimes. 

Two  days  passed  in  chains,  and  the  People  have  not  yet  risen. 
Didn't  count  much  on  the  ribald  Parisians,  but  after  all  those  circu- 
lars distributed  in  the  Departments  (rather  dear  for  an  economical 
Pretender  like  myself),  1  really  expected  the  Province  would  descend 
to  thfi  rescue  a  little.  Half  anticipated  hearing  "  O  Richard.  O  man 
Rui!  "  —  only  it  would  have  been  "Empertw."' — under  my  window, 
the  first  morning  ;  but  BEHOIT  the  Judge  was  the  only  thing  in  the 
chape  of  a  BLONDEL — and  he  doesn't  sing.  Nor  do  I — but  I  swear. 
Horrid  prison-dinner  from  VOISIB'S:  the  moucitltet  weren't  two 
days  old ;  and  as  for  the  Chamberlin,  why,  it  wouldn't  even  have 

suited  GAMBETTA. 

•  ••••• 

Five  days  here  and  no  ovation.  Change  my  restaurant  for  a 
change,  and  get  a  good  langue  trufffe  from  BRfcmHT.  But  the  cap- 
tive's Chateau  Yquem  is  awfully  inferior  for  twelve  francs  the 
bottle.  Have  my  idea  the  Government  means  to  poison  me. 

•  '    «  •  •  •  • 

A  fortnight  after  incarceration,  and  LACHACD  every  day  ?  Have 
an  idea  the  Government  intends  to  reduce  me  by  ennui.  Still  no 
demonstrations.  Where 's  CASSAOUAC  P 

•  •  •  • 

Three  weeks  of  prison  fare  at  a  hundred  francs  a  day,  and  I  find  out 
that  OASSAONAC  is  just  the  man  who  in  making  me  more  ridiculou»th«n 

I  can  make  myself  ;  and  people  say  I  can  do  a  good  deal  in  that  way. 

•  ••••• 

After  I  forget  how  many  weeks,  am  let  out  with  gnut  and  other 
results  of  high  prison  feeding,  and  the  base  populace  has  so  forgotten 
me  as  to  innuirs  audibly,  "  Wlio  's  that  fat  fellow  ?  " 

How  TO  GET  OUT  or  A  SCRAPE.— Let  your  beard  grow. 


VOL.   LXXXIV. 


JANDARY  27,  1883.]  PUNCH.    OR    THE    LONDON    CHARIVAIil. 


THE  PSALM  OF  DEATH 

"Gentlemen,  I  am  a  •oldier,  an 
war  ii  the  soldier's  element  ;  and  we! 
I  should  like  again  to  experience  th 
elevated  feeling  of  commanding  in  . 
pitched  battle,  knowing  that  the  ball 
of  the  enemy  are  every  instant  «um 
moning  men  before  the  judgment 
•eat  of  God."—  Mar  thai  Von  Man 
tevffel  to  the  Provincial  Committee  oj 
Ahace-  Lorraine. 


Teuton 


What  the  heart  of  the  young  Ti 
•aid  to  the  old  Mar, hat  :— 

TELL  me  not  in  mournful  numbers 
Death  is  shocking.  Not  at  all ! 

Death  clears  off  the  scum  thai 

cumbers 
This  o'er-populated  ball. 

Death  ia  stirring,  Death  is  splen- 
did, 

(Death  of  other  men,  not  mine) 
And  its  spreading  is  attended 

By  a  feeling  great— divine. 

Art  is  bosh,  and  Science  fleeting, 
But  purveying  for  the  grave, 

To    sword-flashing    and    drum- 
beating. 
This  is  business  briak  and  brave. 

Let  us  urge  the  herd  to  battle  ; 

They  perhaps  prefer  dull  life, 
Driving  quills,  or  carts,  or  cattle, 

Knowing  not  the  joys  of  strife. 

Lives  of  conquerors  all  remind  us 
We  may  lead  men  by  the  nose, 

And,  departing,  leave  behind  us — 
Well,  now,  what  should  you 
suppose  ? 

Broken  hearts  and  crippled  bodies : 
Statues,  stars,  great  families  : 

Those  for  proletariat  noddies. 
For  ourselves  and  children  these. 

Let  us  then  be  up  and  fighting 
(A  la  Marshal  VON  MAHTKCK- 

FEL), 

Set  the  Mob  to  mutual  smiting, 
While  we  sing  Death's  0  be 
joyful ! 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    120. 


JAMES  NA8MYTH. 

'HE  MAN  WBO  KNOWS  HOW  TO  KNOCK  METAL  ON  TBI  HEAD  WITH 
THS  KIOHT  HAMMER  1 

"  I  saw  NASHTTH  stand  with  his  hammer  thus !  " 

King  John,  Act  IV.,  Sc.  ii.— (Ur.  Punch,  Edition.) 


EPITAPH  BY  A  FELLOW. 

"  The  old  female  hippopotamus 
(Adktla),  pmented  to  the  Zoological 
Society  in  IV, 3  by  the  then  Viceroy 
of  Egypt,  recently  dM."-2futtm. 

I*  Urbt,  in  the  Regent'*  Kui, 

Once  lived  our  HippopoUmni : 

Kor  thirty  year*  she  was  to  us 

A  useful  Hippopotamus! 

The  Pren  and  people  made  a  fuis 

About  our  Hippopotamus : 

And  crowds  came  up  by  cab  and 

'bns, 

To  see  our  Hippopotamus ; 
And  paid  their  shillings  to  discuss 
Our  noble  Hippopotamus. 
Df  coin  she  brought  us  overplus, 
3ur  darling  Hippopotamus. 
She  'a  gone,  let  a  shed  a  tear,  and 

thus 

[jiment  our  Hippopotamus ! 
Hicjacet,  'neath  a  tumului, 
Adhela  Hippopotamus ! 

OUR  GLUT  OF  GREAT  MEN. 
OwiKo  to  the  crowded  state  of 
Westminster  Abbey,  which  build- 
ng  promises,  or  threatens,  Terr 
shortly  to    become  overcrowded 
with  monuments  to.  and  statues 
of,  departed  worthies,  attention 
las  been  called  to  a  proposal  put 
orth  by  the  late  Dean  UTAH  LIT 
'  to  enlarge  the  place  of  national 
mrial  by  the  erection  of  a  Campo 
Santo,  or  mortuary  cloister,  on 
he  space  now  occupied  by  seen- 
ar  buildings  on   the  south-east 
ide  of  the  Abbey."    What  other 
country  on  earth  is  there,  besides 
•loriuiis  Old    England,  that  oan 
>rag  of  having  more  great  men 
—soldiers,     statesmen,     divine*, 
hilosophers,      poeu,     painters, 
sculptors,     musician*,     political 
conomuti,  comic  novelists,  and 
ther  geniuses  of  every  descrip- 
tion—than,  as  represented  in  their 
respective  images  and  memorial 
sculptures,  it  knows  what  to  do 
with? 


AN  INVALID'S  NOTES. 

DIDN'T  feel  up  to  the  mark !  Didn't  know  exactly  what  was  the 
matter  with  me,  but  had  a  strong  disinclination  to  get  up  in  the 
morning,  and  an  overpowering  desire  to  go  to  sleep  in  the  afternoon. 
Was  generally  depressed,  and  suffered  from  forebodings  of  immediate 
evil  which  were  never  fulfilled.  Had  an  idea  that  the  world  was 
against  me  in  general,  and  that  no  one  would  mourn  over  my 
approaching  death,  hut  would  dismiss  the  subject  summarily,  not  to 
say  with  a  light  heart.  Consulted  mv  Doctor.  He  sounded  me,  and 
said  there  was  a  harshness  of  breathing,  and  there  was  something 
not  quite  right  at  the  bottom  of  my  left  lung.  I  thought  so.  I  had 
ielt  it  coming  on  for  a  long  time.  I  have  always  known  that  my  life 
would  be  shortened  by  lung-disease,  and  I  proceeded  to  relate 
several  anecdotes  of  bronchial  affections  ia  our  family,  to  which 
truth  compels  me  to  state  my  Doctor  did  not  even  pay  that  attention 
which  common  politeness  demands.  He  said  there  was  no  ground 
for  uneasiness.  Of  course,  not  for  him  ;  but  if  he  was  suffering 
from  my  complaint  he  wouldn't  take  such  a  cheery  view  of  the  case, 
lie  adviaed  me  to  lay  up  for  a  bit,  to  keep  warm,  and  avoid  night- 
air.  Jt  is  very  easy  to  be  a  Doctor. 

Laid  up  for  a  week,  kept  warm,  and  avoided  night-air.  Didn't 
feel  any  better.  Grew  more  depressed.  Found  myself  spending 
nours  before  the  looking-glass,  gazing  at  my  tongue.  Couldn't  sleep 
except  at  wrong  times,  such  as  between  breakfast  and  lunch,  and 
was  seized  with  a  wild  passion  to  go  to  bed  at  five  in  the  afternoon, 
inis  maomnia  leads  to  madness,  and  I  told  my  doctor  of  several  cases 
of  raving  insanity  which  adorn  our  family  history.  He  has  probably 
nevu  j  any  lunatics'  except  himself,  in  his  family,  as  he  pooh- 
poohed  the  notion,  and  said  that  want  of  sleep  arose  solely  from 


biliousness.  A  coarse,  common  train  of  thought.  The  drop  from 
incipient  insanity,  about  which  there  is  something  heroic,  something 
connected  with  old  red-brick  mansions  and  wainsootted  parlours  and 
clanking  of  chains,  to  biliousness,  which  is  nothing  more  or  leee  than 
over-eating  and  drinking,  is  as  from  murder  to  petty  larceny.  Pro- 
bably if  convicted  of  both  I  should  prefer  to  be  sentenced  for  the 
latter ;  but  I  had  hugged  my  insanity— my  picture  of  an  over- 
wrought brain— to  my  breast,  and  was  sorry  to  part  with  him.  The 
doctor  kept  on  declaring  that  there  was  really  nothing  the  matter 
with  me,  but  that  I  wa*  low,  and  required  much  nursing  ;  and  it  '• 
a  wonder  he  didn't  add  petting.  He  gave  me  tonics,  which,  for 
complete  removal  of  appetite,  were,  1  should  think,  unequalled. 

Making  no  progress  one  way  or  the  other.  Got  tired  of  laying  up 
and  keeping  warm  and  avoiding  night  air.  AYeut  out  fur  the  first 
time  to  a  Theatre.  Smoked  cigarettes,  which  1  am  strictly  forbidden 
to  do,  in  draughty  nassages,  which  I  am  expressly  ordered  to  avoid, 
and  drank  brandies  and  sodas,  which  I  am  commanded  to  shun  like 
poison,  between  the  Act*.  Pouring  wet  night,  and  no  cabs  to  be  got. 
Walked  from  Theatre  to  Club  in  thin  clothes  and  shoe*.  Got 
soaked.  Drank  more  B.  and  S.'s,  and  smoked  more  cigarette*,  at 
Club,  and  came  home,  wringing  wet,  in  a  very  slow,  stray  hansom. 
Felt  chilled  to  the  bone.  Did  this  with  variations  for  a  week,  then 
sent  for  my  Doctor  again.  He  said  I  was  a  little  below  par,  but 
that  my  lungs  were  all  sound  and  well. 

Laid  up  for  a  month.  Put  myself  on  a  strict  diet.  Kept  in  a 
room  with  a  constant  temperature.  Tonicked  myself  vigorously. 
My  appetite  returned.  I  felt  wonderfully  well.  Sent  for  my 
Doctor.  Said  there  was  no  absolute  danger,  but  both  my  lungs  were 
congested.  I  felt  delighted  that  I  had  really  got  something  tangible 
the  matter  with  me  at  last. 
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ROUND  ABOUT  THE  LAW  COURTS. 

A  PRETENCE  of  privacy.  At  the  large  Gothic  gateway  several 
attendants  wearing  a  costume  which  might  have  been  designed  lor 

the  Postal  Brigade  to 
Madame  TUSSAUD'S  Wax 
Works,  bar  the  entrance. 
Are  you  a  Witness,  or  a 
Counsel,  or  a  Juror  ?  If 
you  are  neither  of  these 
three,  then  must  you 
enter  the  building  by  a 
different  door  —  a  door 
which,  jealously  guarded, 
permits  to  pass  but  a 
tithe  of  those  who  seek 
admission.  But  once  they 
hear  you  are  a  Witness, 
or  a  Counsel,  or  a  Juror, 
and  although  you  may  be 
accompanied  by  scores  of 
your  cousins,  your  sisters, 
and  your  aunts,  you  are 
allowed  to  enter  amidst 
much  rejoicing.  And 
gome  of  those  who  pass 
for  and  as  "Counsel," 
pronounced  "  Council," 
are — as  a  Bayswater  wag  would  observe — "scarcely  bar-gains." 

You  find  the  Central  Hall  deserted,  so  you  dash  up  a  staircase 
which  leads  to  the  Courts.  You  have  been  told  that  the  Bar 
Corridor  is  to  be  sacred  to  those  who  have  a  right  to  wear  horse-hair 
wigs  and  stuff  or  silk  gowns.  To  your  surprise  you  stumble  over  a 
most  miscellaneous  set  of  persons.  Here  is  a  loafer  you  last  saw 
marching  with  the  Guards'  Band  from  Wellington  Barracks  to  the  St. 
James's  Palace,  there  a  club-window  man,  who  has  not  the  remotest 
connection  with  the  gentlemen  of  the  long  robe,  yonder  a  country 
parson,  who,  accompanied  by  his  wife's  father,  is  showing  his  bride 
all  "the  sights  o'  London."  Of  one  thing  you  feel  certain— that  these 
persons  are  neither  Witnesses  nor  Jurymen.  As  you  walk^rapidly 
along,  you  see  a  chamber  labelled  "  Consultation  Room."  You  peep 
in,  and  find  two  telegraph  boys  playing  at  pitch-and-toss.  Again 
yon  advance,  and  on  your  left  you  notice  some  recesses  suggestive  of 
Dozes  in  an  old-fashioned  cook-shop,  which  are  supposed  to  be  for 
the  convenience  of  a  Solicitor  and  his  Clients.  They  are  evidently 
intended  for  the  argument  of  knotty  cases  of  intricate  law.  On  this 
occasion  they  have  been  put  to  other  purposes.  As  you  pass,  you 
perceive  that  the  mother  of  a  family  has  secured  the  table  of  one  of 
these  recesses  for  the  discussion  of  the  noonday  meal  of  a  numerous 
offspring. 

But  these  are  details.  Here  are  the  Courts  themselves.  You  push 
open  a  spring-door,  which  immediately  closes  behind  you  with  a 
bang.  There  is  a  general  and  angry  cry  of  "  Hush  1 "  A  Judge  is 
perched  up  on  a  sort  of  stage,  which  seemingly  has  been  arranged 


"Not  Admitted  except  on  Business." 


SCENE—  A   Court  in  the  Royal  Palace  of  Justice.     Registrar  pre- 
siding at  a  Shop  Counter  stocked  with  rolls  of  papers.    Junior 
Bar  huddled  together  in  a  corner,  the  seats  reserved  for  their  use 
having  been  carried  triumphantly  by  the  Public. 
Counsel  (rising  with  a  brief).  My  Lord,  I  have  to  apply—  (enor- 
mous bang)  —  for  an  injunction  -  [Bang,  bang. 

Judge  (shouting).  I  really  cannot  hear  you,  Mr.  JJSNKTNS.    The 
noise  is  -  [Sang,  bang,  crash  ! 

Counsel.  I  suppose  I  may  take  a  rule,  my  Lord  ? 
Judge.  A  what  P  [  Crash,  bang,  crash  .' 

Counsel.  A  rule.    1  would  observe  - 

[Bang,  bang,  crash  .'  and  murmur  of  conversation  from  without. 
Judge.  Really,  this  is  intolerable  —  (bang,  crash,  bang  .')  —  and  .  I 
lave  got  such  an  awful  cold  from  the  draughts,  that  -- 
[Bang,  bang,  crash,  bang  .'    Scene  closes  in  upon  general  confusion. 

But  it  is  only  fair  to  sav  that  some  of  the  Judges  were  well  satisfied 
with  their  new  quarters.  For  instance,  Sir  JAMES  HANNEN  was  under- 
stood to  intimate  (by  those  who  could  hear  him)  that  he  considered 
:he  acoustic  qua- 
ities  of  his  Court 
next  door  to  per- 
fection. But  even 
lie  was  a  victim 
to  discomfort,  as 
lie  had  to  spend 
nis  time  in  about 
?qual  portions 
between  hearing 
divorce  motions, 
granting  probate 
applications, 
looking  into 
disputed  ship- 
wreck s,  a  n  d 

SE  seat  of      Suggested  Improvement  for  the  Bench  and  the  Bar. 
his  arm-chair.     However,  he  was  patient,  and  assured  the  Bar 
he  could   hear    them  very   well.     Could  they  hear  himr 


Theatre  Royal  Law  Courts.    First  appearance  of  Mr.  Justice  Chitty  in  a 
New  Character. 

for  amateur  theatricals.  He  has  a  door  on  either  side  of  him,  and 
doors  to  the  left  and  right.  Before  him  is  a  mahogany  desk,  under 
which  you  expect  him  to  sink  and  to  reappear  as  someone  else— like 
a  forensic  Mr.  Woouuf.  And  this  suggests  a  notion.  Until  things 
settle  down  a  little,  a  great  deal  of  the  time  of  the  Court  is  sure  tc 
be  wasted.  Might  not  some  of  that  time  be  employed  in  a  theatrical 
entertainment 't  Mr.  JUSTICE  CHITTY,  for  instance,  would  be  seen 
to  infinite  advantage  in  Number  One  Hound  the  Corner,  were  he 
supported  by  the  most  promising  of  his  colleagues.  To  return  to 
"  the  real,"  the  narration  of  which  may  be  treated  for  a  moment  in 
dramatic  form : — 


This 


a  great  opportunity  for  a  gentleman  in  a  very,  very  new 
wig,  who  until  now  had  had  little  or  nothing  to  do  with  the 
proceedings.  He  jumped  up,  bowed  to  the  Judge,  and  assured  his 
Lordship  that  his  Lordship's  syllables  were  as  clear  as  crystal.  Then 
he  smiled,  and  sat  down  rejoicing  in  the  success  of  what  was  evi- 
dently his  maiden  speech.  This  was  received  most  graciously  by 
Sir  JAMES,  and  the  banging  and  the  crashing  went  on  as  before.  No 
doubt  the  Judge  was  contented,  but  to  make  him  quite  happy  the 
assistance  of  an  ear-trumpet  and  a  voice-magnifier,  such  as  those 
that  are  used  during  a  storm  at  sea,  seemed  absolutely  necessary. 

In  the  Court  of  Appeal  the  Master  of  the  Rolls  was  found  consult- 
ing with  his  colleagues,  seemingly  quite  unconscious  of  the  fact  that 
an  Equity  man  was  prosing  away,  pleased  but  unheard,  amidst  the 
reverberations  of  closing  portals  and  the  laughs  of  private  conversa- 
tions. Fortunately,  moat  of  the  Barristers  had  much  to  say  about 
the  law  before  the 
date  of  the  Judi-  <_«  t 

cature  Act,  which 
they  seemed  to 
know  a  great  deal 
better  than  the  law 
which  has  been 
introduced  by  the 
passing  of  that 
interesting  little 
measure.  So,  if 
their  arguments 
failed  to  reach  the 
Bench,  not  much 
was  lost,  after  all, 
to  anyone.  But  as 
the  decisions  of  such 
important  authori- 
ties as  Sir  GEORGE 
JBSSEL  and  Lord 
Justices  LIND- 
LEY  and  BOWEN 


A  little  Music  in  the  Court  of  Appeal. 
Glee — "  We  come  to  Judgment.' 


are  of  great  value,  they  at  least  should  not  be  lost  by  being  imper- 
fectly heard.  So,  were  they  arranged  as  glees,  and  sung  with  deep 
feeling  by  the  eminent  lawyers  specified,  they  would  have  a  iaur 
chance  of  producing  a  profound  and  lasting  impression. 

But  now  the  time  had  arrived  for  a  refresher.  There  was  a  rush 
down-stairs  in  eearoh  of  luncheon.  The  successful  and  the  briettesi 
hurried  together  down  dark  passages  and  gloomy  staircases,  unti. 
they  had  sunk,  seemingly,  many  scores  of  feet  beneath  the  level  oi  th< 
street.  Then,  when  they  had  reached  the  lowest  level,  they  founc 
themselves  before  a  door  leading  to  what  would  have  been  called  in 
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years  gone  by,  "the  deepest  dungeon  beneath  the  castle  moat, 
but  which,  in  these  more  modern  days,  would  have  passed  for  a  ver 
dark  kitchen.  All  entered  with  a  shudder  or  a  sigh.  The  place  wa» 


Bar  Rvfreoherfl. 

so  cold,  comfortless,  and  dismal.  And  to  what  use  was  this  glooms 
apartment  put  P  Was  it  retained  for  the  detention  of  oondemneJ 
assassins  P  No  ;  it  was  merely  the  Refreshment  Room  reserved  fo 
the  Bar !  During  the  luncheon  hour  (to  quote  the  Bayswater  wa 


THE  FANCY  DRESS-BALL  AT  THE  MANSION 
HOUSE. 

THE  LORD  MARE  and  the  LADY  MARESS  seems  to  be  going  it,  they 
do.  There  ain't  no  fear  of  the  grass  growing  under  their  feet,  how- 
ever it  mite  wish  to  do  so  in  such  a  werry  plezzaut  place  as  the 
Manuhuu  House. 

Not  content  with  the  butiful  Children's  fancy  Calico  Ball  as  they 
gave  about  a  fortnight  ago,  and  which  as  I  said  at  the  time  was  thi 
lovelyest  and  most  beautyfulest  site  as  even  I  ever  seed,  they  las; 
Fursday  asked  about  a  thousand  growed  up  folk,  includin  some  o: 
the  most  distingwished  people  in  the  whole  City  of  London  and  else- 
wheres,  with  no  restrickehun  to  Calico,  but  with  no  admission  unless 
in  Fancy  Costume,  eioep  for  us  Gentlemen  in  atendance,  to  come  to 
a  grown-up  Ball. 

Ah,  that  was  sumuiat  like  a  Ball  that  was,  and  quite  a  study  oi 
carackter  to  us  lookers  on.  You  see  when  you  asks  a  Gent  to  dress 
hisself  up  in  the  disguys  of  some  great  man  of  past  times,  you  at 
once  finds  out  who  he  most  admires  and  riverences  and  would  ha' 
liked  to  have  been.  For  instance,  if  you  sees  a  Gent  who  when  he 's 
at  tome  is  only  a  Common  Tradesman,  and  when  he 's  out  only  a 
Common  Councilman,  dress  hisself  up  like  some  great  Ero  of  old,  you 
knows  at  once  as  that  man  is  not  a  fulfiling  his  propper  destiny,  and 
that  he  no  dout  wastes  his  life  a  pining  and  a  longing  to  be  a  Nero 
instead  of  a  mere  tradesman  or  a  C.  C.  Then  again,  if  he  gos  in  for 
looking  like  one  of  the  lower  orders,  you  at  once  sees  as  Nature 
intended  him  for  sumthink  of  that  low  hignorant  sort,  and  for  a 
nydle  hour  or  two  he  feels  quite  at  his  ease,  and  much  more  at  home 
than  when  freckwenting  the  sosiety  of  the  Bo  Mond,  such  as  SherryiFs 
and  Aldermen.  And  to  us  Waiters  who  knows  amost  all  on  Tem 
werry  well  indeed,  and  had  sumtimes  seen  'em  in  their  weaker 
moments,  it  was  great  fun  to  see  'em  strutting  about  in  what  was 
littorally  their  borrowed  plumes,  and  a  trying  to  look  like  Statesmen 
or  Poets  or  Gentlemen  of  other  days,  or  great  Captings,  or  old  For- 
reners  of  Distincshun,  or  even  as  Feelosophers.  But  still,  for  all 
that,  it  was  a  butiful  site,  plenty  of  colour,  plenty  of  wariety,  plenty 
of  wittles,  and  plenty  of  light,  the  Electric  Light,  tho'  I  hates  it 
with  a  mortal  hatred  perfeshonally,  making  everythink  look  brighter 
than  ever. 

One  thing  as  struck  me  and  all  my  Brotheren  werry  strongly,  was 
the  fact  that  having  to  support  a  cnarackter  as  one  isn't  used  to, 
and  to  wear  close  as  one  isn't  used  to,  does  seem  to  have  the  most 
eitrorniary  effect  of  making  everybody  dreadful  thirsty.  I  'm  sure 
the  constant  stream  of  eros  and  statesmen  and  solgers  and  nobble- 
men,  mingled  with  some  of  the  rather  lower  orders,  as  kept  a-coming 
into  my  refreshment  room,  was  sumthink  wunderiul,  and  one  and 
all,  igh  and  low,  seemed  all  as  thirsty  as  soles. 

The  LORD  MARE  with  that  nateral  desire  to  add  dignerty  to  the 
igh  office  he  adorns,  sur jested  to  the  LADY  MARESS  the  King  and 
Queen  of  Dimonds  as  crackters  apropriate  to  the  occashun.  But  the 
LADY  MARESS,  as  I  were  told  by  one  of  her  own  maids,  she  says  to 
her  loving  spowse,  says  she,  "  No,  my  Lord,  there 's  somethink  as 
we  prizes  more  than  lovely  Dimans,  and  them 's  loving  Arts,  and 
so  we  '11  be  drest  up  as  the  King  and  Queen  of  Arts."  And  so 
thev  was,  and  never  yet  since  fancy  Dress  Balls  was  first  invented 
in  Fairy  Land  was  such  a  magnificent  couple  seen  as  they  was  on 


last  I  ursday  evening,  and  BROWX  aoahally  said,  and  it  warn't  bad  for 
BKowjf,  that  thev  had  made  Arts  trumps  and  held  all  the  honours. 

The  sillybrated  Mr.  TKHRY  the  tragedian  was  there,  with  his 
butiful  dark  brown  (iquaw  as  he  saved  from  the  tiger  in  Wirginnia. 
He  had  bin  a-playing  his  grate  charakter  of  the  Wild  Man  of  the 
Woods,  and  nadn  t  tune  to  exchange  his  cnstomes,  to  the  kind  LADY 
MARKS  said,  come  as  you  are,  and  he  come. 

There  was  only  one  Sherrj  IF,  which  was  rayther  a  damper  on  sum 
of  our  sperrits,  but  tho  principal  under  Shoryff,  Field  Marshall 
POHTKFKX  MAXIMUM,  with  his  flaming  robes,  quite  restored  as. 

How  that  dreadful  looking  Casual  managed  to  gel  in  when  noboddy 
wasn't  a- looking  rayther  shocked  sum  of  us,  till  we  was  told  as  he 
was  a  silly  brated  Dook  in  disguise,  and  then  of  course  we  all  admired 
him  immensely.  He  certainly  played  his  part  to  the  life  and  looked 
as  tho'  he  had  bin  born  in  a  Workhus  and  bread  in  a  Casual  Ward. 
BKOWW,  with  his  usual  imperanoe,  spread  the  report  that  one  of  the 
Sherryffs  was  a-ooming,  just  for  this  once,  as  Mr.  MARWOOD,  under 
the  assumed  name  of  Mr.  MAHWOOD  TUCK'EMUP,  but  of  course  it 
warn  t  true.  One  or  two  of  the  Aldermen  was  really  got  up  splendid, 
quite  like  Old  Masters,  as  sumboddy  said,  tho'  as  I  didn't  know  him 
myself,  I  of  coarse  couldn't  see  the  likeness.  One  in  particklar  looked 
so  lamilv  picture  like,  that  even  Sir  F.  LAYTOH  hisself  would  have 
allowed  him  to  have  sum  "  Hartistio  Merrit." 

I  'm  afraid  as  I  cannot  say  quite  so  much  truthfully  for  all  the 
numerous  Common  Counselmen,  tho'  some  of  'em  did  look  so  grand 
that  I  reelly  ardly  knowed  'em.  I  think  sum  of  'em  might  have 
Dome  more  in  reel  caracktors.  For  instance,  I  should  ha'  liked  to 
have  seen  the  1st  Commuahuner  of  Sewers  as  a  reel  live  Scavenger  of 
the  time  of  EDDARD  THE  So,  the  founderer  of  Butiful  Billingsgate. 
That  I  should  think  would  have  been  a  reel  picture.  Then  the  ener- 
gettick  Chairman  of  the  New  City  School  might  have  come  as  Joan 
the  Carpenter,  of  the  Founders  Company,  who  proceeded  him  and  Sir 
JOHX  MUVKTUN  in  the  same  rain,  and  his  Reverence  JOUPH  HA»»I« 
might  have  come  as  JOSEPH  RIEKZY,  "  the  last  of  the  Latins." 

These  would  have  given  a  local  flavour  to  the  whole  thing,  just  like 
the  introduckshun  of  a  little  Turtil  Soup  at  Supper. 

BROWK  said  as  one  Gent  was  meant  for  WILLIAM  TELL,  tho'  how 
le  could  tell  that  I  'm  sure  I  don't  know,  ezoep  that  he  carried  a  big 
Sow  and  looked  werry  cross  ooz  sum  body  stole  his  AppeL  Another 
vas  OLIVER  CROMWELL,  tho'  praps,  judging  from  his  marvellus  per- 
urmance  at  supper,  OLIVER  CRAMWCLL  or  OLIVER  TWIST  would  ha' 
>een  a  better  name  for  him. 

There 's  no  accounting  for  taste  as  the  Waiter  said  when  be  tasted 

Zeedont,  you  never  can,  but  the  guys  as  some  on  'em  made  of  thoir- 

elves  was  a  caution.    Sum  of  the  werry  thinnest  legged  People,  with 

ims  like  Mr.  IRVIVO,  seemed  to  find  quite  a  plezsure  in  exposing 

them  as  much  as  possible  to  public  gaze,  tho'  certainly  not  to  public 

admyrashun.    Sir  WALTER  RALLY  reminded  as  a  good  deal  of  the 

Grand  Old  Man,  for  he  kept  a  (fitting  of  bis  collar  up  all  the  evening 

and  it  did  make  him  so  wild.    But  lor  bless  all  their  arts  it  docs  seem 

ayther  a  funny  thing  for  a  lot  of  respectabel  grown-up  people  to  go 

and  dress  theirselves  up  in  other  peoples'  clothes  and  try  to  look  like 

umbody  else. 

But  it 's  all  werry  emnsing,  and  sends  the  money  a  flying  about, 
and  serves  for  a  lot  of  armless  goesup  for  long  ears  arter  its  all  over, 
and  all  on  'em  has  recovered  from  the  intoxication  of  the  evening 
and  has  rewerted  with  a  sy  to  the  sober  rayment  and  the  sober  enjoy- 
ments of  their  ordinary  dumdrum  life. 

ROBERT. 


BOBS  AND  BADGES. 

To  a  correspondence  on  the  important  subject  of  "  Medals  in 
Evening  Dress,"— a  combination  of  the  Mili- 
tary uniform  with  the  Civilian  costume — 
which  some  Retired  Officer*  have  been  carry- 
ing on  in  the  Morning  Pott,  a  veteran  survivor 
of  the  Crimean  War  contributes  the  sug- 
gestion that  such  officers  "should  wear 
miniature  medals,  and  those  on  full  pay  their 
original  ones."  The  proponnder  of  this  nappy 
thought  signs  himself  "As  OLD  LIGHT  BOB." 
It  seems  perfectly  feasible :  though  a  minia- 
ture duplicate  of  a  war  medal  might  bear  too 
much  the  aspect  of  a  bogus  medal ;  preoiselv 
as  the  denomination  of  a  "  Light  Bob 
suggests  the  idea  of  a  bad  shilling. 

Talking  of  "  An  Old  Light  Bob,"  somebody 
may  say,  what  Officer  would  it  now  be  proper 

i  call  a  "New  Light  Bob"?    Of  course  the  answer  is  obvious: 

A  Mounted  Bobby." 


CAUGHT  NAP-IKO.— PLOW-PLOW  has  played  his  cards  aad  showed 
s  hand.    It  was  clearly  not  one  to  "  go  >ap  "  on. 
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DEPRESSING! 

Griggles.  "  HULLO,  DUMPLEY  !  WHAT  ABE 
NUMBER  OF  THE  LASCStl  POT  IT  DOWN,  AND 
PYRAMIDS  ! " 


YOU     READING  ?       'CflBISTMAS 
COME     AND    HATE  A  GiMK  0' 


THE  LAY  OF  THE  ICHTHYOPHA.GIST. 

[The  first  of  a  series  of  Meetings,  which  it  is  proposed  to  hold 
throughout  the  Metropolis  for  the  purpose  of  calling  attention  to 
the  operations  of  the  "Billingsgate  Fish  Ring,"  took  place  last 
week  in  Clerkenwell  ] 

'Tis  surely  too  bad  there 's  no  fish  to  be  had, 

In  bulk  or  in  delicate  slices, 
In  all  London  town  though  you  roam  up  and  down, 

That's  not  sold  at  terrible  prices. 
"We  know  fish  is  good,  'tis  most  exquisite  food, 

Assisting  the  brains  of  bread-winners. 
And  yet  it 's  so  dear  it 's  too  painfully  clear, 

The  poor  can't  afford  it  at  dinners. 

You  wish  for  the  whole  of  a  freshly  fried  sole, 

Red  mullet  we  know  is  inviting, 
There's  joy  in  crimp'd  skate,  as  all  gourmtts  can  state, 

Aud  excellent  flesh  on  a  whiting. 
We  'd  feel  very  odd  if  deprived  of  our  cod, 

Spring  dinners  would  surely  be  gammon 
Without  the  sweet  fish,  that  is  pink  as  the  dish, 

The  grand,  unapproachable  salmon. 

I  "ve  oft  in  a  dream  seen  the  pleasant  sea-brea-n, 

The  lobster  is  gay  in  apparel, 
I  honour  the  crab,  and  the  prawn,  and  the  dab, 

And  oysters  that  come  in  a  barrel. 
The  haddock  and  plaice  bring  a  smile  to  my  face, 

And  whitebait  a  careful  cook  sprinkles 
With  flour  ;  e'en  the  eel  a  fresh  joy  will  reveal ; 

And  oh !  I  am  "  nuts  "  upon  winkles  ! 

Then  "Down,"  let  us  sing,  "with  the  Billingsgite 
Ring  I" 

That  makes  fish  too  dear  to  be  eaten. 
Let  markets  abound,  so  one  day  'twill  be  found 

These  rascally  salesmen  are  beaten. 
Hold  meetings  and  spout  till  reform  comes  about, 

Keep  up  a  ne'er-ending  commotion, 
Till  many  cheap  fish  shine  one  day  on  the  dish — 

The  harvest  that  comes  from  the  ocean ! 


NAPOLEON  POUR  EIRE  ! ! 

La  Republique  loquitur : — 

HA,  ha !    Imposing  pose  I    Travesty  quaint  I 
PLON-PLOS,  man  p'tit,  whatever  are  you  after  ? 

Ho,  ho !     La  France  languit !    If  France  feels  faint, 
'Tis  with  the  effort  of  spasmodic  laughter. 

But  come,  you  must  not  play  heroic  pranks, 
Like  a  tragedian  with  the  blade  and  cup. 

A  nuisance,  worthy,  not  of  bonds,  but — spanks. 
Shut  up! 

Your  masquing  as  the  Corsican  is  queer 

As  that  of  a  political  Tom  Thumb. 
Yon  are  but  a  NAPOLEON  pour  rire  ; 

What  do  you,  PLON-PLON,  in  this  galley  ?    Come  1 
Your  "  Manifesto  "  will  not  raise  a  scare  ; 

'Tis  a  mere  popgun,  PLON-PLON,  not  a  Krnpp. 
And  as  for  that  cocked  hat  of  yours,  why — there ! 

\_Bonnets  him 
Shut  up  I 


ligh  Beach ; — these,  and  a  hundred  similar  schemes,  are  hatching 
;o  complete  the  work  begun  years  ago  by  the  aristocratic  squatter. 
Phe  Lords  of  Bad  Manners  sometimes  congratulate  themselves  that 
'arliament  throws  no  obstacle  in  the  way  of  public  robbery,  by 
laving  no  Standing  Orders  to  prevent  the  prompters  of  Private  (and 
Confidential)  Bills  from  compulsorily  acquiring  Common-Lands, 
which  "  are  much  cheaper  than  enclosed  land." 

We  refer  all  persons  who  are  interested  in  these  questions— that  is, 
nearly  the  whole  population— to  the  Commons  Preservation  Society, 
>,  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  and  we  ask  its  energetic  Secretary,  Mr. 
PEBCIVAL  BIBKETT,  to  keep  his  eye  on  the  Ecclesiastical  Commis- 
sioners. These  gentlemen  nave  been  asked  to  give  up  nine  out  of 
;wenty  acres  of  Lambeth  Palace  Grounds  for  the  benefit  of  a  poor 
and  crowded  neighbourhood,  and  it  remains  to  be  seen  whether  they 
will  comply  with  this  reasonable  and  proper  request.  This  governing 
body  is  large  and  mixed,  comprising  two  Archbishops,  twenty-eight 
Bishops,  five  Cabinet  Ministers,  three  Judges,  three  Deans,  and 
twelve  Laymen,  but  when  it  is  a  question  of  giving  to  the  poor,  and 
consequently  doing  what  is  manifestly  right,  even  such  an  unwieldy 
Committee  as  this  ought  to  be  prompt  and  unanimous. 


SHORT  COMMONS. 

WE  have  very  little  Common-Sense,  and  equally  little  Common 
Honesty,  and  this  year  will  probably  see  the  last  of  our  Common- 
Lands.  The  few  yards  of  unappropriated  earth  which  have  been 
left  to  us  in  the  heart  or  in  the  outskirts  of  our  great  towns  are  all 
marked,  tabulated,  and  deposited  in  the  shape  of  railway,  building, 
or  sea-canal  plans  in  the  pigeon-holes  of  Parliamentary  Agents. 
The  chance  of  getting  something  for  nothing— something  which, 
belonging  to  everybody,  is  often  defended  by  nobody— is  too  tempt- 
ing for  the  Macaires,  Diddlers,  Turpins,  and  Sheppards  of  the 
architectural  and  engineering  profession, — 

"  Rattle  your  bones  over  your  atones, 
We  've  taken  your  Commons  which  nobody  owns." 

Tramways  and  railways  to  Hampstead  Heath,  railways  through 
Wimbledon,  like  the  sweet  things  through  Wandsworth,  railways  to 


"The  True  Position  of  Parties/' 

By  a  Troubled  Tory. 

THE  Standard  and  the  Quarterly  contend 
Upon  this  subject,  but  to  what  clear  end  ? 

My  own  position  is  a  giddy- valse  one, 
Vertigo  seizes  me,  my  brain's  confusion. 
And  1  can  only  come  to  one  conclusion. 

Our  Party's  "  true  position  "  is — a  false  one ! 


MBS.  RAMSBOTHAM  finds  the  two  Mewses'at  the  back  of  her  house 
in  Bloomsbnry  a  great  nuisance,  and  how  the  Ancients  managed  to 
endure  Nine  of  them  she  cannot  imagine  '. 


HEKALDIC  TITLE  FOB  AN  EMINENT  TEETOTALLEB.— Party  per 
Pail. 
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NAPOLEON    POUR    HIRE ! ! 

FRANCE.  "  AH  !    HOW  YOU  ARE  STUPID  !     VOIL2  .' .'  "    (Bonnett  A.m.) 
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MUCH    BETTER! 

Dr.  ZHiferin  (to  his  Egyptian  Patient).  "  HEBB,  MT  '  iNrsHtsTmo '  CONVALK*- 

OBNT,    VOU    WILL    FIND    THIS    MMALL    STAFF    MOKX    S&KVIOIABLB    TO    YOU    THAU 
THOSI  OLD  CaUTOHKS  !  " 


JOHN  TO  JOHN. 

AIR—"  My  Old  Friend  /oAn.  ' 

"Mr.  JOHM  BDSKIN  hu  b«ro  again  elected  BUd*  Professor 
at  Oxford." 

'Tis  forty  Tear*,  our  old  friend  Joujt, 

Since  your  tint  work  we  read ; 
Foraging  midst  your  noble  tome* 

What  happy,  happy  hourt  have  aped  I 
With  you  we  ve  scaled  the  muunUin  aide, 

And  pulled  the  purple  heather ; 
Methinks  it  seemi  but  yesterday 
Since  we  tint  met  together. 
Since  we  a*  boys 
First  knew  the  joys 
Of  Ruikinese  together. 
Methinks  it  seems  but  yesterday 
Since  we  first  met  together. 

There  '•  pleasure  in  remembrance,  JOHJT, 

As  eloquent,  as  true 
Are  you  as  in  the  spring  of  life, 

Wnen  first  you  wrote  and  drew. 
We  miss  some  glowing  rhetoric, 

You  've  tightened  trope's  gay  tether ; 
But  fancy  decks  your  period*  still, 
A*  when  we  met  together. 
When  we.  as  boy*, 
First  tried  the  joy* 
Of  Ruskinese  together. 
Methinks  yon  seem  as  golden-tongued 
A*  when  we  met  together. 

Farewell  not  yet  we  '11  bid  yon,  JOHX  ; 

You  car  your  prime  is  o'er ; 
But  he  who  Modern  Painter  i  penned, 
Will  write,  and  charm,  much  more. 
Art  owes  you  more  than  to  the  herd 

Of  prigs  who  cant  and  blether ; 
We  honour  yon  a*  in  the  day* 
When  we  first  met  together. 
When  we  as  boy* 
First  tried  the  joys, 
Of  Euskinese  together. 
Through  many  sunny  years,  friend  Jomr, 
May  we  yet  live  together  1 


HINTS  FfiOM  THE  HINDOO. 

THE  "  Indian  Contingent "  which  visited  England  last  year  seem  to 
have  enjoyed  themselves  thoroughly,  judging  from  the  letter  published 
in  a  "  local  journal"  from  one  of  the  Officers,  whose  simple  surprise 
at  all  that  he  saw  is  quite  touching.  As  the  Contingent  considered  the 
Crystal  Palace  to  be  "  the  finest  building  in  London,"  and  "  better 
than  Windsor  Castle  or  Westminster  Abbey,"  and  as  they  remark 
that  the  Franco-German  War  Panorama  at  Sydenham,  is  "  the  finest 
picture  in  London,"  we  are  bound  to  conclude  that  somebody  must 
nave  been  playing  practical  jokes  on  these  decidedly  childlike  guests 
from  India's  coral  strand,  when  they  were  sojourning  in  our  midst. 
Will  the  neit  batch  of  distinguished  foreign  visitors  report  to  their 
1  local  journals  "  as  follows  P— 

We  Redskin  braves  were  delighted  to  visit  England.  Were  told 
it  was  the  home  of  Freedom  and  Fire- Water,  and  we  all  like  Fire- 
Water.  Immediately  on  landing  at  Dover  we  found  suck  a  nict 
Gentleman  waiting  to  conduct  us  everywhere.  He  asked  us  how 
much  money  we  had  about  us,  and  said  he  would  take  care  of  it  for 
us,  and  took  us  to  a  hotel  in  London,  which  he  said  was  the  largest 
in  the  World.  But  we  did  not  think  it  so  very  large,  and  the  rain 
came  through  the  roof  into  the  little  room,  and  the  floor  on  which  we 
all  slept  was  rather  hard.  The  Nice  Gentleman  said  he  was  the 
Representative  of  the  "  Universal  Grand  Press  and  Telegraphic 
Bureau,"  and  we  should  see  the  QUEEN,  and  the  1'iuiu:  MIMSTEB, 
and  Newgate,  and  all  the  finest  buildings  in  London. 

One  day  we  visited  the  Houses  of  Parliament.  We  wondered  why 
there  were  so  many  people  lying  in  little  beds  arranged  all  along  the 
walls.  The  Nice  Gentleman  said  that  there  had  been  an  "  all-night 
sitting,"  and  Members  were  always  ill  after  that.  In  one  room 
which  we  noticed  was  called  the  "  Accidents'  Ward,"  the  House  of 
Lords  was  assembled.  At  least  so  the  Nice  Gentleman  said  ;  but  we 
were  surprised  to  find  so  many  with  their  arms  bandaged,  or  their 
legs  slung  by  bands  from  the  ceiling.  The  Nice  Gentleman  told  us 
that  there  had  been  a  "  slight  disagreement  between  the  Two  Houses, 


and  then  there  were  always  a  few  scalp*  taken,  and  other  trifling 
injuries  among  their  Lordships."  We  asked  why  a  man  with  a  case 
of  instruments  made  one  of  the  noblemen  wince  so,  and  we  wer«  told 
that  it  was  "  only  the  Cluture  being  applied  for  the  first  time."  We 
had  heard  of  the  Cluture,  but  did  not  know  it  was  like  this.  We 
should  not  like  to  have  the  Cluture  applied  to  us. 

After  leaving  the  House,  we  were  introduced  to  Mr.  GLiDsToro 
and  Lord  GKANVIUJE,  who  seemed  quite  pleased  to  take  us  into  a 
dirty  little  house,  where  we  all  had  a  good  deal  of  fire-water 
together. 

When  we  went  down  to  Windsor  to  see  the  QCKIH,  Her  Majesty 
was  indisposed,  and  could  not  receive  us,  at  which  we  wept  bitterly. 
However,  we  admired  the  Castle  very  much.  The  Nice  Gentleman 
told  us  it  had  been  the  home  of  the  Kings  and  Queen*  of  England 
ever  since  the  Flood,  and  we  believed  him,  because  we  saw  the  Flood 
quite  plainly  from  the  top  of  the  "  Bound  Tower." 

Another  day  the  Nice  Gentleman  told  us  he  would  take  us  to  the 
Maze  at  Hampton  Court.  None  of  us  knew  about  Hampton  Court, 
or  what  a  Maze  meant.  We  were  pleased  to  see  such  a  fine  new 
building  in  the  Strand,  and  to  know  that  this  was  Hampton  Court 
Palace.  There  were  men  with  red  and  blue  bags,  and  curious  white 
things  on  their  heads,  which  the  Nice  Gentleman  said  were  called 
barristers'  wigs ;  he  said  that  the  reason  why  the  hair  was  white 
was  because  it  was  the  hair  of  their  great  uncles,  which  these  men 
had  "  raised,"  and  were  punished  by  being  obliged  to  wear  it  always 
afterwards.  But  tee  should  not  think  anything  of  scalping  a  great 
uncle.  The  Maze  itself  was  very  clever.  The  Nice  Gentleman  placed 
us  in  one  corner  of  the  building,  called  "the  Chancery  Offices," 
and  there  left  us  to  find  the  way  out.  He  said  this  was  always  what 
was  done  with  visitors,  and  we  tried  it ;  but  it  took  us  three  hours  to 
ret  out,  so  we  did  not  enjoy  ourselves,  and  we  were  taken  up  several 
limes  by  Policemen,  who  did  not  seem  to  understand  the  occupation 
we  were  engaged  in.  Still,  we  consider  it  to  be  Number  One  Maze 
in  the  World.  Subsequently  the  Nice  Gentleman  telegraphed  "  he 
thought  we  should  be  amazed,"  and  so  we  were.  We  hare  not  seen 
lim  since — nor  our  money  I 
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"LES    MALADES    MALGRE    EUX." 

(On  tlie  Shares  of  th«  Mediterranean.} 


PfiESENT — Two  Political  Exiles  of  Importance. 
Urtt  Exile.  Well,  I  little  thought  to  meet  you  here.    'Tis  a  far 
cry  from  Midlothian  to — Monaco. 
'   Second  Exile  (with  a  tigh  half  sorrowful,  half  tybaritic).  Indeed, 


yes.    By  this  time  I  hoped  to  have  fared  once  more  due  North( 

and  there  to  have  smashed,  pounded,  pulverised (Pause«.)L""Ai  • 

well — there  are  compensations. 

[Draws  a  deep  breath  of  Southern  air  with  great  gutto. 
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First  Exil».  Yes,— 

"  Doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends " 

for— losing  the  chance  of  carrying  the  fiery  cross  throng 
the  frosts  of  a  Scotch  winter  ? 

Second  Exile  (meditatively).  Ah ! — 

"  Dark  and  true  and  tender  ii  the  North." 

And  but  for  CLAKK'S  tyranny  and  the  gentle  urging 
of —ahem !  Still  "  the  palms  and  temples  of  the  South 
come  pleasantly  after  Parliament  Street  in  mid-winter. 

First  Exile.  The  emancipated  slaves  of  St.  Stephens 
seem  all  like  the  swallow  to  be  "  flying,  flying  South.' 
I,  CHILDKRS,  CUCKCDILL,  and  now  even  you,  the  steel 
nerved  Titan,  tire-proof,  water-proof,  weather-proof,  an< 
sword-proof 

Sectmd  Exile  (blandly.)  By  the  way,  it  that  Lort 
RANDOLPH  yonder  ? 

First  Exile  (starting  and  upsetting  hi*  glass}.  By  al 

thegaatsof  ARISTOPHAHES,  I  hope  no— ah! (Great!, 

relieved.)    He  does  not  see  us — he — I— ah 

[Refills  his  glass 

Second  Exile.  Poor  fellow !  Like  ourselves,  he  is  maladt 
malgre  lui !  Here  's  his  health — and  yours,  Sir  STAF 
FORD  !  [  Glug-glug-glug  ad,  lit 

First  Exile.  Regular  Lotos-land  this,  eh  '• 

Second  Exile.  Quite  so.    A  place  where, — 

"  Propt  on  beds  of  amaranth  and  moly," 

the  "  dormant  talent "  of  Nee-Conservatism  might  hav 
a  good  time  of  it — till  the  new  monthly  Magazine  thai 
furaraon  them  to  the  virile  and  vigilant  labours  o 
Ulysses. 

Firft  Exile.  Humph  I  Perhaps  the  crimson  amarantl 
beds  might  have  less  charm  for  them  than  the  board  o 
green  cloth  yonder. 

Second  Exile.  Yes.  "An  Eden  of  bland  repose  "i 
not  quite  the  ideal  of  the  modern  golden  youth—  politica 
or  otherwise. 

First  Exile  (slily).  Astonishing  is  it  not  when  theL 
Nestor-like  seniors  set  them  so  tine  an  example  of  obedi- 
ence to  the  "  rest  and  be  thankful "  doctrine  ? 

Second  Exile.  Well,  we  are  resting  now,  and  I  at  leas1 
am  thankful.  Although  if  ABDKEW  and  my 

Firtt  Exile.  Hush  I  Who  shall  decide  when  Doctors 
don't  disagree  ?  Perhaps,  in  the  grim  grind  of  modern 
political  life,  the  GrantuUy  Castle  and  the  Pandora, 
the  stimulating  seas  of  the  North  and  the  sunny  shores 
of  the  South  may  play  as  important  a  part  as — Fort- 
nightly homilies  or  Quarterly  jeremiads.  Besides,  here 
you  will  be  able  to  brush  up  that  Italian  of  which  you 
r'  have  lost  the  use."  Ha !  ha ! 

Second  Exile  (gravely).  Ah !  I  wonder  what  the  great 
Florentine  would  have  thought  of  the  scene  over  yonder  ? 

First  Exile.  Well,  'tis  scarcely  characterised  by 
Danteeque  severity,  though  DANTE'S  illustrator — I  >< > in  — 
might  make  something  of  it.  Astonishing  sight !  Shall 
we  take  a  turn  round  the  tables  ? 

Second  Exile.  If  you  please— as  spectators  purely. 

First  Exile.  Oh,  of  course,  of  course. 


A  PROCLAMATION. 

OH  yes .'  oh  yes .'    Lost,  stolen,  or  strayed. 

A  Sun !    Like  a  schoolboy  the  wag  he  played, 

Or  got  drowned— in  the  rain.    Anyhow,  we  have 

missed  him. 

For  several  weeks  from  the  chilled  Solar  System. 
No  one  can  be  sure  how  or  when  he  sloped  from  it, 
Some  think  he  is  off  on  the  spree  with  the  Comet, 
But  no  one  can  certainly  tell  us  at  all, 
What,  has  become  of  our  mighty  red  ball ; 
Whether  a  "  spot  "-stroke  has  left  him  in  pocket, 
Or  whether  he 's  just  busted  up  like  a  rocket. 
Anyone  who  will  the  truant  restore 
Unto  this  disconsolate  planet  once  more, 
Shall  receive— well,  a  glad  invitation  to  lunch 
At  85,  Fleet  Street  I ! ! 

By  Order 

(Signed) 


AFTEK  all,"  said  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM,  "there 's  nothing 
ake  Sir  WALTER  SCOTT  for  novels.  I  think  his  Tallyman 
one  of  the  best  romances  I  ever  read." 


INGRATITUDE    AND    HYPOCRISY. 
Joiut  (brightening  up  in  spite  t>/  hinutlf).  "CouroirxD  THl  BILT  CAM  !    All 

WE  HXrgR  TO  HAVB  AN   END  OF   IT  I  " 

Brawn  (ditto).  "Van  !  IT'S  poamviLT  SICKENIKO  !" 

[Roth  read  all  about  it,  however,  to  the  exclusion  of  everything  site,  and  tali- 
about  nothing  else  all  day. 


MORE  LIGHT! 

SIR,— In  reply  to  the  carefully  considered  letter  of  your  correspondent. 
"  A  GBOPER  is  THE  DABK,"  dealing  with  the  respective  merit*  of  Uas  and 
Electricity  for  purposes  of  domestic  illumination,  and  strongly  advocating  the 
imploy  ment  of  the  latter  wherever  practicable.  I  can  only  say  that  my  expenrnoe 
las  led  me  to  a  very  different  conclusion.  My  oouatry-hooM  is  a  large  one, 
and  I  was  recently  induced  by  a  scientific  friend,  who  i*  largely  interested  in 
,he  success  of  a  recent  patent,  but  whose  judgment  in  the  matter  I  had  no  rt  ason 

0  doubt,  to  give  the  new  agent  a  fair  trial.    Contract!  were  speedily  entered 
nto  with  the  Dynamo- rotating  Duplex  Incandescent  Electric  Insulator  Company 
POLLIKOVF  System),  with  the  result  that,  at  a  cost  of  £7314  16*.  ."><<.,  my  pre- 
mises were  soon  supplied  with  the  requisite  number  of  lights,  of  190  candle- 
tower  each,  the  whole  being  fed  by  sixteen  powerful  dynamo-machines,  situated 
n  various  parts  of  the  building,  and  driven  by  a  three-hundred-hnrse-power 

central-engine,  attended  day  and  night  by  a  couple  of  stokers,  and  placed  in 

1  conspicuous  position  in  the  entrance-hall.    But  here  our  comforts  may  be  (aid 
o  have  ended. 

Though  I  have  BILKER'S  patent  Life  Saving  Switch  attached  to  every  burner, 
and  a  capital  appliance  by  which  the  current  can  be  diverted  at  a  moment's 
lotice,  no  less  than  three  friends  who  were  spending  the  Christmas  with  us, 
eceived  such  appalling  shocks  and  other  severe  injuries,  when  incautiously 
dmiring  the  extreme  ingenuity  of  the  apparatus  as  they  were  dressing  for  dinner, 
hat  I  have  since  heard  from  their  Solicitors  that  they  can  never  recover. 

Add  to  this,  that  the  continuous  shaking  of  the  engine  is  rapidly  bringing 
be  staircase  down,  and  that,  owing  to  the  red-heating  of  the  wires,  carefully 
ased  by  XKRIMJKR'S  process  in  the  wood-work  of  the  floors,  we  are  obliged  to 
elegraph  to  Bolsover  for  the  entire  tire  brigade  whenever  we  sit  down  more 
ban  six  to  dinner,  and  you  can  picture  the  sort  of  life  the  new  agent  is 
eading  us.  Only  the  other  day  my  wife's  uncle,  a  cheery  and  hale  old 
ountry  gentleman,  calling  to  wish  us  the  compliments  of  the  season,  sat  by 
mistake  on  a  small  Groove  battery,  and  went  out  of  tiis  mind ;  while  at  the 
resent  moment  I  am  being  charged  with  the  maintenance  of  a  coachman,  three 
utlers,  and  a  local  piano-tuner,  all  permanently  paralysed,  in  the  General  and 
/punty  Incurable  As> lum.  Under  the  circumstances  I  have  no  hesitation  in 
giving  my  preference  to  gas.  I  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  Servant, 

Shocktcell  Hall,  Hants.  W.  T.  SLCMBFR. 
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Bin,—  Tour  Correspondent,  "A  WAPPING  RECTOR,"  may  soon 
assure  himself  of  the  purity  of  the  gas  supplied  to  him  by  the  Com- 
pany to  which  he  refers.  Let  him  take  five  pounds  of  acetate  of 
barvtes,  a  peck  of  common  tar-ash,  three  ounces  of  hyperphosphate 
of  dynamite  (BOLT'S  is  the  best),  and  mix  the  whole  in  a  twenty- 
gallon  copper  over  a  brisk  coke-  fire,  taking  care  not  to  stir  too 
rapidly  for  fear  of  an  explosion.  When  the  mixture,  which  has  a 
peculiarly  pungent  and  unpleasant  smell,  comes  to  the  boil,  let  all 
the  furniture  of  the  room  to  he  tested,  which  has  previously  had  the 
door  fastened  securely  with  cobbler's-  wax,  be  thoroughly  saturated  : 
window-curtains,  blinds,  and  anti-macassars  being  hung  in  dripping 
condition.  Now  let  him  light  his  gas.  If  in  a  few  moments  the 
whole  of  his  drawing-room  suite  becomes  a  rich  streaky  mottled 
brown-black,  he  may  rest  assured  that  the  gas  is  pure.  This  is  an 
infallible  test.  I  anl)  sir,  yours,  &o. 


Sra,—  I  have  the  misfortune  to  rent  a  house  in  a  suburb,  the  supply 
of  gas  to  which  is  a  monopoly  in  the  hands  of  the  South-  Northern 
District  Light  and  Coal  Company.  1  have  not  been  in  residence 
three  months,  but  every  ceiling  in  my  house  is  coal-black,  while  the 
apology  for  light,  for  which  I  am  paying  at  the  rate  of  seven  shil- 
lings and  ninepence  per  thousand  cubic  feet,  is  furnished  me  in  the 
shape  of  a  dull,  yellow,  flickering,  mephitic  vapour  that  I  am  assured 
by  experts  is  slowly  poisoning  my  entire  household.  No  sooner  do 
•we  let  the  Company's  deadly  compound  loose  on  us  through  the 
meter  than  I  am  invariably  seized  with  acute  symptoms  of  apo- 
plectic coma,  terminating  in  a  fit,  that  is  only  relieved  when  I  am 
placed  horizontally  outside  my  own  drawing-room  balcony,  and  left 
there  for  hours  in  the  dark.  In  this  uncertain  weather,  such  an 
alternative  is  almost  intolerable,  and  I  appeal  to  your  powerful  pen 
to  help  me.  I  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

AN  ELECTRIC  SHAREHOLDER. 

SIR,—"  A  SCFFEREE"  is  quite  in  error  in  attributing  the  "beat- 
ing sensation  as  of  red-hot  hammers  on  the  temples  "  as  experienced 
by  himself  and  the  "  few  friends  "  who  dined  with  him  on  the  10th 
inst.,  to  the  quality  of  the  gas. 

Any  scientific  acquaintance  could  have  informed  him  that  common 
ooal-gas  in  combustion,  giving  off  freely'bi-snlphuret  of  carbon  and 
the  volatile  acids  in  high  solution,  would  naturally  produce  the 
sudden  copper-coloured  hue  he  noticed  in  the  complexion  of  his 
guests.  Such  a  phenomenon  is  perfectly  compatible  with  an  illumi- 
nating medium  that  may  be  regarded,  from  a  sanitary  point  of  view, 
as  quite  innocuous,  and  to  direct  public  attention  to  the  fact  merely 
shows  that  he  is  ignorant  of  the  very  first  principles  of  sound 
Chemical  Science.  The  alleged  violent  nightly  choking  of  the  baby 
on  the  nursery-floor  I  really  cannot  seriously  discuss.  The  merest 
novice  knows  that  hydro-carbonate  of  sulphur,  liberated  in  excess, 
will  induce  all  the  symptoms  of  violent  strangulation,  accompanied 
by  acute  asphyxia. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

THE  CHAIRMAN  OP  THE  IMPLICATED  COMPANY. 

Sra,  —  If  any  of  your  readers  has  still  a  doubt  as  to  the  immense 
superiority  of  electricity  over  gas  as  a  lighting  and  heating  agent, 
he  has  only  to  visit  my  premises  to  satisfy  himself  once  and  for  all 
on  the  subject.  For  years  I  have  been  trying  to  read  by  gaslight, 
in  a  deadly  stupor  ;  dull,  morose,  disheartened,  a  burthen  to  myself, 
and  an  intolerable  cause  of  discomfort  to  my  friends.  Last  month, 
however,  I  was  persuaded  to  give  the  new  light  a  trial.  The  change 
has  been  wonderful.  _  I  am  now  all  over  the  place.  I  skip  up  the 
stairs.  I  play  practical  jokes  on  the  tradesmen  who  call  for  orders 
at  the  adjacent  houses;  and  I  find  myself  sitting  up  the  whole 
night  in  the  wildest  spirits,  singing  comic  songs  out  of  the  first-floor 
window  till  the  police  positively  interfere.  Several  summonses  have 
already  been  taken  out  against  me.  In  fact,  I  am  an  altered  man. 
You  are  at  liberty  to  make  any  use  you  like  of  this  letter. 

Yours,  &c., 
AN  HONEST  ENTHUSIAST. 

SIR,  —  Having  used  gas  for  many  years  with  the  result  that  I  have 
for  some  time  past  been  practically  without  lungs,  I  last  month,  at 
the  advice  of  a  friend,  fell  back  upon  electricity.  I  now  have  no 
eyes,  and  am  confined  by  my  Doctor  to  reading  theatrical  posters 
through  red  spectacles,  and  these  only  by  moonlight.  As  far,  there- 
fore, as  the  merits  of  the  respective  illuminating  media  are  concerned, 
my  attitude  is  at  present  that  of  A  pATIENT  IKOTIKEE. 


•' 


VINDICATING  THE  LAW. 

THT.  far  too  numerous  Licensing  Authorities  who  are  entrusted 
with  the  Government  of  London  Amusements,  are  playing  a  not  very 
dignified  game  of  shuttlecock  with  Theatrical  property.  Their  object 
appears  to  be  to  toss  official  responsibility 
from  one  to  the  other,  so  that,  in  the 
event  of  any  catastrophe,  it  will  be  diffi- 
cult to  hang  the  I.OKD  CHAMBERLAIN,  the 
Chief  of  the  Police,  or  the  Chairman  of 
the  Board  of  Works.  The  Alcazar 
Theatre,  after  a  fight  of  several  weeks, 
has  been  closed  by  a  Bow-Street  Magis- 
trate, who  has  been  set  in  motion  by 
the  Home-Office.  The  Board  of  Works 
have  deliberated,  as  only  a  Board  can 
deliberate,  the  LORD  CHAMBERLAIN 
has  hesitated,  as  only  a  Lord  Cham- 
berlain, without  funds  to  prosecute, 
can  hesitate,  and  the  Police  have  politely  declined  to  use  the 
inthority  given  to  them  by  an  Act  of  Parliament.  The  "  disorderly 
house  "  has  at  last  been  closed,  but  not  before  a  public  scandal  has 
been  created  ;  and  a  number  of  people  are  thrown  out  of  employment 
who  ought  never  to  have  been  employed,  and  a  quantity  of  capital  is 
wasted  that  ought  never  to  have  been  expended.  How  long  are  we 
to  wait  for  a  Licensing  System  that  is  short,  sharp,  and  well- 
defined,  and  that  is  in  the  hands  of  one  man  who  knows  his  own 
mind,  respects  public-requirements,  and  has  some  knowledge  of 
Theatrical  business  ?  For  the  moment  Justice  is  asleep ! 


RIFLE  AND  I10BE. 


By  accounts  from  Vienna  we  learn  that  a  certain  Herr  MANNLTCHER 
has  invented  a  new  repeating-rifle  which  he  calls  a  "  Magazine  Gun." 
The  repetition  in  that  Magazine  appears  to  be  quite  a  terrible  kint! 
of  tautology. 


BACK  TO  THE  PLAY. 

WHEN  no  longer  you  're  a  rover  o'er  those  horrid  Straits  of  Dover, 
When  you've  settled  all  the  business  that's  gone  wrong  while 

you're  away 
On  your  wanderings  Continental,  when  you  've  paid  the  quarter's 

rental, 
You  bethink  yourself  of  seeing  what  they  're  doing  at  the  Play. 

The  Lyceum  has  a  "Benedick  that  draws  a  pretty  penny, 
The  accessories  are  splendid  as  accessories  can  be  ; 

While,  as  Beatrice,  Miss  TEUHT  we  call  fascinating  very, 
And  Miss  MCLLWARD  as  young  Hero  is  a  pleasant  sight  to  see. 

At  the  Haymarket  a  comedy  shows  BANCROFT  as  a  "  gommy," 
They  have  given  one  more  revival  of  the  Robertsonian  plays. 

Mrs.  B.  again  is  Polly,  so  hilarious  and  jolly, 
And  with  DAVID  JAMES  and  BROOKFIELD,  Caste  should  run  for 
many  days. 

There 's  CHARLES  READE  and  HENRY  PETTITT  bid  for  cheap  applause, 

and  get  it, 
For  the  '"Gods"  have  loved  sensation  since  the  Drama  s  earliest 

age ; 

Or  you  visit  the  Princess's,  where  the  pleased  spectator  blesses 
JONES  and  HERMAN  for  a  sound  play  that 's  a  credit  to  the  Stage. 

There 's  a  Pantomime  at  Drury  Lane,  late  full  of  sound  and  fury, 
And  'tis  pleasant  to  see  children  think  the  Play  so  sweet  a  boon ; 

At  the  Standard,  too,  and  Surrey  there  is  Pantomimic  hurry, 
With  the    old   time-honoured    "wheezes"   for  the  Clown   and 
Pantaloon. 

At  the  Globe  we  '11  hope  Jane  Eyre  a  most  decided  avit  rara, 
They  have  given  up  Great  ALFRRD  and  have  gone  to  Mister  WILLS  ; 

And  since  all  folks  knew  the  Poet  was  in  ne'er  a  sense  a  "  go."  it 
Seems  they '  ve  made  a  resolution  j  ust  in  time  to  change  their  bills. 

We  have  Impulse  at  St.  James's ;  where,  amid  the  playbill  names,  is 
That  of  HA.RE,  one  asks  in  wonder,  but  the  piece  is  very  fair, 

While  in  Comrades  COQHLAN'S  utter  firm  repose  sets  in  a  flutter, 
Many  hearts  within  the  theatre  that  borders  on  Sloane  Square. 

At  the  Gaiety  each  stanza  of  the  new  Extravaganza, 
Wins  much  laughter  and  folks  crowd  in  to  JOHN'S  histrionic  shop ; 

At  the  Vaudeville  The  Rivals  seems  the  best  of  all  revivals, 
And  you  see  in  Mrs.  CHIPPENDALE  an  able  Malaprop. 

The  Criterion  Miss  Betsy  well  deserves  the  cheers  she  gets  ;  I 
Can  advise  the  Op'ra  Comique  and  the  troupe  of  LILA  CLAY  ; 

So  the  list  might  be  extended,  but  'tis  time  our  verse  was  ended, 
Choose  your  piece  and  call  a  Hansom,  and  then  roll  off  to  the  Play ! 


MEM.  ON  "MEMORIALS." — They  who  have  done  anything  that  will 
perpetuate  their  memories  don't  want  any ;  and  they  that  have  done 
nothing  oughtn't  to  have  any. 


TO  CORBESPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  nnle««  accompanied 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelope  or  Cover.      Copies  of  MS.  should  be  kept  by  the  Senders. 
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an  idler, 
glutton. 


FEBBUABY  1. 

Having:  a  (rood 
natural  genius, 
and  a  heart  not 
unkindly,  he  hud 
used  these  quali- 
ties in  such  an 
admirable  man- 
ner as  to  be  at 
twenty  utterly 
ruined  in  purss 
and  principle — 
a  spendthrift,  and  a 

FEBBUABY  28. 


FEBBUABT  2. 

A  Scotch  anob — 
than  which  the  world 
contains  no  more 
offensive  creature. 

FKBBUAB.T  27. 


FKBBUABT  3. 

He  it  wild 
and  unsettled, 
and  I  fear  he  is 
Ruing  to  the 
bad  a  little. 

FEBBUABT  26. 


FKBKUAKT  4. 

Forthu  was 
all  that  was 
left  after  more 
than  seventy 
year*  of  tun- 
n  i  n  (f ,  and 
struggling, 
and  drinking, 
and  tcli' 
and  sin  and 
selfishness—  a 
whimpering  old  idiot  pat  in  and 
out  of  bed,  and  cleaned  and  fed 
like  a  baby. 

FKBBUART  25. 


FEBBUABT  5. 

About  your 
most  common 
piece  of  hypo- 
crisy, how  men 
will  blush  and 
bungle :  —  how 
easily,  how 
graoefully.how 
consummately, 
women  will 
perform  it. 

FBBBUABY  24. 


FKBBUABT  6. 

Somewhat  of  a 
and  not  a 
ittle  pompous  and 
wearisome  with  his 
Latin  quotations. 

FEBBUABT  23. 


FEBBUABT  7. 

Dashder  old 
fool  never  lived ! 
A  dashed  old 
psalm  -  singing, 
blundering  old 
woman. 

FEBIUABT  22. 


FKBBUABT  8. 

That  (elfish 
humbug.  that 
low-bred  oook- 
ney  dandy,  that 
padded  Doohy, 
who  had  neither 
wit,  nor  man- 
ners, nor  heart. 


C*k> 

FEBIUART  21. 


FEB.  10. 

She  had  her 
faults,  and 
many  of  'em. 


FEBBUABT  9. 

He  was  a  coarse  man  from  the 
Stock  Exchange,  where  they  love 
all  sorts  of  practical  jokes. 

FKBBUABT  20. 


FEB.  11. 

A  good  fel- 
low, but  a 
vulgar  fel- 
low; and  his 
wife  —  his 
wife  exactly 
suits  him. 


FKBBUABT  ID. 


FEBBCABT  18. 


FEBBUABT  12. 

What  will  a  man  not  do  when 
frantic  with  love  P  To  what  base- 
will  he  not  demean  himself  P 

FEBRCAKT  17. 


FEBBUABT  13. 
It  is  manifest 
thatbrowneyes 
•will  remain 
brown  eyes  to 
the  end,  and 
that,  haying  no 
other  interest 
but  music  or 
geology,  her 
conversation  on 
those  points 
may  grow  more  than  sufficient. 


FEBBUABT  14. 

You  eilly  old  creature ;  you  are 
good-natured,    but   you   are   in 
.  yi'iir  dotage. 

FEBBUABT  15. 

Oh,  for  shame !  Oh,  for  shame ! 
Go  home,  thou  idle  tippler  1 

FEBBUABT  29. 
Leap  Year. 


FIBHUAXT  16. 

Her  figure  wa» 
rather  of  the 
fattest,  and  her 
mouth  of  the 
widnt ;  she  waa 
freckled  over  like 

a  partridge's  egg. 
and  her  hair  was 
the  colour  of  a 
certain  vegetable 
which  we  eat 

with   boiled    beef,   to    use    the 

mildest  term. 


The  French.  Claim  to  "  Control." 

FRENCH:  journalists  and  politicians  express  great  indignation  at 
the  refusal  of  the  British  Government  to  re-establish  the  Dual 
Control  in  Egypt.  In  the  meanwhile  it  seems  likely  to  become  an 
European  queslion,  with  regard  to  a  country  existing  with  a  Govern- 
ment and  a  Legislature  at  sixea-and-sevens,  in  a  condition  of  continu- 
ally recurring  revolution,  what  sort  of  control— dual,  single,  or 
plural — it  may  be  possible  to  place  France  under  P 


SciENirFic  AND  LITERAKY.— Can  a  treatise  on  optics  be  considered 
"  light  reading  ?" 

APPROPRIATE.— It  is  suggested  that  the  electric  pen  should  be 
called  "  The  pen  of  the  ready  RF.UTFE  !  " 


I,  I,  Sir ! 

(A  Niv>  Adaptation  of  Vtry  Old  Doygtril) 

THERE  was  a  Social  Journalist  who  thonght  that  he  'd  be  wise, 

He  went  through  his  "  smart  article,"  and  scratched  out  all  hi* 

"I's." 

But  when  he  saw  his  "  I's  "  were  out,  this  eeotitt  so  vain, 
Went  straight  through  that  "  smart  article,"  and  scratched  them  in 

again. 

WHEN  Mrs.  RAJISBOTHAU  was  told  about  the  frightful  increase  of 
intemperance  amongst  the  lower  orders  (no  one  told  her  anything 
about  the  upper  claseesV  she  said  it  remindtd  her  of  the  uld  provcib, 
"  Distilled  waters  run  deep." 
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TWO    QUEENS    OF    BEAUTY. APHRODITE-ALEXANDRA. 


YJ.NCS  loquitur : — 

As  Queen  to  tiueen — of  Beauty,  I  am  come, 
Heart-Sovereign  of  your  northern  island  home. 
Lipped,  like  my  1'aphos,  by  the  whitening  foam. 

Thanks-bearer  to  that  (rentle  royal  heart. 

Which  knows  right  well  that  Beauty's  better  part 

Is  still  to  deal  the  balm,  not  wing  the  dart. 

Thanks-bearer !    'Tis  an  office  gladly  borne 
By  her  who  ruled  in  the  earth's  radiant  morn, 
Which  she  who  ruleth  now  need  scarcely  scorn. 
Lady,  you  've  bettered  LESBIA.    All  her  crying 
Could  not  apain  set  one  dead  sparrow  flying, 
Your  word  shall  save  a  myriad  birds  from  dying. 


The  "  Tournaments'of  Doves  "  have  shamed  your  isle, 
And  isle-born  Venus  thanks  you  without  guile, 
Who  will  not  crown  stick  lists ;with  your  bright  smile. 

Let  them  their  Queen  of  Beauty  rather  seek 

Mid  such  hard  dames  as  sat,  with  nnblanched  cheek, 

What  time  Rome's  lists  with  guiltless  blood  would  retk. 

My  favourite  birds  in  red-flecked  heaps  they  lay, — 
Your  English  chivalry !    Brave  quarry,  they, — 
"  Butchered  to  make  a  British  holiday." 

Not  in  you-  sight !    The  grave  rebuke  is  just. 
Let  Sport— and  lucre— sway  them,  if  they  must, 
To  wanton  slaughter.    Yet  not  long,  I  trust. 
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The  Queen  of  Beauty's  frown  must  thin  their  ranks, 
Check  Sport's  hard  greed,  and  Fashion's  heartless  pranks 
And  Venus— and  her  doves — tender  you  thanks. 


EXPELLED  PRETENDERS. 

Tht  Orleans  at  Twickenham.  Back  again,  but  it  isn'i 
exile  to  us ;  and,  at  any  rate,  we  have  those  restore* 
millions  in  our  pockets.  It  was  rather  a  nuisance  to  give 
np  Paris  in  the  winter  season,  and  not  see  an  Opera  ball, 
and  the  Princesses  would  have  liked  to  have  had  the 
vrimeur  of  the  Spring  bonnets.  But,  after  all,  Twicken- 
ham in  winter  mud  is  not  unutterably  worse  than 
Chantilly,  and  there  are  beginning  to  be  really  pre- 
sentable bonnets  even  in  London.  Besides,  as  my  faithful 
BOSCH  ET  points  out,  we  are  far  better  situated  here  for 
conspiring,  since  they  will  have  it  that  we  are  conspira- 
tors. No  more  military  duties  to  occupy  us ;  no  more 
worldly  duties  and  pleasures  to  divert  us  from  politics  ; 
no  more  idea  of  duty  to  the  Government  we  serve  (and 
there  are  Princes  who  have  the  idea,  whatever  ROCHE- 
PORT,  who  was  once  Orleanist,  may  say) ;  we  shall  have 
all  our  time  and  all  our  money  to  spend  in  undermining 
the  Republic.  And  having  sent  them  into  safety,  that 
clever  Republic  can't  catch  the  underminers. 

The  Legitimists  at  Gratz,  or  Frohtdorff.  The  idea  ol 
exiling  us !  Why,  we  have  never  been  anything  else 
save  exiles  all  through  our  illustrious  lives  !  But  now, 
thanks  to  the  aureola  of  martyrdom  officially  bestowed, 
there  is  really  a  chance  of  our  going  back.  For  the 
beautiful  new  law  doesn't  exile  the  servants — it  only 
expels  the  responsible  heads ;  and  the  further  the  respon- 
sible heads  are  from  the  centre  of  operations,  the  less 
likely  they  are  to  lose  them,  and  the  more  likely  to  have 
them  crowned.  Have  sent  orders,  in  consequence,  to 
CHAKKTTE.  He  can  go  a-head  as  soon  as  he  likes  now. 
We  are  out  of  danger,  and  the  Breton  loyalists  can't 
complain  that  we  are  afraid  to  come  amongst  them.  The 
Republic  has  denied  us  that  sovereign  glory:  and  if  it 
would  only  prohibit  us  sending  cheques  and  Post-Office 
orders  to  devoted  but  impecunious  supporters  in  France, 
we  might  manage  one  of  the  cheapest  and  safest  Restora- 
tions yet  on  record. 

The  Sonapartei  at  Montaclieri.  Out  of  prison,  at  any 
rate,  and  now  we  can  employ  our  native  Italian  cunning 
in  our  native  Italian  clime.  It  was  difficult  to  keep  a 
siilun  about  us  in  France,  what  with  that  horrid  CASSAGNAC 
and  VICTOR,  who  won't  rush  into  the  paternal  arms  with 
anything  like  enthusiasm.  Now,  we  can  conquer  an  ally 
— and  an  ally  who  wouldn't  at  all  mind  doing  something 
disagreeable  to  France  ;  and  I  begin  to  think  that  bring- 
ing a  Bonaparte  back  would  strike  France  as  rather 
disagreeable.  Don't  seem  to  be  rising  at  all  to  the  Lfgtnde 
Napnleonienne  as  annotated  by  JEROME.  So,  am  beginning 
to  sound  brother-in-law  HUMBERT  with  regard  to  a  loan 
and  army,  and  if  he  makes  it  a  condition  that  we  are 
reconciled  with  CLOTILDE— well,  we'll  even  go  that  far — 
until  we  can  get  as  far  as  Paris. 


A  LETTER  TO  THE  EDITOR. 

(More  Real  than  Ideal.) 
Mr  DEAR  SIR, 

WE  intend  holding  a  Fancy   Bazaar  here  on 
tfaroh  19th,  for  the  purpose  of  obtaining  funds  towards 
rhe  restoration  of  the  church-tower.    1  am  not  aware 
whether  you  have  ever  visited  our  town,  but  if  so,  you 
must  remember  the  church.    It  is  a  square  building, 
f  brick,  with  large  and  spacious  galleries,  and  is  reve- 
rently whitewashed  every  year— indeed,  it  is  a  perfect 
ipecimen  of  Georgian  architecture.    Now,  success  would 
>e  assured  if  you  would  send  down  a  Reporter  and  an 
Irtist  to  describe  and   sketch  our  meritorious  efforts. 
Would  that  my  husband's  house  were  capable  of  enter- 
aining  them,  but  it  is  very  small.    However,  I  am  told 
'here  is  very  fair  accommodation  for  those  who  do  not 
mind  roughing    it,  at  the   "  Railway   Arms."      Please 
ay  "  Yes."    And  any  subscriptions  you  would  like  to 
orward,  will  be  thankfully  received  by 

Yours  sincerely, 

The  Vicarage,  Ponty-Clumchw,      L^TITIA  BEGIN. 
North  Wales. 


HEARD    IN    MID-ATLANTIC. 

The  Bishop  (tevertly).  "  WBM  /  WA«  TOUR  AO«,  MT  TOUKO  FKIIHD,  rr  WA« 
NOT  OONHIIUKKII  Goon  MANNERS  FOR  LITTLE  BOTH  TO  JOIN  IN  THB  COMTEBIA- 
TIOK  OF  GROWN-UP  PIOPLK,  UJCIKIS  TBIT  WIRE  INVITED  10  DO  w>." 

Small  American.    "  GUEM   THAT    WA»   SEVENTY    OR    EIGHTY    TEAM   AOO. 

WE  'VB  CHANGED  AIL  THAT,   TOU   BET  !  " 


NOT  DEAD  YET ! 

HOORAT  !    English  cricket  is  still  "  all  alive  oh !  " 

We  thank  you  for  proving  that  same,  Captain  Ivo ! 

Played  out  ?    Many  prigs  to  that  tune,  1  confess,  lie ; 

But,  faith,  you  'd  convict  'em  of  "  bangs,"  dohing  LESUK. 

Or,  if  you  should  want  farther  proof,  why  1  '11  trouble  you, 

A  clearer  to  read  than  READ,  W.  W. 

The  opposite  quite  will  be  shown,  "  clear  as  mud," 

If  you  '11  study  the  deeds  of  the  two  brothers  STUDD. 

And  what  jolly  duffers  the  croakers  will  feel, 

When  they  tot  up  your  tidy  analysis,  STEM., 

Ah,  bah !    They  will  turn,  in  a  very  short  while,  coat, 

At  sieht  of  the  right  slashing  scoring  of  TYLFCOTK, 

And  drop  the  ass-hoof  that  old  England  would  spurn,  on 

Perusing  the  record  of  resolute  VHRNOH. 

Not  in  it  ?    Get  out  with  your  Smelfungna  yarns. 

There 's  lots  of  sound  "  thrashing  "  yet  left  in  our  BARNES  ; 

And  though  he  mayn't  slog  'em  from  Cookham  to  Marlow, 

Like  BOSHOR  or  THORNTON,  there 's  "  stay  "  in  our  BAKLOW  ; 

Whilst  better  than  casual  sixes  or  eights 

Are  the  steadily-piled  threes  and  fours  of  smart  BATE*  ; 

And  though,  like  his  Captain,  he 's  been  a  bit  poorly, 

Australians  will  oft  cut  their  "  (ticks  "  before  MORLET. 

Here 's  his  jolly  good  health !  health  and  luck  to  the  lot  of  '«m ! 

And  as  for  the  croakers  who  talked  so  much  "  rot "  of  'em 

When  down  on  their  luck,  but  are  now  mute  as  fishes, 

The  team  can  dispense  with  their  doubtful  good  wishes. 

The  Captain  might  boast,  Ivo  BLIOH,  "I've  obliged  'em 

To  '  shut,'  and,  as  Sairey  would  say,  have  '  snrpriged"  em." 

You  have,  Sir,  and  we  to  your  pluck,  grace,  and  skill  owe 

That  we  o'er  "  the  Willow  "  no  more  need  ting  "  Willow !  " 


How  TO  TREAT  ROUGH  DIAMONDS.— Cut  them! 
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A    RISING    JUNIOR. 

Old  Lady  (at  the  Law  Courts).  "  COULD  YOU  KINDLY  DIRECT  ME,  SIB,  TO— 
Young  Srieflas.    "  MY  DEAR  MADAM,   I  'M  A  PERFECT  STRANOER  MYBELF- 

DON'T  THINK   1  'VB  BEEN   IN  A  COURT  FOR  THE  LAST  TWENTY  Yj?ARS  !  " 


GUSTAVE    DORE. 

A  WOHLD  of  wild  invention  suddenly 

Struck  from  the  golden  galaxy  of  Art ! 
There  Titan  phantasy  toiled  at  tasks  to  try, 

A  Briareus  of  dreams.     To  plumb  and  chart, 
Those  gulfs  of  vUion  grandiose  and  grim, 

Were  work  beyond  the  timid  souls  who  coast 
Safe  shores  of  commonplace,  whom  wizard  WHIM, 

Lured  never  to  wild  water-wastes ;  whose  boast, 
Is  go-cart  loyalty  to  the  dull  round 

Of  their  pedestrian  plodder,  misnamed  Truth, — 
The  meagre  marionette  in  whom  ia  found, 

Nor  manhood's  fiery  force  nor  grace  of  youth. 
DORE  is  dead  !     Scarce  early,  for  the  days 

Of  the  creator  are  not  measured  quite 
By  custom's  clock  ;  yet  all  too  soon  the  rays  _ 

Fade  from  his  world,  where  almost  every  light, 
Save  the  slow-growing  gleam  of  Beauty,  shone. 

Duller  at  least  our  world  that  his  wild  world  is  gone. 


"  O  Freedom,  what  Strange   Things  are  done 
in  thy  Name  !  " 

THE  Needlemakers'  Company  have  presented  the  free- 
dom of  their  Guild  to  the  Duke  of  TECK,  ia  recognition 
of  "  the  important  services  he  rendered  during  the 
Egyptian  War."  Very  nice  of  the  Needlemakers,  of 
course,  but— where  is  the  connection  ?  It  is  to  be  hoped 
the  Company's  needles  have  more  point  than  their  com- 
pliments. If  they  had  presented  the  Duke  with  a 
CLEOPATBA'S  Needle,  now,  fancy  might  have  found  some 
meaning  in  the  gift.  As  it  is,  it  seems  about  as  appro- 
priate— and  doubtless  as  welcome — as  presenting  a  de- 
serving postman  with  a  packet  of  pins. 


Cold  Comfort. 

WHAT  !    Out  in  the  cold  ?    Clever  GOSCHEN  ?    Not  he  I 
He 's  simply  "  dissembling  his  love  "  is  J.  G. 
But  W.  G.,  plagued  'twixt  TKWFIK  and  DILLON, 
Would  like  something  warmer  than  love  with  1  he  chill  on. 
He  'd  not  kick  'em  down-stairs,  his  dear  friends,  yet  they 

doubt ; 

Though  not  "out  in  the  cold,"  he  appears  "cold  with- 
out." 


ART  TOO  MUCH  AT  HOME. 

"  If  friends  and  visitors  are  not  entitled  to  the  diversion  of  tracing  the  cha- 
racter of  their  hunts  in  the  tables  and  sofa*  they  have  lived  up  to  and  beyond, 
at  least  to  themselves  nothing  can  be  more  instructive  than  the  sermons 
which  discarded  goods  mutter  from  their  melancholy  lumber-room." — 
Morning  faper. 

SCENE— Interior  of  JSr.and  Mrs.  PLASTAGENET  DK  SMTTHE'S  pala- 
tial drawing-room  in  their  magnificent  Mansion  at  South  Ken- 
tington.  A  party  of  Visitors  have  been  just  ushered  in  by  a 
powdered  footman,  and  are  waiting  the  appearance  of  their  host 
and  hottest. 

Ladyde  Snookyns  (seating  herself  in  an  arm-chair).  Quite  new 
people  these,  but  your  father  insisted  that  we  should  call  upon  them, 
my  dears.  Papa  said  that  he  believed  Mr.  DP,  SMYTHE  had  some 
property  in  our  part  of  the  country,  and  that  it  was  best  to  conciliaie 
all  possible  constii  ueuts.  So,  let  us  take  stock  of  them  before  they 
come  down.  So  begin,  dears,  at  once,  your  tour  of  inspection. 

Miss  de  Snovkyns.  Oh,  Mamma,  here  ia  a  photograph  of  Eton 
College ! 

Lady  de  Snookyns.  Evidently  sent  a  con  there ! 

Mits  Mary.  And  a  coat-of-arms  of  Lincolu's-Inn. 

Lady  de  Snoakyns.  Got  a  b»y  at  the  Bar. 

Miss  Hlnnche.  And,  oh.  Mamma,  dear,  here  is  such  a  sweet 
picture  of  the  late  Archbishop. 

Lady  i/e  Xnuukyns.  Another  eon  in  the  Church. 

Mir,s  Emily.  And  look,  Mamma,  here  is  a  picture  of  a  charge  of 
cavalry. 

Lady  de  Snookyns.  A  lad  in  the  Army.  Dear  me !  They  seem  to 
be  rartial  to  the  professions !  A  bad  sign ! 

Mi,s  de  Snookyns.  And,  Mamma,  such  a  beautiful  Japanese 
sci*G(*n  I 

Lady  de  Snookyns.  Rather  new!    Hem!    Must  have  taken  the 
house  ready  iurniehed  for  them  ! 
Miss  Emily.  And  look  at  this  strange-shaped  sofa ! 


Lady  de  Snookyns.  New  in  Oxford  Street,  but  old  in  Spain  I  They 
have  evidently  never  travelled  abroad  ! 

Miss  Blanche.  And  oh,  Mamma,  isn't  this  sweet  ?  Such  a  lovely 
hot-house  rose  1 

Lady  de  Snookyns.  In  an  inappropriate  flower-pot  I  Don't  know 
any  clever  people !  An  Artist  would  have  pointed  out  the  mistake  I 
Dear  me,  they  must  be  absolutely  out  of  any  sort  of  society  I  I  think 
your  father  might  have  spared  us  this  infliction. 

Mil*  Emily.  And  here  is  a  menu  of  their  last  dinner. 

Lady  de  Snookyns  (glancing  at  it).  Three  brown  entrees  one  after 
the  other !  The  husband  (who  probably  has  been  accustomed  in  early 
life  to  Irish  stew)  evidently  thinks  he  knows  how  to  order  a  dinner, 
and  has  a  weak-minded  French  cook  !  Worse  and  worse ! 

Mist  de  Snookyns  (opening  a  cupboard).  And,  oh,  Mamma,  dear, 
what  is  this  strange  thing  ? 

Lady  de  Snookyns.  A  scoop  used  for  tasting  cheese.  (Aside.)  Just 
like  one  my  poor  grandfather  used  to  have  into  shop!  (Aloud.) 
Oh,  my  dears,  my  dears,  we  must  get  away  as  quickly  as  possible  I 
The  parent  of  either  Mr.  or  Mrs.  BE  SMYTHE  must  have  been  a  retail 
butter-man ! 

[General  exclamation  of  horror  and  hurried  preparation  for 
departure. 

Powdered  Footman  (throwing  open  doors).  Mr.  and  Mrs.  PLAN- 
TAGENET  DB  SMYTHE  1  [Cordial greetings  and  Curtain. 


MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  has  written  to  her  nephew  at  Trinity  Hall  to 
ask  him  to  send  her  some  of  the  Cambridge  Tripos,  which  she 
understands  is  quite  as  good  in  its  way  as  the  Cambridge  sausages. 


NEW  READING. — (By  one  whose  hair  has  gone  prematurely  grey). — 
Whom  the  gods  don't  love  dye  young ! 


NEW  NAME  FOB  A  WEALTHT  HT/SBASD. — A  cheque-mate. 


FEBRUARY  3,  1883.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


HOW   BULL-APIS   WENT  TIP   AGAINST  TEL-EL-KEBIR. 
FRAGMENTS  or  AN  EPIC  op  MODERN  EOTPT. 

Communicated  by  the  Shade  of  the  Poet  PINTAOUR,  aforetime  Epical,  Poet- Laureate, 
Lyric  Chronicler,  and  Rhythmical  War  Correspondent  to  KAMI*  EM  II. 

Kwo  BULL-APIS  marched  to  the  eastward,  to  the  border*  of  Nilns  he  came  ; 
He  marched  with  his  six-foot  sword- wielders,  his  tubes  that  could  thunder  forth 

name, 
With  the  troops  of  his  pocket-SgsosTHis,  which  same  was  a  friendly  nickname. 

But  ere  he  was  come  to  the  river,  the  SLY  ONE  of  Egypt  arose, 

From  the  wilds,  and  the  slums,  and  the  prisons  he  summoned  BULL-APIS'S  foe* 


HP. 


They  (fathered  as  frogs  in  the  marshes,  they  all  at  Tel-el-Kebir  lay, 
In  anticipation  of  looting,  in  prospect  of  increase  of  pay. 

King  BULL-APIS  heard,  and  he  armed  him,  like  MKNTU  he  rose  in  his  might, 

He  buckled  hia  belt  for  the  battle,  he  buttoned  his  boots  for  the  fight, 

And  swift  from  the  stalls  in  the  rearward,  from  the  stables  of  BOLL- APIS  came, 

His  steeds  that  were  mighty  to  bear  him,  the  stout  Sixteen-Stunners  their  name; 

The  Pad-hes,  the  Sand-hes,  the  Jon-hes,  he  gathered  them  all  for  the  war, 

With  the  Azure-Shirts,  sons  of  the  sea-god,  the  guns,  and  the  iron-sheathed  car. 

But  the  suns  of  A-BA-BI  by  hundreds  were  ranged  in  his  road,  and  there  lay 

The  hordes  of  the  SLY  ONE  of  Egypt  as  a  bar  in  Bcix-Apis's  way. 

Of  the  tribes  of  the  Franks  none  appeared,  and  the  rest  of  the  nations  stood  far ; 

But  the  tag-raggy  troops  of  the  SLT  ONE  stood  there  ready  ranged  for  the  war. 

Was  there  one  of  the  battle-ranks  with  him  P    Of  the  Captain*  and  host*  was 

there  cue  P 
Nay,  but  they  held  far  from  the  battle ;  King  BULL- APIS  stood  there  alone. 

Then  BULL- APIS  cried  to  GRANDOLMAW,  "  Look  here  I    Shall  I,  tolut,  go  on  ? 
Wherein  have  I  erred,  O  GRANDOLMAN  P    This  deed  at  thy  word  have  I  done. 
The  laws  of  thy  mouth  I  transgressed  not,  nor  went  from  thy  counsel*  astray. 
The  straight-tip  from  thee  have  I  watted,  1  've  patiently  walked  in  thy  way. 
And  now  underfoot  by  these  Fellahs  shall  sturdy  BULL-APIS  be  trod  ? 
Thy  tongue,  0  GRANDOLMAN,  can  square  it,  or  it  were  remarkably  odd. 
Behold,  it  is  thou  that  hast  done  it.    I  blame  not  thy  counsels,  1  cry, — 
ve  the  word,  and  I  'm  game  for  the  tussle."    G  KAN  DOLMAN  he  winked  with 

his  eye. 

fie  cried,  "  I  'm  GRANDOLMAN,  as  ever,  a  peace-loving  party,  my  »on  ; 
But  at  present  I  'm  right  on  the  war-path,  like  RA,  the  Victorious  One, 
My  heart  is  afire  a  la  Jin-go,  I  stretch  forth  my  hands  to  the  fray. 
Your  warriors,  BULL- APIS,  are  ready,  I  'm  ditto.    So  go  it  1  I  say." 

3e  spake,  and  his  word  was  accomplished.  BULL-APIS  shot  forth  to  the  fight, 
And  before  you  could  say  "  periwinkle,"  he  charged,  and  the  foe  was  in  flight, 

ind  there  stood  the  SLY  ONE  of  Egypt,  but  not  very  long  there  stood  he, 

Beholdine  the  rush  of  BULL-APIS  right  promptly  he  turned  him  to  flee. 

ind  the  King  was  alono.    Then  he  halted  his  bravest,  and  cried,  "  That  is  done ! 
It  was  hot  while  it  lasted,  my  heroes,  but  this  is  the  end  of  the  fun." 
*  *  •  •  *  • 

Then  the  boss  of  that  show,  even  TOOTH-PICK,  he  plucked  up  his  courage  and 

said, 

'  This  is  what  I  call  real  good  '  biz.'    For  A-BA-BI,  0,  off  with  his  head  I  " 
But  BULL-APIS  cried  to  him,  "  Steady,  0,  steady,  my  loud  Chanticleer ! 
[  must  have  my  trade-ways  unblocked,  but  gocd  Fellahs  from  me  need  not  fear, 
ting  BULL- APIS  fights  not  for  booty ;  he  means  only  kindness  and  good : 
ind— well,  you  just  ask  my  GRANDOLMAN  if  I  have  a  thirsting  for  blood. 
lhe  nations  who  left  me  to  do  it,  now  seem  in  no  end  of  a  state  ; 
But— I  mean  to  clear  out,  I  assure  you,— as  soon  as  I  've  set  things  all  straight." 
****••• 

Jind  now  when  the  horsemen  and  footmen,  the  stout  Sixteen-Stunners,  and  he, 
Lhe  pooket-SESosTBis,  right  hand  of  BULL-APIS,  had  come  o'er  the  sea. 
They  were  praised  e'en  as  MENTU  the  Mighty,  the  sword  unresisted  of  RA, 
With  banquet,  and  bunting,  and  buncombe,  great  honour,  and  sounding  Huzza ! 


The  nation*  teemed  flummoxed  and  doubtful ;  they  Mid. 

Tu  BULL-APIS'*  .tyle ; 
He  marches  to  fight  with  a  hymn-book,  he  collars  a  land 

with  a  smfle." 
GRAICDOLMAN,  the  tongue-«wift  protected,  and  PCTD, 

the  silken-pawed,  purred, 
BULL-APIS  was  great  in  the  battle,  but  peace  and 

plain-dealing  preferred." 
Sware  they,   "He  mean*  making  thing*  pleasant   all 

round,  now  he  's  crumpled  hi*  foe*." 
And,  in  ideographical  Coptic,  the  nation*  responded,  with 

close 
Of  dextral  orbicular  muscle,  and  digit*  prwwd  eloee  to 

the  nose. 

PRIVATE  BILLS  AND  PROJECTS. 

THE  Society  for  the  Preservation  of  Common*  and 
Open  Spaces  is  doubtless  awake  to  the  fact  that  the 
Railway  Bill*  of  the  imminent  Session  threaten  to  Iwul 
to  the  absorption  of  more  than  420  acre*  of  furect  and 
common  -  land.  In  par- 
ticular, the  New  Forest  is 
menaced  by  competing 
lines  to  Bournemouth, 
each  of  which,  perhaps, 
may,  however,  happily 
succeed  in  defeating  the 
other.  Epping  Forest  i* 
also  endangered  by  the 
projected  line  from  Ching- 
ford  to  High  Beach.  A 
plague  of  both  your  lines ! 
And  surely  the  latter 
scheme  should  be  opposed 
t>y  the  Corporation  of 
London.  Or  is  it  that  the 
proposed  route  i*  to  be 
nade  to  please  some  silly 
Liveryman  P 

The  suburb*  of  London,  already  spoiled  by  Railways, 
are  destined,  if  certain  PriraU  Bill*  pas*,  to  won* 
despoilment  by  Tramway*.  It  i*  actually  proposed  to 
'orce  a  Tramway  through  Kensington  I  That  effected, 
he  next  progressive  improvement  probably  will  be  a 
Tramway  to  traverse  Kensington  Gardens. 

"  Facility  of  access  "  is  a  valuable  consideration  cer- 
tainly ;  but  what  if  the  means  of  aceen  to  any  given 
jlace  make  that  place  not  worth  going  to  P  What  will 
>e  the  good  of  getting  eatily  and  cheaply  to  the  New 
forest  and  Epping  Forest,  if  Epping  Forest  and  the  New 
forest  shall  have  been  cut  up  and  ruintd  P  And  will 
not  increased  "facilities  of  access"  to  the  suburb* 
convert  such  suburbs  into  alum*  still  worte  than  thoM 
they  have  been  turned  into  a*  it  is,  and  render  them 
still  less  worth  being  resorted  to  for  refreshment  and 
recreation  than  they  have  now  become  P 

Opposition  to  intrusive  inroad*  and  encroachment*  on 
>eace  and  quiet,  beauty  and  repose,  i*  scoffed  at  a* 
'sentimental."  As  if  the  promotion  of  sordid  and 
larbarous  joint-stock  speculation*  were  prompted  by  any 
wiser  motive.  A*  though  a  sentiment  were  something 
ess  rational  than  a  propensity,  and,  in  particular, 
deality  were  more  stupid  than  Acquisitiveness. 

Utility  must  always,  of  course,  be  the  first  considera- 
ion — for  speculators  who  simply  want  to  invest  money 
o  advantage.  But  shouldn't  it  be  considered  that  the 
nd  of  unlimited  utilisation  for  the  sake  of  profit  mutt 
lecessarily  be  that  everything  that  is  lovely  and  make* 
ife  worth  living  will,  at  the  pace  utilisation  is  proceed- 
ing, be  ultimately  used  up  P 


A  BUljr  LiTeryman. 


Taking  Another  Glass. 

'To  see  ourselves  as  others  see  us,"  there  is  nothing 
ike  looking  into  the  criticisms  of  the  intelligent 
oreigner.  Such  an  one.  Dr.  J.  SCRERR  by  name,  has 
>een  criticising  English  literature.  He  tells  us, 
mongst  other  remarkable  things,  that  BYRON'*  Myrrha 
s  "not  inferior  to  any  female  character  of  SHAK- 
PEARE  "  !  Dr.  SCHERR  himself  is  manifestly  not  only 
'not  inferior,"  he  actually  rises  superior  to  Nature's 
avourite  child.  SHAKSPRARE  held  the  Mirror  up  to 
Vature;  but  Dr.  SCHERR  holds  the  Myrrha  up  to 

"iHAKSPEARK. 
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AWKWARD    STYLE    OF    COMPLIMENT. 

Jones.    "JUST  SEEN  TOUR   CHILDREN,    MRS.    QCTIVERFUL.      WHAT  LITTLE   DARLINGS  THEY  ARE  I      QUITS  A   NB8T   OF  GOLDEN   EOGB  !  " 

[Mrs.  Q.  is  wondering  whether  Jones  means  to  insinuate  that  she  's  a  Goose  ! 


DIARY  OF  THE  PREMIER  ABROAD. 

Chateau  Scott,  Cannet,  Saturday. — Here  I  am  at  last,  and  rather 
tired  after  journey.  "  Complete  mental  and  physical  repose," 
ANDREW  CLARKE  said.  Well,  it 's  a  blessing  to  be  coddled  some- 
times. Feel  as  if  I  should  like  to  live  here  for  ever.  Delightful 
surroundings.  Olive-groves,  oranges,  aloes,  myrtles,  and  palms. 
If  I  felt  stronger,  should  wire  to  TENNYSON  that  here  I  am  among 
the  "  palms  and  temples  of  the  South,"  but  perhaps  had  better  keep 
quiet.  Hope  I  shan't  be  bothered  by  seeing  people.  Hope  CARD- 
WELL  and  CHTLDERS  won't  call.  If  RANDOLPH  CHURCHILL  comes 
down  here  for  his  health,  1  shall  have  to  leave  for  mine. 

Monday. — Better  already.  Air  like  nectar.  Who  is  it  who  says 
that  "  blue  isles  and  snowy  mountains  wear  The  purple  noon's 
transparent  light "  '(  Think  it 's  SHELLET.  Don't  approve  of  SHEL- 
LEY, but  description  not  bad,  except  that  no  "  snowy  mountains  " 
anywhere  near  Cannes. 

Tuesday.— Trip  to  the  He  Ste.  Marguerite  to-day.  Jolly  I  Had 
pio-nic  near  house  where  BAZAINE  was  confined.  I  cut  down  boughs 
of  trees,  and  WOLVEKTON  boiled  the  kettle.  Proprietor  of  land  objected 
to  cutting  down  trees,  in  French.  Couldn't  quite  make  out  what  he 
said,  but  gave  him  copy  of  Blue  Book  on  Egypt  and  my  autograph, 
and  he  went  away.  Glorious  sunset !  Head  one  of  Lord  SALIS- 
BURY'S speeches  before  going  to  bed,  and  slept  for  twelve  hours 
on  end.  RANDOLPH  has  arrived  at  Nice.  Don't  care ! 

Wednesday.—  Caught  by  family  translating  Irish  Land  Act  into 
Greek  in  corner  of  the  grounds,  under  an  orange-bush.  They 
threaten  to  telegraph  for  ANDREW  CLAHKB,  and  make  me  promise 
not  to  do  it  again.  I  do  so  willingly,  as  I  don't  want  ANDREW 
CLARKE  here.  Feel  in  position  of  much  greater  freedom  and  less 
responsibility  when  my  Doctor 's  five  hundred  miles  away.  Good 
fellow,  CLARKE,  but  likes  coddling  me,  and  I  don't  like  being 
coddled. 

Thursday.— Slip  out  of  grounds,  and  wire  to  HARTINGTON,  con- 
gratulating him  on  his  recent  speech,  which  I  managed  to  read 
under  the  bed-clothes,  this  morning .'  Capital  speech !  Also  wire  to 
CLARKE  to  ask  him  if  he  really  meant  complete  repose,  or  only 
"sufficient  repose."  He  wires  back,  "  complete,  otherwise laryngital 


epidermitis  is  sure  to  supervene."  Don't  want  to  get  laryngital 
epidermitis ;  wish  Doctors  wouldn't  frighten  one  so.  Don't  mind 
seeing  visitors  a  bit  now;  in  fact,  rather  like  it.  Find  myself 
wandering  about  grounds,  repeating  best  parts  of  undelivered  Mid- 
lothian speeches  to  the  oranges,  and  denouncing  NORTHCOTE  in  an 
undertone.  CABDWELL  came  in  and  caught  me  just  at  a  splendid 
peroration ;  provoking ;  couldn't  finish  it.  Shall  try  in  bed,  to-night. 

Friday.— Touch  of  the  Mistral,  to-day.  Why  "  Mistral  ?  "  Look 
it  up.  CLARKE  told  me  to  "  beware  of  the  Mistral."  Can't  help 
it;  must  do  a  good  ten-mile  walk,  and  climb  a  mountain.  Ask 
CHILDERS  to  come  with  me.  Says  he  'd  rather  not ;  never  climbed 
a  bill  in  his  life.  Go  up  by  myself,  and  feel  like  the  youth  in 
Exceltior.  Back,  and  draft  rough  sketch  of  London  Municipal  Reform 
Bill.  Slink  out  after  dinner,  and  telegraph  chief  clauses  to  FIRTH. 
Crowd  of  French  peasants  at  gates  of  villa,  waiting  to  catch  a  sight 
of  me.  This  devotion  deserves  a  reward.  I  explain  to  them  prin- 
cipal provisions  of  Irish  Arrears  Act,  at  which  they  seem  surprised. 
Query.: — Do  they  understand  my  French,  I  wonder  ? 

Saturday. — Feel  glorious  !  Never  knew  such  health  in  my  life ! 
Air  like  champagne.  Up  early,  and  cut  down  all  Lord  WOLVRBTON'S 
favourite  trees  before  breakfast.  Then,  as  I  can't  stand  being 
coddled  any  longer,  effect  exchange  of  dress  with  passing  twiner, 
and  go  off  to  Esterel  Mountains  with  axe,  hunch  of  bread  and  cheese, 
and  copy  of  Homer  and  new  County  Franchise  Bill.  Spend  a 
delicious  day.  Come  back,  and  find  family  have  been  scouring: 
country  for  me,  a»  there  was  a  report  I  had  been  carried  off  by 
Irish-American  Fenian  corsairi  I  Family  have  really  telegraphed 
for  ANDREW  CLARKE.  Don't  care  if  he  comes  1  Hang  ANDREW 
CLARKE  1  Hang  the  Mistral  1  Feel  brimful  of  spirits.  As  ANDREW 
CLARKE  is  coming,  shall  take  little  trip  to  Genoa— why  not  Monaco  ? 
—and  do  as  I  like.  SALISBURY  is  at  Nice,  and  I  am  sure  I  can  get 
him  to  join  me.  No  doubt  he  knows  a  "  system  "  or  two.  Great 
fun !  Quite  pleasant  to  think  we  can  join  hands  about  anything ! 
How  much  better  I  am !  "  Join  hands  — at  cards  1  Not  that  cards 
will  be  quite  the  game.  But  still  it  is  a  very  good  joke  for  a  con- 
valescent !  Muet  be  off  before  CLABKE  arrives.  Catch  the  train, 
wire  to  SAUSBUBY  en  route  to  join  me,  and  there  we  are  1  Now  to 
furtively  obtain  the  Continental  Uradshaw .' 
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OUR    ADVERTISERS. 

(  What  they  don't  Ml  us— Educational,  Literary,  Domtttie,  4e.) 


TT^DUCATION.—  SUPERIOR.—  Mrs. 
jQj  PRANOLK,  of  HornMean  House,  Patch- 
over,  Hants,  is  prepared  to  receive  ia  her 
finishing  establishment  one  or  two  young 
ladies  who  are  de>irous  of  acquiring  the 
polish  of  a  first-class  Parisian  education. 
combined  with  the  social  comforts  and. 
adornment*  proper  to  a  thorough  sound 
English  training.  Overlooks  the  Solent. 
Tinned  meat  unrestricted.  Owing  to  Mr. 
PRANGLE  having,  on  his  return  from  the 
Bognor  Races,  twice  thrown  the  French 
Professor  through  the  drawing-room  window 
at  tho  clo»e  of  the  recent  Advent  Term, 
Mrs.  PRANGI.K  has,  at  the  present  moment, 
one  or  two  vacancies  for  pupils,  at  a  some- 
what reduced  price.  Unexceptionable 
onoes.  Harp  extra. 


__ 

HI  '('  \  I  ION.  -  LI  1TI.K  HOYS.—  An 
I'J  extremely  uncomfortable  home  of- 
fered the  above  by  two  maiden  ladies  of 
uncertain  temper,  who,  having  tried  their 
hands  in  turns  at  leather  work,  letting 
loiiginga,  keeping  a  sea-bide  boarding-huuau 
for  gentlemen,  and  telling  fortunes  for  four- 
teen stamps  by  Post,  but  without  success, 
have  at  length  decided  that  something  might 
be  made  out  of  a  few  little  boys.  They  are, 
therefore,  prepared  to  receive  in  their  six- 
roomed  villa  five-and-twenty.  Terms  in- 
clusive, Forty  Guineas.  —  Address,  for 
testimonials  (home-made),  The  Misses  SLAT, 
The  Aviary,  \Vest  Skinton. 

EDUCATION.—  WAITIN-GIUM  ROAD 
HIGH  SCHOOL  FOB  LADIES.  —  Splendid 
Recreation  Grounds,  Four-in-hand  Club, 
Aquarium,  and  Military  Band  on  Premises. 
Ninety  Selected  Professors.  Scales  : 
WAGNER.  Theology  :  Archbishop  of  CAN- 
TERBURY. Recitation  :  the  Poet-Laureate. 
Domestic  Medicine:  Sir  W.  GULL.  Ele- 
mentary History:  Professor  FKKKMAN. 
Pose  :  SIDNEY  CoLVirr.  Calisthenics  : 
Lord  WOLSELEY.  Elocution  :  Sir  WILLIAM 
HAKCOURT.  Turkish  Bath  :  Resident  Chief 
Justice,  Salmon-fishing  at  parent's  option. 
Wedding-breakfast  daily.  —  Fees  (inclu- 
sive) for  In-pensionera,  Two  Guineas  per 
term.  Reference  to  Duchesses.  Apply— 
The  Lady  Prinoipal,  Backgammon  Hall, 
\V:ippingham  Road.  _  _ 

EDUC  ATTOTT.—  WOOLWICH  ARMY 
Examinations.—  Mr.  ROFKR  CRAM  re- 
ceives a  limited  number  of  candidates  whom 
he  "prepares"  for  the  above  at  an  unli- 
mited figure.  Mr.  ROPKR  CRAM  Jailed  to 
pass  at  the  recent  autumn  examination  — 
No.  237,  G.  DB  VEZKT  .  .  .  1012  Marks. 
„  310,  A.  HOI.LIMS  ...  613  „ 
„  419,  F.  Kipi-LER  ...  1  „ 
the  last-named  of  whom  was  turned  out  of 
the  hall  by  the  Examiners.  As,  during 
their  supposed  period  of  study,  Mr.  KOPEK 
CRAM'S  Pupils  enjoy  unrestricted  licence  in 
the  shape  of  billidrd  and  card  playing,  toge- 
ther with  the  run  of  all  the  low  and  dis- 
reputable society  in  the  neighbourhood, 
parents  are  requested  to  make  early  appli- 
cation as  vacancies  in  the  Establishment  are 
rapidly  tUlul  up.  All  particulars  can  be 
had  from  the  Principal,  Squeezim  House, 
Holloway  Rise. 

EDUCATION.—  GEKM  ANY.  Neuhausen- 
on-the-Spree.  —  A  Fraudulent  Bank- 
rupt who  has  found  Mexico,  at  last,  too 
hot  to  hold  him.  is,  as  a  last  resource,  now 
prepared  to  offer  a  sound  religious  and 
moral  education  to  several  young  Gentle- 
men of  position.  —  Terms  (payable  in 
advance)  £100  per  annum.  X.,  Pott 
Jtestunte,  as  above. 


1  EDUCATION.  -CHIP8TER  COI.I.K- 
Jlt  GIATE  8CHOOL.-The  Rev.  I!  u.- 
BOT  FRYNOK  (late  li.B.  of  Durham),  having 
recently,  with  a  view  to  the  creation  of  a 
well  -  paying  "  Home  for  the  Poor," 
taken  an  inconveniently  large  house  in  the 
immediate  neighbourhood  of  Chip«ter, 
which  by  some  miscalculation  he  now  finds 
empty,  with  twenty-two  spare  bed-room* 
on  his  hands,  is  prepared  to  receive,  at  the 
shortest  notice,  any  number  of  boys  he 
can  possibly  get  together  to  cram  into 
them.  Age.  size,  parentage,  or  antecedents 
no  object.  The  course  of  instruction,  which 
will  include  Latin,  Greek,  German,  French, 
the  higher  Mathematics,  Military  Sur- 
veying, Dancing,  and  Astronomy,  and  any- 
thing else  inquired  for  by  applicants,  will 
be  under  the  sole  direction  of  the  Rev. 
HALROT  FKYKOR  himself,  who  is  rubbing 
up  his  acquaintance  with  the  above  and 
other  subjects  as  fast  as  he  can  in  the 
Christmas  holiday*,  in  order  that  he 
may  be  in  a  fair  position  to  receive  his 
young  friends  with  some  confidence  at  the 
opening  of  the  February  term,  which  com- 

•4  on  the  10th  inst.     Music,  Drilling, 
Fencing,  Part-Singing,  and  preparation  for 

iat  Indian  Civil  Service,  will  be  pro- 
visionally undertaken  by  the  Gardener. 

For  full  particulars  apply  to  The  Rev. 
the  Rector,  University  II.. use,  ('hipster. 

EDI.VATION.  -  I',ACK\VAKD  AND 
Incorrigible  Boys  pushed  further  back 
and  rendered  still  more  incorrigible  on  an 
entirely  new  system ;  the  Advertiser,  whose 
principle  is  mainly  one  of  gentle  argument, 
mingled  with  mild  persuasion,  having, 
through  the  recent  blowing  up  of  a  neigh- 
bouring barn,  had  to  part  with  four  of  his 
pupils  to  a  Reformatory,  while  one  has 
been  removed  to  an  Institution  for  Idiots, 
has  now  a  few  vacancies. — Address,  REVI- 
RKND,  Post-Office, Limpley  Stoke. 

EDUCATION. -HIGHER  CULTURE 
FOB  LADIES.— At  the  West  Camber- 
well  University  (affiliated  by  Private  Char- 
ter to  the  sister  Universities  of  Cambridge 
and  Oxford).  The  following  are  some  of 
the  selected  subjects  for  the  Public  Lectures 
to  be  delivered  in  the  ensuing  Lent  Term  :— 
Applied  Dynamics,  Differential  Hypotheses. 
Statics,  Diffused  Metaphysics,  Integral 
Principia,  and  Economic  Ethics.  There  is 
also  a  class  forming  for  Girls  nnder  the  age 
of  fourteen  in  Trigonometrical  Hydrostatics. 
A  qualified  Medical  Practitioner,  accus- 
tomed to  all  the  earlier  stages  of  dementia 
is  in  attendance  to  watch  the  classes. — 
Apply  to  the  Lady  Chancellor. 

ED  U  CAT  I  ON .  —  H  I GH-C  L  A88 
SCHOOL  FOE  SALE.— The  remarkably 
valuable  educational  property,  known  as 
Eton  University  College  Academy,  to  be 
disposed  of  at  once,  without  references  or 
inquiry.  Commanding  position,  overlooking 
the  back  of  the  Bermondsey  Soap  Works. 
System  of  education  sound,  useful,  and 
commercial.  As  the  present  number  of 
pupils  amounts  to  three  (all  unclaimed  by 
parents),  supplemented  by  the  man  in  pos- 
session of  the  premises,  the  annual  turn.v,  r, 
with  management,  might  be  regarded  as 
considerable.  The  Vice-Warden  would, 
however,  part  with  the  goodwill  of  the 
whole  as  it  stands  (including  the  services 
of  a  French  Master  with  delirium  trement, 
•who  can  also  do  conjuring  tricks)  for  his 
railway  and  steamboat  fare  (long  sea 
passage)  to  Boulogne.— Address,  HERO- 
DOTUS, Post-office,  Sloper's  End,  S. 


ri-iHK  Mill  KNU  MAGAZINE  for 
JL  FKBHUAHT  Now  Ready. 

riMIK  M  MAGAZINE.— To  be 

JL     had  by  the  bushel  anywhere. 

Tin:  VIM:  KM.  MAGAZINE  oTSt 
'}!••  I'l.'k  Tii!'!i'>.  r*  .,!  \.,i.r  I:  r'*M!i  1:1. 

THE     MILK    EN1  'INF.     11 

heavy,  diimal,    dreary,    dispiriting, 
dead-alive  reading.        

TIIK   MILK   I 
ing  an  established  circulation  between 
the  Sub-Editor  and  the  Office  Boy.  offers 
novel  and  exceptional  advantages  to  Adver- 
tisers.   

TIHK   MI  1.1.   END  MAGAZINE  U  full 
of  unoriginal  Articles  by  untried  and 

unpaid  Authors. 

rilHE  MILK  END  MAGAZINE  "is 
JL  among  the  very  worst  thing*  of  the 
kind  we  have  ever  come  aero**.  To  atk 
twopence  for  it  is  not  only  to  insult  but  to 
swindle  the  public."  Literary  Helpmate. 

rriHE  MILK  EM)  "MAG  AX  INK  ".hould 
JL  be  kicked  off  every  bookstall  in  the 
three  Kingdoms." — Daily  Reflector. 

rriHE  MILE  END  MAGA/INK.  -'rWe 
JL  should  like  to  punch  the  Editor'* 
head."—  Crott-Exammtr. 

rpHK  MI1.K  KM)  MAGAZINE.— "Mrs. 
JL  NORTON  CHIPPING'*  terrible  piece  of 
serial  trash,  The  Fothirminyuyi,  goes  from 
bad  to  worse.  There  is,  from  first  to  last, 
no  plot,  no  character,  no  incident,  and  no 
grammar.  Why  does  not  some  one  lock  the 
woman  up? "—  Worenttr  SentiniL 
rpHK  MILE  END  MAGAZINE.— "Mr. 
JL  BAKER  BRYANT'S  drivelling  and  con- 
temptible poem,  rhtegcthim  among  Ik* 
Hamadryad*,  warrants  the  hearty  breaking 
of  every  window  in  the  office."— Htrnt  Bay 
Athena-um. 

Tj  >  INKER'S  DYNAMIC  COMB. 


W 


HY  HAVE  ANY  HAIR  AT  ALL  ? 


B 


B INKER'S  DYNAMIC  COMB  is  male 
of  an  entirely  new  adamantine  mate- 
rial, highly  charged,  and  of  rasping  pene- 
tration.   

THINKER'S  DYNAMIC  co.MH,  if  used 
JO  daily,  will  in  time  remove  not  only 
the  head-ache  but  the  h>ad.  

BIN K KR'S  DYN AM  1C  COMB  inetantly 
turns  the  Hair  all  the  colours  of  the 
rainbow. 

INKER'S  DYNAMIC  COMB  can  be 

utiliM  <i  us  ii  |.  iwrrtul  |«.'at.-Miif. 

BANKER'S  DYNAMIC  COMB  may  be 
cut_up  into  cavalry  f ) 

B  INKER'S    DYNAMIC    COMB   is   an 
excellent  substitute  for  bottle-glass 
on  garden  wills. 
t>  INKER'S 


DYNAMIC   COMB  should 

be  tried  on  the  b»by. 
INKER'S    DYNAMIC    Co  Mil  breaks 
up  with  facility  into  tenpenny  nail*. 

B  INKER'S  DYNAMIC  COMB.-"  A 
MniLAND  NOBLEMAJC  "  writes:— 
"  My  hair  had  been  Jailing  off  slowly  for 
some  time,  when  1  was  induced  to  purchase 
one  of  jour  dynamic  combs.  The  moment 
I  used  it,  all  the  hair  I  had  left  came  off 

with  a  rush." 

DYNAMIC  COMB.— To  be 


had  everywhere,  in  an  elegant  case, 

or  sent  free  by  post  for  £1  17».  6rf. 
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ANTICIPATION. 

Piseator  (short-sighted ;  he  had  been  trolling  all  day  for  a  big  Pike  that  lay  in  a  hole  about  here").  "  QUICK,  JARVIS— THE  LANDING-NET— 
r«  GOT  HIM  ! " 

Janiis,    "  AH,    Sip,    IT  '8  ONLY  AN  OLD   FRYIN'-PAN  !        BUT  THAT  WILL    BE   USEFUL,    Y'KNOW,    S[F,    WHEN   WE   DO   CATCH   HIM  !  " 


LAWN-TENNIS  IN  WINTER. 

By  a  Wilful  Lawnlennisonienne. 


\ 


\ 


0  BEING  me,  0  bring  me,  my 
stout  mackintosh. 

1  care  not  a  feather  for  slime 
or  for  slosh ! 

The  eky  it   is   leaden,  the 

lawn  sopping  wet, 
And  sodden  the   balls  are, 

and  slack  is  the  net ! 
I  've  done  it  before,  and  I  '11 

do  it  again, — 
I  Ml  play  at  Lawn-Tennis  in 

spite  of  the  rain ! 

I  '11  don  my  sou'-wester, 
then  what  do  I  care 

If  weather  be  foul  or  if 
weather  be  fair  ? 

I  '11  put  on  my  furs,  and  I  '11 
shorten  my  frocks, 

Wear  thick  woollen  stock- 
ings, and  red  knickerbocks : 

I  eare  not  a  pin  for  the  storm 
or  the  flood, — 

I  '11  play  at  Lawn-Tennis  in 
spite  of  the  mud ! 

I  langh    as   the    hailstones 

come  pattering  down ; 

I  'm  spattered  all  over  from  sole  unto  crown  ! 
In  thunder  and  lightning  I  '11  play  all  the  same — 
I  won't  be  debarred  from  my  favourite  game ! 
Though  weak-hearted  lasses  may  quiver  and  quail, 
I  '11  play  at  Lawn-Tennis  in  spite  of  the  hail ! 


In  summer  'tis  pleasant,  but  you  ought  to  know 
'Tis  capital  fun  in  the  winter  also ; 
"When  nets  are  all  frozen,  and  balls  can't  rebound, 
When  chilly  the  air  is,  and  snow 's  on  the  ground  ! 
Though  lazy  folks  shiver,  and  say  'tis  "  no  go," 
I  '11  play  at  Lawn-Tennis  in  spite  of  the  snow ! 

What  pleasure  can  equal,  what  exercise  vies 
With  winter  Lawn-Tennis,  with  snow  in  your  eyes  ? 
You  trip  and  you  tumble,  you  glance  and  you  glide, 
You  totter  and  stumble,  you  slip  and  you  slide ! 
With  two  ancient  racquets  strapped  fast  to  my  feet, 
I  '11  play  at  Lawn-Tennis  in  spite  of  the  sleet ! 

In  autumn,  as  well  as  in  summer  or  spring, 
In  praise  of  Lawn-Tennis  I  heartily  sing  ! 
Though  good  at  each  season,  and  better  each  time, 
I  'm  certain  in  winter  the  game 's  in  its  prime  ! 
You  doubt  it  ?    No  matter  I    Whate'er  may  befall, 
I  '11  play  at  Lawn-Tennis  in  spite  of  you  all ! 


ROUND  ABOUT  THE  CITY  COURTS. 

SnAEP-looking  Lawyers  and  pigeons.  On  the  whole,  the  lattet 
stouter  and  sleeker  than  the  former.  Rather  curious  this,  as  when 
a  pigeon  gets  into  the  hands  of  a  certain  kind  of  Solicitor,  the  poor 
bird  gets  effectually  plucked.  But  these  pigeons  are  knowing  little 
creatures,  flying  about  the  yard  of  the  Guildhall,  and  under  the 
immediate  patronage  of  the  LORD  MAYOK  and  the  Court  of  Aldermen. 
It  is  strange  that  the  City  Corporation  should  have  chosen  pigeons 
for  wards— it  would  have  been  more  appropriate  had  they  selected 
doves — turtle-doves.  However,  there  are  the  pigeons,  and  they 
perch  at  the  door  of  "  the  Commissioner's  Court."  The  pigeons  art 
left  behind,  and  this  is  the  interior  of  the  hall  of  Justice  over  whicl 
that  good  Scotch  watch-dog,  Commissioner  KKKK,  presides  whenevei 
it  happens  to  be  open.  The  great  man  is  seated  on  a  stuffed  chaii 
(East  of  Temple  Bar,  stuffing  is  de  rigueur)  under  the  City  Arms.  OE 


FEBRUARY  3,  1883.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


59 


A  HOWL  FROM  THE 
HANSOM. 

[A  correspondence  has  been 
going  on  in  a  daily  paper  regard- 
ing the  murderous  rate  at  which 
hansoms  are  driven  in  London.] 

HUBRAH,  hurrah  for  the  Han- 
som Cab, 

That  rattles  alone  the  street ! 
The  Growler  crawls  like  the 

sluggish  crab, 
But  we  are  like  lightning 

fleet. 
Unheeding  the  crowd  we  roll 

along, 

By  night  as  well  as  by  day, 
And  women  and  children  in 

the  throng 
Fly  wildly  out  of  our  way. 

But  we  are  alert  for  hapless 

folk 
Who    cannot    escape    our 

wheels, 

And,  wot  ye  well,  'tis  a  scream- 
ing joke 
When  somebody  'neath  us 

reels. 
By  broken  bones  a  lesson  in 

taught, 
That  people  who  walk  should 

ride  ; 
The    Hansom 's    the    Car    of 

Juggernaut, 
And  Death  is  the  fare  inside ! 


EQUIVOCAL  ADVERTISE- 
MENT.—Ticket  posted  in  the 
window  of  a  Cine  Teadealer'a 
shop  :  "  Choice  2*.  6rf.  Tea. 
Wonderful  Value."  How 
wonderful  ?  For  the  under 
or  over-valuation  of  the  tea 
valued  at  two-and-sixpence  ? 
The  announcement  of  an  ar- 
ticle on  sale  at  a  value  styled 
"  wonderful,"  may  be  meant 
by  its  vendor  for  a  recom- 
mendation of  that  commodity, 
but  would  equally  answer  the 
purpose  of  an  opposition  shop- 
keeper to  run  it  down. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.    121. 


ALGERNON  BERTRAM  MITFORD,  C.B., 
Secretary  to  II.  U.'i  Office  of  Work*. 

"  The  Duke  is  very  strangely  gone." 

Measure  for  Measure,  Act  I.,  Be.  v. 

Fabian  (Punch}.  Did  I  not  say  he  would  work  it  out  1 

Twelfth  A'ighl,  Act  II.,  8c.  v. 


TOKENS  DP  TI1KUE! 

FIKBS.    Deaths,   Collision*, 

Flood  i,  Explosions,  PloU, 
Succeed  a  blazing  »Ur,  attend 


Which  speckle  the  Sun's  diik, 

in  that  bright  place, 
Like    moles    or    patches   on 

Apollo's  face. 
Oh,  ghost  of  PABTMDOE,  in 

this  earthly  scene, 
Sage,  ohaffed  so  sorely  by  St. 

Patrick's  Dean, 
Now,  if  that  too  satiric  Spirit 

knows, 
What  says  the  shade  of  Swirr 

to  facts  like  those? 
And  thou,  late  /»nj£iEi.  of  the 

Spheres  now  free, 
Thou,  too,  the  still  surviving 

TAO-SIB, 
Sing  songs  of  triumph,  and 

rejoice,  and  cry, 

Are   such    coincidence*    all 


myeyeP 
HCXLETS 


TTH- 


Ye   HCILETS  and   ye 
DILLS,  who  deride 

Wonders  and  signs,  your  heads 
diminished  hide ; 

Tour  stubborn  necks  to  faith 
in  omens  bend : 

See  what  disasters  solar  spot* 
portend. 

O'er  incredulity  let  Facts  pre- 
vail, 

And  own  the  teaching  of  a 
Comet's  tail. 


SEASONABLE  COBTUMKf. 

THE  most  popular  dressss 
at  recent  fancy  ball*  have 
been  "  The  Spattered  Heart," 
"The  Mudlark,"  "A  Sym- 
phony in  Splashes."  "The 
Crossing-Sweeper,'1  "The 
Scavenger,"  and  "  Muddy 
Gentlemen  of  the  Nineteenth 
Century." 

THE  HVEX   AGES  OF  OIU. 

CBTAOE,  Kompage,  Tartage, 
Frillate,  Flirtage,  Jiltage, 
and  Marriage. 


either  side  of  him  is  a  wainscoting,  semi-circular  in  form,  suggesting 
that  behind  the  boards  is  plenty  of  accommodation  for  the  Brooms, 
brushes,  and  other  impedimenta  of  the  old  lady  who  does  the  charing. 
No  doubt,  to  remind  the  Commissioner  that  he  should  keep  cool  and 
not  lose  his  temper,  there  is  an  enormous  barometer,  which  seems  to 
have  been  borrowed  from  a  scene  in  the  after-part  of  a  Christmas 
Pantomime.  The  general  impression  on  entering  the  Court  is  that 
everybody  is  talking  at  one  and  the  came  time.  And  the  impression 
is  not  altogether  erroneous.  The  Plaintiff  and  the  Defendant,  in 
spite  of  their  representatives  being  present,  are  hard  at  work  contra- 
dicting one  another.  Principals  in  other  cases  are  loudly  discussing 
their  chances  of  success,  while  two  Solicitors  in  strange-looking 
stuff-gowns  are  loudly  contending  for  vocal-mastery.  A  half-hearted 
effort  to  preserve  order  is  made  by  placing  a  couple  of  placards  on 
the  walls  requesting  "  Plaintiffs  "  to  keep  on  one  side  of  the  room, 
and  "  Defendants  "  on  the  other. 

"  Why  are  those  Solicitors  wearing  gowns  ?  "  asks  a  newly-called 
and  inexperienced  Barrister,  who  has  looked  in,  possibly  with  a  view 
to  obtaining  some  "  soup  " — a  nickname  for  chance  briefs. 

"  Out  of  respect  to  the  Commissioner,  I  think,  Sir,"  replies  the 
cheeriest  of  City  Policemen,  protecting  a  barrier.  "His  Honour 
seems  to  like  it." 

The  Commissioner  appears  to  glory  in  the  noise.  He  waits  until 
he  catches  something  with  which  he  disagrees,  and  then  pounces 
down  upon  the  speaker  like  a  cat  upon  a  mouse.  He  reminds 
one  of  an  agile  performer  playing  upon  half-a-dozen  kettle- 
drums. Now  he  gives  a  tap  to  the  Defendant,  now  to  the 
Plaintiffs  Advocate,  now  to  the  mild-looking  Gentleman  in  a 
Barrister's-wig,  who,  seemingly,  is  the  Court's  Registrar,  now  to 


four  Witnesses  who  will  speak  together.  Then  he  keepe  quite 
silent  until  the  two  Advocates  are  once  more  lighting  hammer  and 
tongs,  when,  after  a  few  minutes'  pause,  he  suddenly  brings  the 
case  to  a  hurried  conclusion,  by  abruptly  announcing  his  drcifion. 


Commissioner  Ki  rr'-  Court. — A  Friend  st  a  Pinch. 

The  noise  does  not  cease.  On  the  contrary,  another  pair  of  suitors 
are  impatient  to  be  heard,  and  the  chatter  recommences  with 
renewed  energy.  Again  the  Commissioner  deals  out  his  knock- 
down blows  right  and  left  with  the  strictest  impartiality,  until  once 


GO 
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PUNCH'S    PREMIER    PUZZLE. 

HERE  is  CANNES!  FINE  PLACE  TO  PLAY  AT  "  CATCH-AS-CATCH-CAN." 

TRY  IT  THEN.    TURN  ROUND  THREE  TIMES,  AND  OATCH  THE  GRAND  OLD  HAN  ! 


again  the  time  arrives  for  him  to  stop  the  proceedings  in  the  usual 
manner.  The  title  of  the  Court  might  be  "Rough  and  Ready,"  in 
recognition  of  the  hearty  simplicity  with  which  it  is  conducted.  It  is 
only  fair  to  add  that,  in  spite  of  the  noise  and  confusion,  the  best  feeling 
seems  to  prevail  everywhere,  so  much  so,  that  it  is  no  unusual  thing 
to  see  a  Police- Janitor  offering  a  pinch  of  snuff  to  a  gown-glorified 
Solicitor. 

Two  minutes'  walk,  and  the  realm  of  the  Commissioner  is  replaced 
by  the  Guildhall  Police-Court.  Here  is  a  decided  change.  Decorum 
is  the  order  of  the  day.  The  room  is  well-arranged.  The  officials 


Guildhall. — Police  Caught  Swearing! 

wear  a  brieht  and  neat  costume,  looking  as  if  they  wished  to  be 
taken  for  the  ideal  heroes  of  that  capital  tale,  'Dandy.  They 
are,  moreover,  most  careful  in  their  diction,  whispering  "  bad 
language "  whenever  they  have  to  make  use  of  it  in  giving  their 
evidence.  In  fact,  it  is  a  most  painful  duty  to  a  Policeman  when- 
ever he  has  to  swear  himself  before  entering  the  witness-box. 
A  case  of  assault  is  heard,  when  the  greatest  possible  interest  is  taken 
in  the  condition  of  the  prisoner,  so  far  as  his  sobriety  is  concerned, 
by  everyone  in  Court.  One  Witness  considers  he  was  "  intoxi- 
cated," another  "  perfectly  sohtr,"  a  third  "  not  drunk,  but  a  little 
in  liquor."  Each  of  those  called  upon  to  testify  seems  to  have  a 
different  standard  of  "  alcoholic  deportment."  However,  the  Alder- 
man decides  against  the  luckless  defendant,  and  finally  addresses 
him  very  much  as  follows,  evidently  framing  his  style  upon  a 
hanging-Judge  presiding  at  the  Old  Bailey  :— 

"  You  have  been  guilty  of  three  most  serious  offences.  You  have 
been  proved  to  have  been  drunk,  to  have  committed  an  assault,  and 
to  have  refund  to  give  up  a  ticket."  At  this  point  the  prisoner 
plucks  up  bis  courage.  "This  is  a  very  grave  matter,  indeed— 
so  grave  that.  I  must  deal  with  it  with  the  utmost  severity.  Had 
you  struck  the  Plaintiff  in  a  fatal  part,  you  might  have  been 


guilty  of  murder  ;  had  you,  in  a  state  of  intoxication,  burned  down 
a  house,  you  would  have  committed  arson ;  and,  by  refusing  to 
deliver  up  your  ticket,  you  might  have  caused,  by  the  delay  arising 
out  of  your  refusal,  an  accident  entailing  the  loss  of  scores,  if  not 
hundreds  of  valuable  lives."  Here  the  Alderman  pauses,  and  the 
prisoner  turns  pale  with  apprehension.  "Under  these  circum- 
stances," continues  his  Worship,  in  solemn  tones,  "  in  spite  of  the 
pain  it  gives  me,  I  must  deal  with  you  with  the  utmost  severity. 
The  sentence  of  this  Court  is,  that  you  shall  be  taken  from  hence  to 
the  office  of  the  Clerk  from  whence  you  came," — the  prisoner  by  this 
time  is  in  a  fainting  condition,  and  scarcely  hears  the  following 
words — "  where  you  shall  pay  sixty  shillings  and  costs,  and 
may "  But  here  the  Alderman  pauses  abruptly,  and  the  con- 
clusion of  the  Death  Doom  remains  unspoken.  And  so  the  matter 
ends. 

If  the  Guildhall  Police  Court  is  "  respectable,"  the  Justice  Room 
at  the  Mansion  House  is  even  "  more  so."  Here  the  work  is  done — 
nfarly  entirely— by  Mr.  MABTIN,  the  Chief  Clerk,  who  seems  to 
tolerate  with  cheerful  kindliness  the  presence  of  the  LOKD  MAYOR  or 
the  presiding  Alderman.  When  Sir  ROBERT  GARDEN  is  in  the  Chair, 
geniality,  not  to  say  boundless  and  innocent  hilarity,  is  the  watch- 
word of  the  day— dashed  only  by  a  latent  dread  on  the  part  of  the 


Mdusion  House. — Garden  Party. 

officials  that  the  huge  Sword  of  State  which  hangs  over  the  magiste- 
rial bench  may  descend  unexpectedly  upon  the  devoted  head  of  the 
nominal  Dispenser  of  Law  and  the  actual  Preserver  of  Order. 
However,  when  it  is  remembered  that  the  worthy  Alderman  teams 
to  possess  a  charmed  life,  good-humour  is  instantly  restored,  as  it 
is  felt  that  any  inconvenience  to  which  his  Worship  might  be  put  by 
such  an  awkward  contretemps  would  certainly  be  of  a  purely  tran- 
sitory character.  To  sum  up— Justice  east  of  Temple  Kar  does  not 
appear  to  differ  materially  from  Justice  east  of  anywhere  else. 


TO  COKBESPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Hatter,  or  Drawings,  bo  returned,  unless  accompanied 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelope  or  Cover.      Copies  of  MS.  should  be  kept  by  the  Senders. 
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WHERE    IGNORANCE    IS    BLISS,"    &c. 

Friend  (pulling  long  face).    " HULLO,  WAOSTAFF,  HOW  ARK  YOU,  OLD  MAN! 

"SO   ORIKVEU  TO   HEAR  OF  YOUR  TROUBLES  !      I   HOfK  YOU  'R«  ALL    RIGHT   AGAIN. 
I   ASSURE  YOU    I   FULLY  8TMP " 

Wagstaf  (with  surprise).    "  EH  ?     THANKS— BUT    I  'v«    BEEN  ALL   RIGHT— 

NBVKK    I1K1TKK  IN   MY   L1FB  !      TROUBLES!      MUST  BB  SOME  MISTAKE." 

Friend.  "  WELL — I  HEARD  YOU  HAD  BEEN  SERIOUSLY  EMBARRASSED — 'M  FACT 

THAT  YOU  'D  BEEN  THROUGH  THK  COURT." 

Wagstaf  (enlightened).    "  OH  !— I   SEE  !    You   MEAN   MY   CREDITORS  !    LOB, 

YES,    POOR   FELI.OW8  !    THEY  HAVE  HAD  A    BAD  TIME  OF  IT  !  1  " 

[Exeunt,  laughing. 


THE  SOLITARY  WEEPER. 

(fi'ot  by  WordtwoTlh.) 

"  I  have  tried  ruci  in  which  the  eridenoe  showed  a  whole 
family  not  only  bring  in  one  room,  but  occupying  the  same 
bed,  and  that  a  bed  oo  the  floor.  We  can  hardly  luppoee  thtt 
children  brought  up  under  thaee  eircumttaac**  eu  hire  any 
feeling  of  decency,  chutity,  or  morality  Irfl  in  them." 

Ur.  JUITICI  KAT  at  Mantluittr. 

"  The  Coroner'i  Inqurtt  in  the  cue  of  the  fire  in  Windsor 
Street,  held  up  to  view  once  more  the  ihockinfly  crowded  and 
•qnalid  condition  of  the  hornet  of  the  poor  in  London.  In  th«t 
houM  in  Windsor  Street  there  were  thirty-two  persons  in  nine 
room* ;  people  who  did  not  belong  to  the  bouee  often  ilept  on 
the  lUircue.  .  .  .  The  MCKFHTS,  who  were  alao  bemrd  of 
during  the  Coroner'i  inquiry,  hid  to  pay  three  ihillinji  a  week 
for  the  one  room  in  which  they  lired,  nine  in  family." 

St.  Jtmtt'i  fitutU. 


BEHOLD  her,  in  her  native  tlnm, 
Ton  dirty,  draggled  London  law ! 
Enter,  but  be  prepared  to  hold 
Your  notes  aa  you  paw ! 
Mid  filth,  in  rag*,  the  lit*  and  lighi, 
And  «tare«  with  large  lack-lustre  eye* ; 
Oh,  watch  her,  for  no  sadder  sight 
Shall  greet  your  gaze  this  livelong  night ! 

No  "  Officer  of  Health  "  condemns 
The  single  grewsome  little  room 
Wherein  nine  human  beings,  with  souls, 
Fulfil  their  awful  doom. 
Up  crowded  stain,  through  rotted  floors, 
The  fever  and  the  drain-smell  pours  : 
Yet  seventy  pounds  a  year  seems  high 
As  rental  for  a  rookery ! 

Will  no  one  tell  us  why  she  sighed. 
This  London  child,  the  nation  s  care  ? 
Perchance  of  purer  life  she  dreams. 
And  breathes  a  visionary  air. 
Or  is  it  some  more  simple  grief  ? 
Perhaps  her  hunger  needs  relief  f 
Or  natural  tears  may  idly  flow 
For  lack  of  joys  that  others  know. 

Whate'er  the  cause,  the  maiden  seemed 
As  if  her  woe  could  have  no  mending  : 
I  saw  her  crouching  at  the  hearth, 
And  o'er  the  embers  bending. 
I  watched  her  till  my  heart  was  spent ; 
And  in  my  nostrils,  as  I  went. 
The  odour  of  the  place  I  bore, 
Long  after  it  was  seen  no  more. 

SOUS    FOB    THK    COHURVATTVI    OoMMOXEB*.  —  "  Oh, 

ELCHO,  how  WIJCTSS  you !  " 


FLOTOW. 

SILENT  !  the  tuneful  and  ear-catching  bringer 

Of  Melody's  simple  magic  to  the  crowd  ; 
Whose  work  has  won  from  many  a  throng-cheered  singer 

The  praise  by  scornful  critics  disallowed. 
Perchance,  were  we  all  fully-fledged  Immortals, 

Our  only  laurels  were  for  WAGNKR'S  brow ; 
But,  wingless,  on  this  side  the  shadowy  portals, 

Millions  will  sigh  for  Martha  and  FLOTOW. 


STEP  BY  STEP. 
(A  Chronological  Table  for  France  for  the  next  Ten  Years.) 

1883.  Expulsion  of    Pretenders  from  Paris.     Abolition  of   the 
regimental  colours.    Removal  of  all  the  monuments  of  the  capital 
connected  with  the  history  of  the  reigning  families. 

1884.  Abolition  of  the  title  of  "Monsieur."    Expulsion  of  the 
Judges.     Decree  forbidding  Bhhops  to  wear  their  mitres.     The 
exposition  of  watch-chains  declared  illegal  and  against  the  policy  of 
equality  ordained  by  the  Kepublic. 

1885.  The  names  of   NAPOLEON  and  Louis  pronounced  illegal. 
Abolition  of   the  grade  of    Drum-Major.     All  social  distinctions 
strictly  forbidden.    Servants  to  treat  their  employers  on  a  footing  of 
perfect  equality.     "One  man  is  as  good  as  another— and  better," 
Becomes  the  National  motto. 

1886.  The  name  of  every  town  in  France  changed  eight  times. 


M.  Hcoo  is  deprived  of  his  prefix.  "  VICTOK,"  as  the  title  is  com- 
sidered  suggestive  of  the  hero  of  the  First  Empire.  Servant* 
once  employed  by  Pretenders  and  their  descendants  or  relatives 
expelled  from  France. 

1887.  Equality  on  the  Stage  introduced.    Pieces  cast  from  the 
stock  companies  oy  lot.    Expulsion  of  all  the  dramatic  Authors  on 
tln-ir  protesting  against  this  regulation.    Decree  authorising  cab- 
drivers  to  sit  inside  their  vehicles  while  their  fares  drive  their 
horses. 

1888.  Installation  of  the  ninety-first  Premier  elected  within  three 
years.    Creation  of  a  universal  Parliament,  to  which  everyone  at  his 
birth  belongs,  in  substitution  of  the  two  Houses.     Banishment  of  all 
the  Doctors  on  the  score  of  their  giving  their  services  nearly  exclu- 
sively to  the  rich.    M.  HUGO  exiled  because  allusion  is  made  to  him 
as  "  the  Prince  of  Poets." 

1889.  Dogs  and  cats  presented  with  the  Franchise.     Expulsion  of 
wearers  of  more  than  one  shirt  a  week.    Decree  forbidding  the  use 

j  of  any  letters  of  the  alphabet  which  can  be  employed  in  making  such 
'  words  as  "  King,"  Prince,"  or  "  Emperor." 

1890.  Withdrawal  of    "Louis"    and    "Napoleons"    from  the 
currency.    Abolition  of  all  grades  in  the  Church,  the  Civil  Service, 
and  the  Bar. 

1891.  Law  and  order  prohibited.    The  Army  declared  to  consist 
entirely  of  privates.     All  the  letters  of  the  alphabet  reduced  to  the 
same  significance.    The  Republic  declared  eternal. 

1*92.  Return  of  a  "  Pretender  "  at  the  head  of  the  Army.  Over- 
whelming enthusiasm,  and  political  and  social  slavery  for  the  11.  ,\t 
twenty  years ! 
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READY! 

A  BUSINESS-LIKE   IULIAD. 


MY  lads,  lend  ear !    There 's  a  yarn  to  spin  on  an  old  but  honest 

text. 
When  around  our  cliffs  and  our  headlands  hoar  our  winter  seas  are 

When  the  waves  are  lashed  by  the  wind-flouts  wild  that  come  with 

the  condor  sweep 
Of  their  hurrying  wings  like  harpy-flights  that  prey  on  the  troubled 

deep : 

When  the  brine  that  through  soft  summer  days  with  its  slow  soft 

breaking  curls 
Has  laved  the  slopes  of  the  brown  ribbed  sands  and  the  limbs  of  the 

Nereid  girls, 

Beats  clamorous,  cliff-high,  mad  assault  all  round  our  island  shores, 
And  Titan-handed  shocks  and  rends,  and  tiger-throated  roars : 

When  the  seaman  shades  spray-blinded  eyes  with  an  eager  tremulous 

hand, 
And  looks  with  a  long  and  an  anxious  look  to  the  lights  that  gleam 

on  land, 
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BLASE ! 

AM*,  MR.  BBOWH.     GIASD  CITT, 

Parishioner.  "  WELL— Y«-*8  I    BUT  I '»  SIKH  UAIDSTOS*,  YOU  KNOW  I " 


Tlie  Rector.  "Aso  so  YOU 'VK  BIBS  TO 
ISN  r  IT?" 


Whilst  the  wave-shock'd  timbers  creak  and  cleave  beneath  his  frost-numb  feet, 
And  the  wail  of  women  sounds  now  and  anon  through  the  hiss  of  the  driving 
sleet  : 

Then,  whilst  the  sybarite  couches  snug  in  a  cozy  curtain'd  nook, 
And  the  hero-lessening  cynic  smirks  o'er  his  flask,  and  bowl,  and  book  ;— 
1  hen  the  cry  is  -not  lor  the  Sage  or  Hard,—  wild  eyes  that  search  and  scan 
Ine  shore-line  seek  not  Wealth  or  Wit,  but  the  face  of  the  Life-Boat  Han  ! 

We  have  all  our  uses  after  all,  from  the  dilettanti  down, 
Will  the  fine  conteraner  of  foolish  gush  for  once  forbear  to  frown  ? 
The  Life-Boat  Man  may  be  scarce  the  stuff  to  inspire  heroic  rhymes, 
3ut  he  who  stands  ready  to  venture  life  is—  a  handy  fellow  at  times. 

leady  !    The  manliest  word  of  words  that  make  up  mortal  speech, 
<eady  !—  to  lead  the  thundering  charge  or  face  the  perilous  breach  ; 
To  strike  or  stand,  to  dare  or  bear,  small  odds,  'tis  much  the  same, 
iut  when  the  stake  is  the  trifle,  life,  he  is  game  who  will  play  the  game. 

'lay  it  right  out  with  a  steady  hand  and  an  uneffusive  force, 
n  an  everyday  cool  sort  of  wav,  as  a  matter  much  of  course  ; 
^he  style  in  brief  of  the  Life-Boat  Man,  no  Saint  perchance,  nor  Criohton, 
But  a  man  low  pay  won't  check  or  stay,  and  the  chance  of  death  won't  frighten. 

ieady  !    All  round  our  sea-scourged  coasts,  you  will  find  him,  prompt  at  call. 
\  hen  the  winds  are  out,  and  the  waves  are  up,  and  the  black  sky  frowns  o'er  all  ; 
Vhen  the  rock-reef's  teeth  or  the  quicksand's  suck  imperil  the  helpless  ship, 
And  it  means  grim  fight  with  the  mad  sea's  might  to  slacken  the  storm-fiend's 
grip. 


!    The  cot  may  be  warm  and  snug,  whilst  the  sea  is  wild  and  chill  ; 
he  wife  may  look  wistful,  and  ill  at  ease,  as  wives  of  the  humblest  will. 
teward  't  Why  yes,  he  may  win  some  pounds,  if  he  dares  the  wave's  mad  strife; 
But  tisn't  a  Peerage  that  lures  him  on  to  the  hazard  of  life  for  life  I 

.et  i  forth  he  goes  !    Now,  the  cynic  knows  of  worldly  lore  good  store, 
erhaps  he  will  say  if  it  may  not  pay,  round  our  rock-bound  British  shore, 


To  have  such  men  as  the  Lift- Boat  Man,  men  simply 

cheaply  brave, 
Aye  ready  to  enter  the  lists  with  Death,  and  not  to  slay 

but  save. 

And  perchance  some  souls  of  a  softer  strain  may  feel  some 
tenderer  thrill. 

Well  Gentlemen,  neither  cheers  nor  sneers  will  the  Life- 
Boat  coffers  fill. 

The  time  of  tempest  is  on  us  now,  'tis  the  hour  for  succour 
steady  ; 

The  Life-Boat  Man  at  lit  post  is  found— Britiih  Public 
are  yuu  "  Ready  "  ? 
-   •     — 

HONOURS  UNDIVIDED. 

MB.  Pi  .NTH,  ever  ready  to  note  and  do  homage  to 
htroism-(witnes«  his  appeal  on  another  pege  lor  the 
work  of  the  gallant  Lifeboat  Men)  makes  here  hi* 
admiring  and  respectful  bow  to  Miss  JEMII  ACT,  who, 
when  a  heavy  sea  was  running  at  the  Mumbles  one 
day  last  week,  finding  a  rope  improvised  from  her 
own  and  her  bister's  shawls  useless  to  rescue  a  struggling 

urvdr?rnJ0|r  \raid$t  t*19  »wck«f«  breaking  on  the 
rock,  boldly  flung  herself  into  the  water,  and  saved  the 
man  s  life.  80  Mr.  Punch  is  prond  to  chronicle  in  his 
own  page  the  courageous  act  of  this  Miss  JESSIE,  who 
U  clearly  not  only  an  Ace,  but  a  very  Act  of  Trump*. 

LAYS  OF  A  LAZY  MINSTREL. 

IN  MY  EASY  CHAIR. 
'Tis  simply  detestable  weather ! 

At  home  I  'm  determined  to  star  ; 
A  fortune  I  've  spent  in  shoe-leather, 

And  ruined  three  hats  ev'ry  day ! 
Umbrellas  I  've  borrowed  and  broken. 
And  angered  their  owners  no  doubt : 
These  things  I  consider  a  token, 
'Tis  not  the  least  use  to  go  out ! 

But  let  the  weather  be  foul  or  f«ir, 
I  '11  sit  and  smile  in  my  Easy  Chair  ! 

The  morning 's  uncertain  and  hazy— 

I  can't  be  quite  sure  of  the  time — 
I  'm  feeling  exhausted  and  lazy, 

Not  equal  to  reason  or  rhyme  I 
Let  editors  clamour  for  copy. 

And  printers  persistently  tease ! 
I  '11  maunder  and  nod  like  a  poppy, 

And  take  forty  winks  at  mine  ease  I 

My  dreams  are  pleasant,  n>  /don't  care. 
I  '11  sit  and  snooze  in  my  Easy  Chair ! 

There 's  nothing  of  note  in  the  papers, 

There 's  nothing  to  do  or  to  lay : 
We  suffer  extremely  from  "  va|>ours" — 

The  fog  and  the  damp  of  each  day. 
Though  streets  may  be  frozen  or  flooded, 

'Tis  useless  to  fume  or  to  fret ; 
Though  friends  are  be-spattered  and  mudded— 

I  'II  smoke  a  serene  cigarette  I 

And  all  the  burdens  1  have  to  bear, 
I  '11  smoke  away  in  my  Easy  Chair  1 

Within  it  is  snug  and  quiescent. 

Without  it  persistently  pours  ; 
Mv  chair  is  well-cushioned  and  pleasant. 

Though  life 's  full  of  angles  and  bores  I 
M  v  room  is  delicioutly  torrid, 

By  frost  or  by  rain  1  'm  unvcxt ; 
The  world  is  decidedly  horrid — 

So  call  me  the  month  after  next ! 

The  world  may  roll  and  may  tear  its  hair, 
I  '11  roll  and  laugh  in  my  Easy  Chair ! 


1 1  'VB  often  heard,"  remarked  Mrs.  IUMSBOTHAM,  "  of 
Jr.  RrsKiir  being  cut  up  by  those  vicious  Critics  ;  and 
'm  not  a  bit  surprised  that  at  last  he 's  come  to  be  the 
Stayed  1'rofeisor .  " 


AT  the  Adelphi  Mr.  CHABLES  READS  advertises  "  Two 
5reat  Mine  Scents."  He  might  just  as  well  have  written 
1  Two  Great  Scenes  of  Mine." 
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A    LITTLE    ABROAD. 

(A  fete  Notes  of  a  Return  Visit  to  Paris  via  Monte  Carlo.) 

IK  consequence  of  a  tremendous  success  at  Monte  Carlo— of  which, 
more  anon,  for  I  am  sure  my  "system"  will  be  useful  to  all  my 
readers,  and  to  thousands  yet  unborn — I  was  able  to  stay  a  few  days 
and  nights— I  prefer  the  nights— in  Paris.  I  seized  this  opportunity 
jecause  Paris  itself  may  not  be  able  to  offer  it  me  again  this  year. 

Foreigners  don't  like  to  go  for  pleasure  to  a  place  where  a  reign  of 
;error  may  commence  at  any  moment,  and  where  you  may  be  awoke, 
morning  after  your  arrival,  by  the  Chambermaid  who  has 


"  Very  Like  !    Very  Like !  "—Hamlet. 

become  a  PStroleuse,  entering  your  room,  accompanied  by  the  Boots 
and  gigantic  porters  with  tri-coloured  cockades  in  their  hats,  swords 
in  their  hands,  and  pistols  in  their  belts,  ferociously  insisting  on 
taking  yon  off  to  be  snot  as  a  spy,  simply  because  your  Conversation 
Book  in  three  languages,  your  Illustrated  Guide  to  Paris,  and  your 
Ollendorff's  Easy  Method  of  Learning  French  in  Sixty -four 
Lessons,  all  lying  by  your  bedside,  have  been  considered  as  pieces  de 
conviction  quite  sufficient  to  seal  your  fate  with  the  Communist 
Committee,  which  has  been  pronounced  the  Government  de  facto 

the  Gargons  wait  on 


the  Vaudeville,  where  the  Great  SABAH  herself  is  playing  the  heroine 
of  SAHDOTJ'S  Fedora,  that  the  demand  for  seats  is  beyond  the  supply 
for  three  nights  a-head.  Here,  outside  all  day  are  those  pests  of 
Parisian  theatres,  the  "  touts,"  to  be  seen  hanging  about,  pretending 
to  sell  what  they  haven't  got,  and  worrying  the  weak  and  the 
simple.  Their  continual  presence  suggested  a  brilliant  Anglo- 
Parisian  jeu-de-mot,  which  I  let  oft  on  a  friend,  to  whom,  as  I 
pointed  out  one  of  these  fellows  as  a  specimen  of  the  rest,  I  exclaimed, 
r'  Noscitur  a  sociis,  et  voild  Tout !  "  [N.B.  The  directions  for  making 
this  joke  successfully  are,  first :  that  "  Tout "  must  be  pronounced  as 
in  English ;  secondly,  that  your  friend  be  an  Englishman,  who  under- 
stands French  and  his  own  language.  The  right'of  reproducing  this 
side-splitter  I  have  secured  by  International  Copyright.] 
At  last  the  police  have  determined  to  come  down  upon 
these  touting  gentry  pretty  sharp,  and  it  is  just  as  well 
the  police  of  Paris  should  do  something  to  show  they 
have  still  some  of  their  old  power  in  the  streets,  where, 
with  a  policeman  calmly  looking  on,  you  can  be  knocked 
down  and  run  over  without  any  official  interference,  and 
then  be  fined  twenty  francs  for  obstructing  the  thorough- 
fare. Yes,  this  is  one  of  the  things  which  we  manage 
better  in  London. 

In  two  or  three  parts  I  like  SABAH  muchly— I/Etran- 
gere,  for  example— but  "  I  know  her  tricks  and  her 
manners,"  and,  as  a  rule,  am  not  her  devoted  admirer  ; 
but  I  am  forced  to  acknowledge  that  her  Fedora  is  a 
triumph  of  dramatic  Art.  In  the  Third  Act  I  forgot  that 
it  was  SABAH,  and  saw  only  Fedora.  In  the  Fourth  Act, 
in  spite  of  my  being  compelled  to  ask  myself  why  on 
earth  when  everything  was  supposed  to  be  going  on  as 
happily  as  a  honeymoon  ought  to  do,  she  should  still 
atfect  towzled  hair,  and  look  as  if  the  previous  night's 
supper  had  thoroughly  disagreed  with  her,  I  was  soon 
fixed  by  her  "  glittering  eye,"  became  oblivious  of  her 
affectations,  and  again,  when  she  was  once  in  action,  I 
followed  her  every  movement  right  through  that  terrible 
bit  of  realism  where  her  lover  turns  on  her  like  a  raging 
lunatic,  and  seems  almosc  to  shake  her  head  off  in  his 
attempt  to  throttle  her,  until,  having  escaped  from  him, 
she  takes  poison,  and  rolls  off  the  sofa— a  corpse ! 

PAUL  BEBTON  acts  up  to  her,  and  acts  really  well 
when  with  her;   but,  when  left  to  himself,  plunging 
about  on  a  soft  sofa,  and  diving  his  head  into  the  sofa 
cushions,  with  his  heels  uppermost,  like  a  porpoise  at 
play,  sobbing,  "  Ma  Mere  !  ma  Mere .' "  he  is  eminently 
unmanly    and   peculiarly    ridiculous.      The    Parisians,    however, 
applauded  him,  though  here   I   fancy  the  claque  led  it ;    but  a 
Parisian  audience   are  always  ready  to  applaud  anyone,  in  any 
situation,  who  sobs,  and  shouts,  "Ma  Mere!  ma  Mere!"  if  he 
only  sobs  and  shouts  loud  enough.    There  is  no  reality,  no  touch  of 
nature  in  such  an  hysterical  exnibition  of  grief. 

But  as  to  SAKAH,  she  is  Fedora.  The  piece  may  be,  and  will  be 
easily  adapted  for  the  English  Stage,  will  attract,  and  will  be  a 
success  with  all  who  have  not  seen  SAEAH,  but  I  am  unable  to  name 
any  English  Actress  who  can  really  play  this  part.  And  this  is  no 
disparagement  to  our  Actresses,  as  the  Play  is,  in  effect,  a  one-part 
piece,  and  that  one  part  was  written  for  SASAH.  As  the  song  says, 
It 's  all  done  for  the  sake  of  SASAH  I  "  Mr.  BANCROFT  has  pur- 


sinoe  4  A.M.,  while  you  were  in  your  first  sleep. 

Paris  is  in  a  deuce  of  a  state  that 's  evident :  _.  ._ 

you  anxiously,  as  if  they  would  like  their  pourboires  in  advance,  not 

knowing  but  that  the  next  minute  they  will  have  to  hide  in  the ,     ^.  „ 

cellars  to  avoid  service  at  the  barricades.   The  Half- World  is  having  \  chased  it  for  the  Haymarket,  but  unless  he  secures  Mr.  IBVIKG, 

a  pretty  good  time  of  it,  on  the  short-and-merry-life  principle,  and !  between  whom  and  SABAH  there  is  a  remarkable  resemblance,  and 

the  Three-quarters-World  flock  in  crowds  to  the  numerous 

gambling  Clubs  for  all  classes  which  have  gradually  sprung 

into   existence,— to  the  Cafes,  to  the   Bals    Masques,   the 

Restaurants    and    the    ill  -  ventilated    and   uncomfortable 

Theatres,  which,  when  there  is  any  attraction  at  all,  have 

never  been  more  crowded  than  they  are  now,  or,  from  a 

fire-panic  point  of  view,  more  dangerous. 

JUDIC  appeared  in  a  new  musical  piece,  M'mzelle  Nitouche, 
which,  some  of  the  Critics  said,  was  remarkable  neither  for 
wit  nor  tune,  and  is  now  a  great  success,  so  that  a  queue  of 
people  is  seen  all  day  at  the  box-office  anxiously  waiting  to 
get  seats  whenever  and  wherever  they  can.    It  was  the  same 
at  the  Eden-Theatre,  where  there  was,  on  the  morning  of 
my  visit  to  the  bureau  de  location,  some  considerable  delay, 
on  account  of  the  clerk  having,  as  far  as  I  could  make  out, 
quarrelled  with  the  lady  who  assisted  him  in  letting  seats  for 
the  extra  matinees,  which  made  him  very  short  with  the 
public  generally,  on  whom  he  tried  to  revenge  himself  by  attempting 
to  seat  everyone  as  near  the  big  drum  and  cymbals  as  possible.    If 
you  wouldn  t  have  this,  he  selected  a  good  draughty  place,  and  gave 
you,_  defiantly,  a  ticket  for  that.    I  was  very  polite  to  him,  but  it 


wouldn  t  do.  and,  yielding  to  his  nasty  temper  and  to  pressure  from 
the  single  file  behind  me— in  these  painful  circumstances  anyone 
would  move  on,— I  accepted  the  position  he  offered,  and  in  the 

draught. 

of  the  Drama  in  Paris,  and  it  is  at 


evening  sat  in  a  most  refreshing  draught. 
But  it  is  the  "  Victorien  Era"  «*  **••  r>- 


Exceleior !    Ballet  Costumes  at  the  Eden-Thdatre. 

induces  him  to but  this  is  an  improbability  which  it  would  be 

only  waste  of  time  to  discuss,  though  the  notion  can  be  suggested, 
as  above,  pictorially. 

After  the  Theatres,  at  some  of  the  Cafes  the  Parisian  Masher 
is  in  great  force.  He  is  not  so  much  en  evidence  in  the  theatre 
itself,  though  he  is  dotted  about  here  and  there.  He  is  just  the 
same  as  his  London  brother  of  the  same  order.  He  wears  a  white 
waistcoat,  a  white  tie  (fancy  that ! )  round  a  stiff  white  collar,  an 
immaculate  shirt-front,  but  not  always  with  one  stud  in  the  centre 


I" 
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—usually  two  or  three,— a  shining  hat  with  very  much  curled-up 

Tim,  and  he  carries  a  stick  with  a  gold  knob  to  suck,  which,  when 

applied  to  his  lips,  seemed  to  produce  on  him  a  soothing  effect  simi- 

lar  to  that  of  the  india-rubber  mouth-piece  of  the  pap-bottle  on  a 


Metaieurt  Ics  "  Mashers  "  Parieieiw. 


baby  in  the  cradle.'*  In  this  respect  the  "  Masher  "  of  to-day  is  an 
exact  repetition  of,'  the  "  Gent1'  studied  by  ALBKKT  SMITH  some 
twenty-five  years  ago.  If  the  night  is  cold,  the  Parisian  Masher, 
evidently  a  weak  creature,  comes  out  strong  in  an  elaborately  fur- 
trimmed  overcoat.  Just  now  he  specially  affects  the  Eden-Theatre, 
where  there  is  such  a  ballet  as  I  have  never  yet  seen,  and  of  which, 
in  our  time,  the  Alhambra  has  not  approached  within  even  measurable 
distance.  It  is  called  JExcelsior,  and  is  divided  into  a  Prologue  and 
two  Acts,  illustrating  the  triumph  of  the  Genius  of  Civilisation  over 
the  Spirit  of  Obscurantism.  The  Prologue  is  the  best.  There  are 
men-dancers  as  well  as  women-dancers,  all  equally  good.  The  pre- 
cision of  the  ensemble  is  admirable,  and  the  effect — I  speak  of  the 
Prologue — marvellous. 

The  scenery  and  costumes  can  be  done  as  well  here,  or  better ;  and 
if  the  entire  troupe  could  be  brought  over  for  the  re-opening  of  the 
Alhambra,  it  would  be  a  fortune  straight  off  to  the  Management. 


constant  kaleidoscopic  combinations  and  permutations  are  triumph*  of 
ingenuity. 

The  theatre  iUelf ,  called  Eden- TMatrt,—vn  the  lucut  a  nan  luomti 
principle,  as  there  is  no  Paradit  in  it,— is  an  extraordinary  place, 
with  refreshment-salooni,  bar.,  corridors,  and/»y»rj.  where,  during 
the  entr'actti,  the  crowd  try  to  circulate  while  listening  to  mosic  by 
the  Hungarian  band,  and  some  monotonous  performance*  on  the 
ear,  <U  chatu.  Stout  ladies  in  Tyrolean  costumes  invite  the 
Mather  to  refresh  himself  with  liquor  at  the  bars,  for  the  heat  is 
intense,  and  the  crush  greater  than  I  ever  remember  to  bar*  seen 
anywhere  except  on  some  very  special  occasion  at  the  Promenade 
Concerts.  The  entrance  to  the  Ambulacrum  portion  is  three  francs, 
and  to  the  Stalls  nine.  There  are  about  five  or  six  hundred  Stalls, 
besides  ttrapontin*  and  portable  seats  which,  thank  the  LORD 

HAMBttLAnr,  would  not  be  permitted  in  any  London  Theatre. 

There  is  a  great  deal  made  of  LBMZM  and  the  Sues  Canal  in  one 
scene,  but  no  reference  to  England  in  Egypt.  The  "  Mi'trillmtt " 
once  heralds  the  triumphant  arrival  of  the  French  Engineers  in  the 
St.  Gothard  Tunnel,  when  they  rush  in  and  embrace  the  Italian 
Engineers,  and  kiss  them  on  both  cheeks,  after  which  they  all  dance 
together.  The  "  MarteMaitt "  awakened  no  response  among  the 
audience,  and  was  subsequently  played  an  a  polka— and.  in  fact, 
it  was  to  this  arrangement  of  the  National  Anthem  that  the  Engineer! 
danced  off. 

Parigi  o  cara  !  au  plaitir  !  "  Confound  their  politics  !  frustrate 
all  their  knavish  tricks !  "  Why  can't  Paris  be  managed  by  an  Inter- 
national Company  Limited  as  f>  The  Holiday  Cityof  the  World  "  ? 


I 

A  Oune  at  Dominoes  ;  or,  a  Scene  during  the  Carairal  at  Nice. 

lere  is  a  suggestion  thrown  out  well  worth  the  consideration  of 


— -- -  II  -J 1  -— — ~     -      I»QUV  fcv     MAV     AUIMIOQCUAVUV.        MVBV     lo    tt    auggCTObluu      IOU  V  W  U     V  U  l(      V1CJ1      WUlbll      MIC    UUUB1UC1  KUDU     Ul 

Iney  are  all  evidently  trained  dancers,  and  have  been  drilled  and   Europe.    Now— I  return  to  my  Notes  on  Nice  and  Monaco,  of  which, 
disciplined  by  a  stern  autocrat ;  while  the  varied  tableaux  and  the   as  I  have  already  said,  "  More  anon ! " 


THE  SPORTSMAN'S  EXHIBITION. 

By  Our  Special  Johnnie. 

LOOK  here,  old  Chappie.  Very  glad  to  oblige,  don't  you  know. 
But  why  want  me  to  go  up  there  so  early  in  the  morning  ?  And 
such  a  mornin',  too,  as  it  was  on  Friday,  to  go  splashing  about 
Islington !  Drizzlington  would  be  a  better  name  tor  that  extra- 
ordinary suburb.  Haven't  been  there  since  La  Fill*  de  Madame 
Angot.  See  they're  buildin'  a  new  Theatre.  Hope  it'll  be  as 
atnusin'  as  the  old  one.  Wish  you  wouldn't  ask  me  to  go  out  on 
muddy  mornin's.  Got  so  splashed  in  hansom  cab  that  my  own  tailor 
wouldn't  know  me.  As  for  my  boots— they  were  quite  unfit  for 
publication.  How  with  driver  about  fare.  No  one  seems  to  know 
tare  to  Drizzlington— Islington  I  mean— every  one  has  his  own  idea 
on  the  subject,  which  never  seems  to  coincide  with  mine.  Coincide  '? 
Go  inside  '<  Very  good  1  Of  course  1  went  inside.  Being  a  Sports- 
man s  Exhibition,  I  became  quite  the  sportsman  at  once.  I  said 
"  Yoicks !  "  to  the  man  at  the  wicket,  but  he  did  not  respond  with 
enthusiasm.  So  I  looked  cheery,  and  enjoined  him  to  "Hark 
forrard ! '  With  that  he  became  very  angry,  and  pointed  me  out 
to  a  policeman.  By  the  way,  what  is  the  meaning  of  "  Yoicks  ! ' 
and  Hark  forrard !  "  I  possibly  swore  at  the  good  man  in  choice 
Islingtonese,  without  knowing  anything  about  it. 

Oh,  yes,  I  was  very  much  pleased  when  I  got  inside.  It  reminded 
me  of  a  mixture  of  the  old  Polytechnic,  the  Hill  at  Epsom  on  Derby 
Day,  a  bit  of  the  beach  at  Brighton,  and  a  touch  of  Madame 
TCSSATJD'S.  There  were  a  lot  of  coaches  and  cabs,  and  carts  and 


carriages ;  horses  all  taken  out.  and  driven  gone  to  dinner.    Manv 

people  seemed  so  have  come  in  boats,  and  a  very  good  way  of  comin  , 

too,  this  beastly  weather.    I  saw  a  heap  of  wonderful  things.   There 

were  some  curious  brogues  which  the  Irish  Fishermen  wear  to  acquire 

their  accent  in  Donegal,  and  there  were  gaffs  which  they  blow  when 

they  want  to  give  information.    I  also  saw  some  very  curious  eorn- 

j  crushers,  which,  I  understand,  are  highly  recommended  by  some  of 

I  our  leading  chiropodists :  there  was  dubbing,  always  used  by  the 

!  Qi-F.KN  when  conferring  the  dignity  of  knighthood  upon  one  of  her 

subjects;   there  were  dumb  jockeys  — excellent  on  a  quarrelsome 

race-course  ;  and  there  was  saddle-soap,  a  capital  thing  to  prevent 

your  falling  off.  don't  yon  know. 

Let  me  see,  old  Chappie,  was  there  anything  else  ?  Oh  dear,  yes  1 
There  were  cross-eyed  guns  for  shootin'  round  the  corner,  I  sup- 
pose—the ejector  gun,  which  they  must  find  very  useful  in  Ireland 
just  now,  and  a  lot  of  smart,  gay-looking  boats,  called,  I  know  not 
why,  dingies.  I  also  noted  some  chaff-cutters,  most  invaluable  for 
using  at  dinner-parties,  on  race-courses  and  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
Among  the  few  live  things  there  were  some  clay  pigeons,  and  some 
decoy  ducks.  There  were  a  lot  of  drags,  which  you  know  are  used 
for  huntin'.  and  come  ladies'  spurs,  which  are  supposed  to  incite 
them  to  all  kinds  of  good  deeds.  Oh,  and  a  lot  of  other  things!  You 
must  go  yourself,  and  have  a  look.  Can't  expect  me  to  tell  you  all 
about  it  when  I  've  been  so  splashed.  They  ought  to  have  a  lot  of 
men  in  red  coats  there,  and  nave  a  run  with  a  salmon,  or  stalk  a 
fox,  or  course  a  partridge.  Plenty  of  girls  in  country  costumes  to  sing 
sportin'  songs,  would  be  an  excellent  notion.  Tned  the  man  with 
"  Tantivy  !  "  as  I  went  out,  but  it  was  of  no  use.  I  'm  splashed  if  I 
have  anything  more  to  do  with  sporting  matters ! 
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CAVE    CANEM! 

Effie.  "  ARKN'T  YOU  AFRAID  MY  BIG  DOG  'LL  KAT  YOU  f " 

Stranger.  "  HK  WOULDN'T  MAKE  MUCH  OF  A  MBAL  OF*  Ms,  MY  DEAK!" 


Effie.  "MY  BIG  DOG  LIKES  Soxsst" 


A  MYSTIC  KITE. 

Mr.  MACBETH  and  Mr.  GREGORY  were,  last  week,  elected  as  worthy 
to  be  Associates  of  the  Royal  Academicians.  The  ceremony  of  Mr. 
MACBBTH'S  initiation  was  peculiarly  striking,  as  the  official  Repre- 
sentative Artists  could  not  lose  the  opportunity  afforded  them  by 
the  new  Associate's  Shakspearian  name.  The  Council  Chamber  was 
fitted  up  as  The  Witches '  Cavern,  a  Calderon  was  in  the  centre,  and 
the  dramatis  persona  were  as  follows : — 

Macbeth  ...        By  Himself. 

1st  Witch         .       .       .       Sir  F.  LEIOHTON,  P.R.A. 

2nd  Witch         .        .        .        J.  C.  HOESLEY,  R  A. 

3rd  Witch  .  .  .  W.  P.  FHITH,  R.A. 
After  an  incantation,  arranged  for  three  voices,  which  was  very 
finely  sung,  The  Second  Witch  announced  that,  "  By  the  pricking  of 
thumbs,  something  clever  this  way  comes.  Open  locks  whoever 
knocks !  "  upon  which  Mr.  MACBETH  entered,  and  was  presented  by 
the  Weird  Sisters  with  "  a  deed  without  a  name,"  which  the  new 
Associate  had  to  sign.  Then,  joining  hands,  they  danced  to 
mysterious  music,  played  by  Mr.  SANT,  R.A.,  on  a  concealed 
harmonium,  and  while  throwing  into  the  Cauldron  old  paint- 
brushes, broken  palettes,  bits  of  easels,  chips  of  mahlsticks,  dry 
leaves  from  RUSKIN  on  Art,  BLACK BURNE'S  Illustrated  Academy 
Guide,  and  an  old  Catalogue  of  the  Grosvenor  Gallery,  they  sang — 

"  Come  high  or  low, 
Thyself  and  office  deftly  show !" 

when  the  thunder  was  splendidly  shaken  by  Mr.  HERBERT,  R.A., 
and  in  a  vivid  flash  of  lightning,  also  contrived  by  the  same  talented 
Artist,  arose  a  Head,  wearing  a  Judge's  wig,  whose  features  were  at 
once  recognised  by  everyone  present  as  those  of  The  Last  of  the 
Birons. 

Macbeth.  Tell  me,  thon  unknown  power  ! 

First  Witch.  He  knows  thy  thought. 

Sri-nnd  Witch.  Hear  his  speech,  but  say  thou  nought. 

Third  Witch.  Or  be  committed  for  contempt  of  Court. 

The  Last  of  the  Barons  then  made  a  few  learned  observations  on 

Art  in  general  and  experts  in  particular,  and  after  making  a  few 


learned  observations  on  Art  and  experts,  the  Baron  was  courteously 
dismissed,  cigars  and  liquors  were  produced,  and  dancing  round  the 
"lauldron  was  kept  up  to  a  late  hour. 

THE  FBENCH  ANDROMEDA. 

WANTED  a  Perseus !    There  she  stands,  poor  France, 

Helpless  and  faction-shackled,  with  wild  eyes 
Watching  the  red-gorged  monster's  slow  advance, 

Oh,  issue  sad  of  warring  vanities ! 
'Iwas  Cassiopea's  boastings  brought  black  fate 

On  snowy-limbed  Andromeda  of  old. 
Where 's  he,  who  in  the  interest  of  the  State 

Will  make,  with  resolution  calm  and  buld, 
A  holocaust  of  self,  of  all  the  small 

Hot-raging  egoisms  that  enmesh 
What  else  were  great  ?  Where 's  he,  not  passion  s  thrall, 

Who  the  clean  downright  blade  of  Truth  will  flesh 
Fast  in  the  common  foe  ?   Must  every  man 

Of  modern  Frenchmen,  valoroualy  vain, 
Play  Cepheus  to  his  country,  blindly  plan 

To  forge  fresh  links  for  her  disabling  chain, 
What  time  the  monster  nearer  nearer  creeps. 
And  the  Gods  laugh,  and  the  deliverer  sleeps  ? 


QUERY  AND  EXPLANATION.— At  an  entertainment  given  by  Mr. 
BASS  at  the  Brewery,  Burton-on-Trent,  to  his  merry  men  and  many 
others,  the  Opera  of  Lucrezia  Borgia  was  performed.  But  why- 
have  played  Lucrezia  Borgia  ?  Why,  asks  our  friend  WAGG,  didn  t 
Mr.  BASS  or  Sir  ARTHUR  select  something  from  MEYEE-BEER  f  ihe 
answer  is  evident.  The  satirical  M.P.  for  Burton-on-Melancholy 
—no,  on  Trent,— chose  Lucrezia  Borgia\  because,  at  the  nnish  oi 
the  Opera,  all  the  guests  are  poisoned  by  wine,  and  are  led  out 
staggering  to  their  bier.  Oh,  Basso  Profondo .' 

THE  MOTTO  OF  THE  DEMON  DRIVES.— "  Hurrah  for  the— Wrong 
side  of  the— Road ! " 
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THE  FRENCH  ANDROMEDA; 

OR,  WANTED,  A  PERSEUS. 
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IN  THI  CALDICOTTIAX  STYLK. 


TEACHING  THE  YOUNG  IDEA. 

"  FOR  myself  I  am  never  satisfied  that  I  hare  handled  a  subject  properly 
till  I  hare  contradicted  myself  at  least  three  times." — Mr.  Jtiukin  at 
Oxford. 

Three  Notes  on  above  from  an  Undergraduate' i  Diary. 

RETURNED  from  lecture  stamped  and  thoughtful.  Wonderful 
things  the  old  boy  says  about  colour.  Odd  idea  that,  now,  of  his  to 
have  a  fresh  bit  of  rock-opal  on  the  table,  and  dip  it  into  a  bucket 
of  water,  to  test  one's  sensibility  to  prismatic  beauty.  Mem. — To 
try  it.  Order  a  pound  or  two  in  from  SPIKKS.  Can't  quite  believe, 
though,  it  will  show  anything  that  will  be  a  patch  upon  our  Boating- 
Club  colours.  What  does  he  mean,  too,  by  this  F 

"Entirely  common  and  vulgar  compared  with  these,  yet  to  be  noticed 
>8  completing  the  crystalline  or  vitreous  system,  we  hare  the  colours  of  gems. 
The  grt'on  of  the  emerald  is  the  best  of  these ;  out,  at  its  best,  is  as  vulgar  ai 
House-painting  beside  the  green  of  birds'  plumage,  or  of  clear  water." 

Don't  fancy  FLORENCE  will  see  this,  and  give  up  sporting  her  engage- 
ment-ring. Birds'  plumage,"— that  must  be  bosh.  He'can't  be  think- 
ing of  that  dusty  weather-beaten  old  parrot  in  the  High  ?  And  as  to 
clear  water, — come,  I  '11  back  an  average  emerald  against  the  Cher- 
well  any  day.  Perhaps,  though,  he  had  Sandford  Lasher  in  his  eye  'i 
Shouldn't  wonder :  — still,  take  it  at  its  best,— it's  not  what  I  should 
call  a  "killing"  sort  of  green.  However,  I'll  turn  it  all  over  as 
soon  as  SPIERS  sends  in  the  opal.  "  It  presents  more  lovely  colours 
Jhan  can  be  seen  in  the  world,  except  in  clouds."  Evidently,  he  has 
been  walking  on  Sunday  afternoon  to  the  top  of  Shotover  to  «ee 
ihe  sun  over  Carfax  in  a  fog.  No  accounting  for  taste,  but— well— 
if  it  comes  to  clouds—  give  me  a  thrce-vol.  novel,  and  a  pipe  full  of 
bird's-eye. 

***••• 

Unite  converted  by  that  last  lecture,  and  no  mistake.  Am 
so  glad.  I  went  through  the  whole  course.  Mind  quite  changed 
again  now.  Break  off  engagement  with  FLORENCE,  because  she 
won't  give  up  wearing  that  staring,  vulgar,  gimcrack,  emerald 
loop,  and  take  to  a  little  natural  ring  of  freshly-picked  chick- 
weed.  Very  nasty  of  her,  I  think,  and  really  vile  taste !  Never 


mind—/  can  keep  it  up.     Go   into  chapel   crowned  with 

cabbage-leaves.  Fined  ;  but  no  matter.  Bide  my  Uncle's  carbuncle 
signet-ring,  explaining  to  him  that  "  unless  set  in  tinfoil,"  it  U  not 
prettier  than  the  "seed  of  a  pomegranate,"  and  that  he  mutt  live 
up  to  a  higher  standard  of  Art.  Calls  me  an  "  upstart  jackanape*," 
and  strikes  me  out  of  hif  will.  Console  myself  by  emptying  a  jug 
of  clear  crystal  water  on  the  head  of  the  Regius  Professor  «t 
Divinity.  When  he  sends  for  the  Proctor,  explain  to  him  that  the 
passionate  admirer  of  colour  can  see  less  glory  in  the  priceless 
diamond  than  in  the  simple  dewdrop,  and  that  as  he  U  dripping 
from  head  to  foot,  he  awakens  in  me  a  feeling  of  unbounded  admi- 
ration. He  says,  that  "  may  or  mayn't  be,"  but  that  he  suffers 
badly  from  rheumatism,  and  he  '11  have'me  "  sent  down  for  a  term 
or  two."  Celebrate  my  departure  by  an  oyster-shell  sapper. 
When  some  of  the  men  want  to  throw  me  out  of  window,  try  to 
make  them  understand  that  the  real  beauty  of  the  oyster  is  not  the 
miserable  fish  one  eats,  but  the  glorious  oorrnscating precioosness 
of  the  nacre  of  the  shells  one  looks  at.  Ducked.  Hit  oat  right 
and  left.  Give  the  Senior  Censor,  who  intervenes,  "one  for  him- 
self "  by  mistake.  Says,  for  the  moment  he  sees  "  the  purest  rain- 
bow-tints, as  glistening  in  meridian  sunshine  on  a  butterfly's  wing," 
all  at  once  in  his  right  eye.  Quite  believe  him.  Rusticated.  Never 

mind.    Take  rock-opal  with  me  in  a  carpet-bag. 

•  •  •  • '  •  • 

Changed  ray  mind  again.  Must  be  right  this  time.  Made  it  up 
with  FLORKNCK.  Just  read  in  my  lecture-notes.  "  The  ruby  is  like 
an  ill-dyed  and  half- washed-out  print  compared  to  the  dianthus." 
Stuff!  Mem.— Give  FLORJWC*  a  complete  set  on  the  spot.  Married 
to-morrow.  Don't  talk  to  me  of  "  the  delicate  harmony  of  shade  in 
the  sea-washed  tracery  of  virgin  coral."  I  mean  to  be  married  in  a 
blue  coat  with  brass  buttons,  and  a  red  tie,— and  then  live  in  a  stucco- 
fronted  house,  with  cheap  cast-iron  railings  and  a  pe-a-green  door. 
It  isn't  exactly  what  I  meant  to  do  when  I  first  went  in  for  the 
SLADE  Professor's'lectnres,  but  as  I  have  contradicted  myself  and 
everybody  else  at  least  three  times,  I  ought  to  feel  tolerably  satisfied 
that  I  'm  right  at  last.  Hem  on  final  note.—"  In  reverence  is  the 
chief  power  and  joy  of  life."  Now,  what  doei  the  old  boy  mean  by 

that  ? 1  have  it"!   Of  course,— Throw  the  rock-opal  at  myfather- 

in-laic. 
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THE  GAIETY  NOVICE. 

"  FABQIIHAB  "  is  a  good  name 
in  connection  with  the  Stage. 
Towards  the  end  of  the  Seven- 
teenth Century  young  FABQUHAB, 
who  was  subsequently  to  make 
a  brilliant  reputation  as  a  dra- 
matic author,  offered  himself  to 
a  Manager  as  an  Actor,  and  was 
accepted,  "probably,"  says  his 
biographer,  as  a  godsend,  being 
a  young  gentleman  from  College," 
and  he  came  out  as  Othello. 
Fortunately  for  his  future  author- 
ship, FAHQUHAB  had  every  quali- 
fication for  the  Stage,  except 
that  he  couldn't  act.  He  had  no 
voice,  no  confidence  in  himself, 
and  never  got  over  "  stage 
fright."  He  probably  murdered 
several  characters  before  he  acci- 
dentally stabbed  a  brother  Actor 
when  playing  in  DBTDEN'S  Indian 
Emperor,  after  which,  having 
made  this  one  hit,  he  quitted  the 
Stage  for  ever. 

His  namesake,  who  appeared 
at  a  matinee  some  ten  days  ago, 
does  not  suffer  from  want  of  con- 
fidence or  from  lack  of  voice. 
He  made  a  very  creditable  be- 
ginning as  an  amateur,  and,  as 
Be  chose  this  method  of  intro- 
ducing himself  to  the  notice  of 
London  Managers  anxious  to  en- 
gage a  young  man  of  fashion, 
we  may  look  upon  "Gillie's" 
first  appearance  at  the  Gaiety  as 
a  modern  version  of  FABQUHAB'S 
Beaux'  Stratagem. 


Shakspeare  Adapted. 

(.For  the  Vie  of  the  Conservative 
Leadert.) 

You  cannot  hold  the  Tories  well 

in  hand 

By  railing  at  the  Liberal  Cau- 
cuses ! 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS,-No.    122. 


LIEUT.-COLONEL  JAMES  E.  FARQUHARSON. 

"  My  foot 's  upon  my  native  heath — 
lly  name,  MCM.ASHER  !  " 

liob  Roy. 


WHY  BRIGHTON  IS  CHOSEN 
FOB  THE  EASTEB  REVIEW. 

BECAUSK  the  Committee  of  the 
Commanding  Officers  are  fond  of 
special  trains. 

Because  the  town  authorities 
have  not  forgotten  the  attacks  of 
the  Lancet. 

Because  Colonels  of  Volunteers 
are  greater  men  on  the  South 
Coast  than  at  Aldershot. 

Because  a  great  deal  may  be 
learned  by  military  men  on  the 
West  Pier  and  at  the  Aquarium. 

Because  Portsmouth  has  had 
enough  of  "  Citizen  Soldiers"  for 
the  present. 

Because  "our  great  standing 
camp"  is  not  exactly  the  place 
for  amateurs. 

Because  Prince  EDWA  ED  thinks 
it  within  easy  railway  distance  of 
his  Command. 

Because  the  Corporation  of  "the 
Queen  of  Watering-places"  find 
trade  bad. 

Because  no  one  expects  the 
"Sham  Fight"  to  be  of  any 
military  service  to  anyone,  and, 
therefore,  that  one  place  will  do 
as  well  as  any  other. 

Finally, — because  "  the  Duke  " 
has  no  objection. 


Now  that  the  only  Frenchman 
who  could  lay  claim  to  the  title 
has  departed,  we  must  gradually 
become  accustomed  to  regard  the 
world-renowned  Personal  Con- 
ductor, Mr.  COOK,  as  the  "  Dic- 
tator of  Tours." 


THE  nearest  approach  lo  Mid- 
lothian the  PBBMIER  could  make 
when  forced  to  go  abroad  for  his 
well-earned  rest,  was  "The Cha- 
teau Scott." 


"THE  SILVER  THAMES." 

nM»g  P""011'8  8reat  mottp-  M  ^  the  world  knows,  is  "  Justice  to 
Bearing  this  in  mind,  although  he  has  had  many  a  good 
Hearty  laugh,  and  trusts  to  have  many  more  at  some  of  the  funny 
and  old-fashioned  and  cumbersome  doings  of 
the  old  City  Corporation,  he  has  always  borne 
willing  testimony  to  their  many  good  deeds  for 
the  benefit   of   the    whole    Metropolis.     For 
instance,  he  hears  nothing  but  good  accounts 
on  all  hands  of  the  admirable  school  they  have 
just  opened  on  the  Thames  Embankment,  on 
which  they  have  lavished  their  wealth  with  an 
unsparing  hand,  thanks,  in  no  small  degree,  to 
the  exertions  of  the  energetic  Chairman  of  the 
School  Committee.     He  also  hears  from  his 
lerous   staff  of  young  men  who  are  constantly  employed,  at 
ormous  salaries,  in  verifying  quotations,  and  other  important 
hterary  work,  that  the  Guildhall  ^ree  Library  is  as  near  perfec- 
tion as  a  Jree  Library  can  well  be.  Free  admission  to  all,  early 
i  late,  a  priceless  collection  of  books,  a  most  courteous  Librarian 
and   careful   and   ready  attendants.     Then,    again,    Mr.    Punch 
an  mi       irom  his  own  personal  experience  of  the  magnificence 

?nhj£  fJf  !?'  **?  ff)r'li™9  °f  ™k-  or  even  of  the  probable 
subsequent   discomfort,  he  rode   lately,   accompanied   by  two   of 

ts'   for    hours    throil&h    Eppin*   Forest     and 
l  .«ffe  8aw  »any  ihiW  &•*  might   be  easily 

'  Kb.ears  w.lUin&  testimony  to  the  priceless  value  of  this 

1n-    A?d  no-uw'  again' when  not  onjy  PnWic  gratifica- 
re,°™atlol>.  but  even  public  health  is  imperilled  by 
«i        tv    f  condltl°n  °f   our  noble  river,  the  old  Corporation  is 
' the  fore,  not  as  in  the  olden  time,  struggling  and  battling 


for  the  rights  and  liberties  of  the  people,  but  for  their  comfort,  their 
enjoyment,  and  their  health. 

For  a  long  time  past  reports  have  been  rife  as  to  the  simply  dis- 
gusting state  of  the  Thames  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  outfalls  of 
the  Main  Drainage  System  at  Crossness  and  Barking.  Complaints 
by  the  Corporation  to  the  Metropolitan  Board  of  Works  being  of  no 
avail,  thev  applied  to  the  Seldom-at-Home  Secretary,  who  has  at 
length  woke  up  and  procured  the  appointment  of  a  Royal  Commission 
to  inquire  into  this  most  important  matter.  Strange  to  say,  the 
Commissioners  have  resolved  to  sit  with  closed  doors.  No  one  except 
the  officers  and  witnesses  of  the  Corporation,  who  are  the  Plaintiffs, 
and  of  the  Metropolitan  Board  of  Works,  who  are  the  Defendants,  is 
allowed  to  enter  the  sacred  chamber,  or  to  reveal  one  word  of  the 
important  evidence  given. 

This  being  the  case,  Mr.  Punch,  as  usual,  comes  to  the  rescue, 
and  sympathising  with  the  natural  impatience  of  the  Public  to  know 
the  facts  of  the  case  without  that  delay  that  seems  inseparable  from 
Royal  Commissions,  he  has  again  summoned  to  his  aid  his  Own  City 
Commissioner,  whose  Reports  upon  the  Livery  Companies  of  the 
City,  lately  published,  have  so  exhausted  the  subject  that  the  Royal 
Commissioners  are  said  to  have  adjourned  sine  die.  This  Gentleman, 
with  that  alacrity  that  is  as  praiseworthy  in  a  Commissioner  as  it  is 
unusual,  has  held  several  sittings,  and  has  now  forwarded  a  copy  of 
a  portion  of  the  evidence  taken  :— 

No.  I.— CAPTAIN  CROSSTREE. 

Our  Own  Commissioner.  Well,  Captain,  you  know  the  importance 
of  the  inquiry  1  am  now  commencing.  What  can  you  tell  me  of  the 
state  of  the  River  ? 

Captain  Cr»sslree.  Well,  Sir,  I  have  been  on  it  almost  daily  for 
the  last  ten  years,  as  master  of  one  of  the  river  steamers,  and  it 
seems  to  me  to  get  worse  and  worse  every  year. 
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I  II  I- 1 .l-lilFI-IH.i 


I  1 


FOR    EXAMPLE." 

Miss  2fetherT>leu>.  "  WILL  YOU  ADVISI  ME  AS  TO  PRINTING  AND  PPBLHIIINO,  MB,  SrBRjwooHf    I  BAYS  A  LITTLE  WORK  READY 
FOR  TUB  PBSJSS,  BUT  HAVB  IIAD  NO  EXPERIENCE " 

Valiant  Publisher.  "MY  DRAR  MADAM,  PRINTING  AND  PUBLISHING  ARE  VERY  DIFFERENT  IIIINOS.    FOR  INSTANCE,  IT  I   PBIMT 
A  Kiss  ON  YOUR  ROSY  CHEEK,  IT  is  NOT  AT  ALL  NECESSARY  TO  PUBLISH  IT!"  iliti  Kttherblew.  "SIR!" 


Our  Own  C.  Have  you  any  doubt  of  the  cause  of  this  terrible 
itate  of  things  ? 

C.  ('.  None  at  all.  It  all  arises  from  the  fearful  blunder  of 
imptying  all  the  sewage  of  the  Metropolis  into  the  River  instead  of 
nto  the  Sea. 

Our  Own  C.  Can  you  tell  me  anything  like  the  quantity  pumped 
nto  the  River  ? 

C.  U.  Yes.     I  have  a  nnihew  employed  at  Abbey  Mills  as  a 
toker,  and  he  told  me  once  that  they  reckoned  it  at  about  a  hundred 
millions  of  gallons  a  day. 

Our  Own  C.  A  hundred  million  gallons  a  day !  Snrely  there 
must  be  some  mistake  ! 

C.  C.  No,  Sir,  there  is  no  mistake.  And  I  believe  it's  much 
worse  than  even  that. 

Our  Own  C.  Why  ? 

C.  C.  Because  the  receptacles  at  the  pumping  stations  are  so 
nsufficient  in  size,  that  they  are  sometimes  obligated  to  turn  the 
ewage  into  the  River  at  least  two  hours  before  high  water. 

Our  Own  C.  And  what  is  the  effect  of  that  outrageous  proceeding ': 

C.  C.  Why,  that  instead  of  the  ebb  tide  carrying  the  sewage 
owards  the  Sea,  the  tlood  tide  carries  it  towards  London. 

Our  Own  C.  Really,  Captain,  this  is  hardly  credible. 

C.  C.  It 's  quite  true,  Sir,  and  they  are  now  about  to  enlarge  the 
eceptacles  in  consequence. 

Our  Own  C.  How  does  all  this  affect  you  and  your  men  ? 

C.  C.  Well,  you  see,  Sir,  we  are  pretty  well  used  to  it  by  this 
ime,  but  it's  cruel  work  when  the  weather  "s  at  all  warm  or  close, 
've  sometimes  known  every  man  of  the  crew  to  be  as  sick  as  so 
many  land-lubbers  on  their  hrst  sea-voyage. 

Our  Own  C.  Thanks,  Captain,  that  will  do  for  to-day,  and  I  am 
much  obliged  for  your  very  interesting  and  important  evidence. 

C.  C.  You're  quite  welcome.  Sir.  And  if  anything  can  be  done 
x>  improve  matters,  it  will  be  a  real  blessing  to  the  thousands  of 
3oor  men  and  women  and  dear  little  children  who  take  a  run  down 
he  River  on  their  rare  holidays.  [He  retiret. 


No.  II.— JAMES  BOSUER. 

Our  Own  Cmnmiitinner.  Well,  Mr.  BOSBRR,  I  im  informed  that 
you  can  give  me  Dome  information  of  a  peculiarly  interesting  charac- 
ter a*  to  the  condition  of  the  River. 

Jamet  Bother.  Well,  yes,  Sir,  I  think  I  knows  a  thing  or  two. 
P'raps  as  much  as  most  people. 

Our  Own  C.  Are  you  often  on  the  River  ? 

J.  B.  Yes,  Sir;  almost  every  day  when  the  water's  pretty 
smooth. 

Our  Oirn  C.  I  suppose  yon  avoid  the  neighbourhood  of  Crossness 
as  much  as  possible  ? 

J.  B.  (smiling).  Oh,  no,  quite  the  contrary.  I  spends  hours  and 
hours  within  a  very  short  distance  of  it.  I  shouldn't  go  on  the 
River  at  all  if  it  wasn't  for  blooming  Crossness. 

Our  Own  C.  Yon  really  quite  surprise  me.  Pray  what  is  your 
object  in  going  there  ? 

J.  B.  Business. 

Our  Own  C.  Business !  Why,  what  business,  in  the  name  of  all 
that 's  wonderful  '•: 

J.  B.  (smiling  again).  Why,  the  fact  is,  Sir,  I  'm  one  of  them  true 
patriots  who  objects  t  j  anything  in  the  shape  of  waste,  and  so  I 
devotes  my  precious  time  to  skimming  the  River  near  Crossness  of  a 
very  valuable  oil,  which  I  afterwards,  by  the  aid  of  certain  chemi- 
cals, convert  into  a  certain  article  of  daily  consumption,  which  is 
sold  by  the  pound  under  the  name  of  butt 

Our  Otcn  C.  (hurriedly).  That  will  do-that  will  do  for  to-day. 

[He  depart*  abruptly. 
(To  be  continued.) 


MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM,  thinkinp  thst  she  was  quoting  the  proverb 
correctly,  said,  "  Ah  !  a  man  with  a  large  family  has  indeed  '  given 
ostriches  to  fortune.'  Nothing  can  be  truer,  my  dear,  for  just  think 
of  the  appetite  of  an  ostrich." 
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JUSTICE    OUT    IN    THE    COLD. 

(Or,  what  may  be  expected  before  Easier.) 


The  Judge.  But  ag  yon  say  that  the  Witness  requires  impressing 
with  the  majesty  of  the  Law,  it  has  occurred  to  me  that  my  black 
cap  may  possibly  help  you  in  creating  the  desired  impression.  I 
merely  throw  out  the  suggestion. 

Mr.  Wigblock,  Q.  C.  I  have  no  wish  to  raise  a  point  on  a  side 
:ssue,  and,  consequently,  I  bow  to  your  Lordship's  wishes.  (Turning 
to  Witneis-Box.)  And  now,  Sir,  attend  to  me.  During  our  conver- 
sation you  have  had  plenty  of  time  to  collect  your  thoughts.  Now 
ht'ii,  Sir,  on  your  oath,  did  you  or  did  you  not  poke  the  lire  in  the 
Plaintiffs  presence  on  the  occasion  to  which  I  have  just  referred  ? 
S'ow,  Sir, — yes  or  no.  (A  pause.)  Yes  or  no,  Sir?  (A  pause.)  Out 
with  it !  We  must  have  your  answer.  Now  then,  Sir,  your  answer  ! 
Usher  (after  a  lung  pause).  Please,  Sir,  the  Witness  can't  answer. 
Ee  's  frozen  to  death  ! 

The  Judge.  Indeed !  (Briskly.)  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury,  having, 
[  regret  to  say.  had  many  cases  of  this  kind,  we  have  decided  upon  a 
node  of  procedure.  The  Court  will  stand  adjouraed  until  after  the 
inquest !  [  Curtain. 

HYGIEA.  VICTEIX. 

"  It  not  unfrequently  turns  out  that  if  the  dwelling  on  which  the  learning 
and  Bkill  of  the  Sanitarian  have  been  expended  had  been  left  to  Nature, 
or  to  the  primitive  appliances  which  were  almost  on  a  level  with  it,  the 
nmates  could  not  have  been  worse  situated." — Standard. 


SCEHE— Interior  of  one  of  the  Royal  Courts  just  opened,  during  the 
trial  of  a  Cir.il  Action.  General  Chorus  nf  sneezing  and  cough- 
ing. Sounds  of  hammering,  and  occasional  alarms,  alarums 
and  excursions,  to  which  the  Bench  and  Bar  pay  no  attention, 
having  become  acclimatised  to  their  occurrence. 
The  Judge  (speaking  through  a  storm-trumpet,  and  interrupting  a 
cross-examination).  Before  we  proceed  with  the  further  hearing  of 
this  matter,  I  must  really  restore  the  circulation  to  my  feet  by  a  little 
more  exercise.  [Rises,  and  walks  rapidly  up  and  down  the  bench. 
Mr.  Wigblock,  Q.C.  (alto  through  a  storm-trumpet).  If  I  might 
make  a  suggestion,  my  Lord,  I  would  suggest  that  your  Lordship 
would  get  considerable  relief  by  adopting  the  course  pursued  by  my 
learned  friends  and  myself.  We  are  standing  in  foot-baths  filled 
with  hot  water. 

The  Judge  (doubtfully).  Have  you  any  authority  for  that  ? 
Mr.    Wigblock,  Q.C.   (handing  up  report).   Yes,  my  Lord,  the 
Master  of  the  Rolls,  in  a  recent  case,  permitted  a  Counsel  to  appear 
before  him  with  his  feet  encased  in  a  brief-bag. 

The  Judge.  Well,  then,  I  think  I  may  go  so  far  myself  as  to  rest 
my  legs  on  a  hot-bottle. 

Mr.  Wigblock,  Q.  C.  As  your  Lordship  pleases. 
Foreman  of  the  Jury  (shouting  in  chorus).  The  Jury  wish  to  say, 
my  Lord,  that  they  have  been  much  more  comfortable  since  they 
have  been  supplied  with  a  stock  of  warming-pans. 

The  Judge  (bowing).  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it.  (After  consulta- 
tion with  sundry  Officials.)  I  may  take  this  opportunity  of  men- 
tioning that  I  find  the  hot-bottle  extremely  valuable,  and  that  I 
have  no  doubt  I  shall  be  able  to  sit  to-morrow  continuously,  as  my 
chairs  and  tables  are  to  be  fitted  with  gas-stoves. 

Mr.  Wigblock,  Q.  C.  With  your  Lordship's  permission,  I  will  now 
continue  the  cross-examination  of  the  witness  in  the  box.  (Turning 
to  his  Junior.)  Kindly  hold  my  respirator. 

The  Judge.  I  don't  want  to  interfere  with  your  mode  of  conduct- 
ing this  case,  Mr.  WIGBLOCK,  but  I  notice  that  you  have  taken  off 
the  woollen  comforter  you  have  been  wearing  since  the  commence- 
ment of  the  proceedings.    Now  I  would  put  it  to  you— is  this  wise  ? 
Mr.  Wigblock,  Q.  C.  I  would  submit  to  your  Lordship  that  my 
woollen  comforter  rather  detracts  from  the  dignity  of  my  appear- 
ance, and,  as  I  feel  the  necessity  of  impressing  this  Witness  with 
the  majesty  of  the  Law,  I  have  thought  it  advisable  to  discard  it.    1 
may  add  that  I  have  not  ventured  to  pursue  this  course  until  after 
consultation  with  my  learned  friends  associated  with  me  in  this  case 
The  Judge.  Just  so.    But  I  may  remind  you,  as  I  have  no  wish  to 
take  you  by  surprise,  that  yon  have  already  confessed  to  a  foot-bath 
Mr.  Wigblock,  Q.  C.  Which  is  out  of  sight,  my  Lord. 
The  Judge.  No  doubt,— no  doubt.  But  any  reasonable  person  wil 
form  his  own  deduction  when  he  sees  the  Solicitor  by  whom  you  are 
instructed  continually  handing  you  over  cans  of  hot  water. 

Mr.  Wigblock,  Q.C.   Certainly,  my  Lord,  although  there  is  no 
direct  evidence  of  what  becomes  of  the  cans,  or,  indeed,  the  hot  water, 
The  Judge.  Except  your  own  admission.     Well,  I  say  no  more 
My  only  wish  is  to  assist.    I  have  no  desire  to  dictate  to  Counsel 
But  I  presume  no  objection  will  be  raised  to  my  wearing  my  cap. 
admit  that  it  is  customary  only  to  assume  it  when  passing  a  sentence 
of  death,  but  the  draughts  up  here  are  so  unbearable  that  a  head- 
covering  of  some  sort  is  most  comforting — nay,  absolutely  necessary. 
Mr.  Wigblock,  Q.  C.  As  your  Lordship  observes,  it  is  not  a  usua! 
course. 


['VE  built  a  house,  and,  at  a  glance, 

You  see  it's  not  an  ancient  plan, 
For  it  has  all  that  can  enhance 

The  comfort  of  the  modern  man. 
I  've  dozens  of  electric  lights, — 

A  comfort,  in  this  murky  wea- 
ther,— 

And   yet   they    give  me    awful 
frights 

By  going  out,  and  all  together. 

The  Sanitary  Engineer 
Comes  in  to  see  me  thrice  a 

week ; 

I  stand  in  most  exceeding  fear 
Of  any   words   that    he    may 

speak ; 
I  know  they  mean   more  open 

drains, 
And  tons  of  pipes   before  us 

carted ; 
And  still,  in  spite  of  these  my 

pains, 

Bad  odours  have    not  all  de- 
parted. 


I  have  a  wondrous  kitchen-range, 
Whereon  with  scorn  my  serv- 
ants look, — 
A   patent,  —  but    I    soon    must 

change ; 

'Tis  patent  that  it  will  not  cook. 
A  network  of    strange   pipes  is 

spread 
Around   me  — most   expensive 

toys: 
I  scarcely  sleep   when    I'm    in 

bed, 
My  ventilators  make  such  noise. 

We  're  warmed  by  every  sort  of 

stove 

That  scientific  men  admire, 
And  yet  I  often  think,  by  Jove  ! 
I  'd   rather    have   a    cheerful 

fire. 
I  try  each  Richardsonian  craze, 

And  Sanitarian's  idea, 
And   feel    I  'm    shortening   my 


In  this  wild  worship  of  Hygiea. 


NOTE  FROM  CANNES. 


DELIGHT  OF  FRENCH  BLANCHISSEUSBS  WHEN  WASHINQ  TUB 
G.  0.  M.'s  COLLARS. 


TO  COKKUSPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  nnle»>  accompanied 
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A  NOVELTY. 

THE  new  "  Photo-filigrane ' 
note-paper  and  visiting-cards 
invented  by  Mr.  W.  H.  WOOD 
RUBY,  and  published  by  Me»srs 
BROWN,  BAKNES   AND    BULL 
Photographers.  You  can  writ* 
over  your  own   portrait,  art- 
fully   concealed     within    the 
sheet,  and  only  discoverable 
by    the    uninitiated    reader 
when  after  vainly  endeavour- 
ing to  brush  something  off  the 
paper— he    can't  tell  what— 
and  feeling  that  he  must  either 
send  for  a  doctor,  or  give  up 
everything  he  hag  been  in  the 
habit  of  taking  freely  at  once, 
he  holds  the  letter  up  to  the 
light,  and  finds  the  photograph 
of  the  writer.    It  is  proposed 
to  develope  this   new  inven- 
tion   in    cheque-books,    pro- 
missory-notes, bills,  scrip,  and 
debentures,  which    last   will 
always  have  the  portrait  of 
the  holder,  and  those  of  the 
two  signing  Directors.    It  is 
likely  to  lead  to  a  good  deal 
of    heartburnings    and    jea- 
lousies, and  rows  generally  in 
private    families,    and    may 
safely    be    recommended    to 
disappointed    lovers.      When 
you  don't  recognise  the  name 
on   a  Photofiligrane  visiting- 
card,  you  have  only  to  hold 
it   up  to  the    light.       "Oh, 
that  fellow,  is  it  f    All  right, 
JOHN  :  mind  I  'm  not  at  home 
when  that  gentleman  calls  I " 
It    has    its    advantages,    un- 
doubtedly. 

"  CAPITAL  place  for  luncheon 
is  the  Criterion,"  said  Mrs. 
RAMSHOTHAM,  "after  a  long 
morning's  shopping.  As  my 
Uncle  the  Dean  says,  '  Dum 
Spiro  Pondo  !  '  " 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    123. 


JAMES  STAAT8  FORBES,  ESQ.,  L.C.D.  AND  D.R. 

'  Keep  your  eye  on  your  Chairman,  and  your  Chairman  will  pull  you  through." 

Toole'i  Trite  Saying*. 


A  DRAMATIC  TOM''. 

AHOSOST  all  the  fashionable 
Drama-olatory— Actur-olatorr, 
and  even  Theatre-olatory,  it  u 
as  refreshing  M  a  tonic  to  find 
one  body  of  men,  however 
mistaken,  who  boldly  oppose 
dramatic  entertainment*  in 
any  chape,  and  give,  M  a 
reason,  that  young  men  »re 
better  without  them.  The 
Vice-Chancellor  and  the  Head* 
of  College*  of  the  University 
of  Cambridge,  are  perfectly 
within  their  legal  right  in 
holding  them  opinions  and 
acting  upon  them,  and  the 
townspeople  are  perfectly 
within  their  right  in  opposing 
the  Vioe-Chanoellor  and  the 
Heads  of  College*.  Our  own 
opinion  if,  that  the  Drama, 
even  in  it*  least  elevated  form, 
s  a  much  bettor  amusement 
:or  Undergraduates  than  many 
ime-honoured  dissipation's 
.hat  are  found  in  every  Uni- 
versity City.  Vtrbum  tap. 


A  SONG  OF  SOUTH 
LONDON. 


X)XDON  had  a  demon  Tram, 
Huge,    lumbering,    noisy, 

slow; 
And  everywhere  that  London 

W.-Ilt. 

That  Tram  was  sure  to  go. 
An  Ogre-pet,  a  Frankenstein  ; 
Where'er  man's  footsteps  fell 
Was  heard  the  thunder  of  it* 

tramp, 

The  tinkling  of  it*  bell, 
'h,  Nature !  your  to  vaunted 

court* 

Is  surely  but  a  sham, 
'ou    "  bring   not    back   the 

Mastodon," 
But  will  you  take  the  Tram  ? 


"STAY"  NOT! 

THE  BURGEON'S  SONO  TO  THB  SBX. 

Sung  by  Dr.  Richardton. 


"  STAY  "  not !    No  longer  don 

Tight  cincture  to  your  hurt, 
Trust  Lady  HARBERTON, 

Try  the  divided  skirt. 
Most  parlous  is  your  state, 

Your  only  hope  of  cure 
Lies— try  it  ere  too  late — 

In  dual  garmenture. 
"Stay"  not!      "Stay" 
not! 


"  Stay  "  not !  The  torturing  steel, 

The  rib-compressing  laoe, 
Will  mar  the  human  weal, 

Will  wreck  the  human  race. 
What  profits  waist  of  wasp. 

Shape  on  the  hour-glass  model, 
When  you  don't  breathe,  but  gasp, 

When    you    don't    walk,    but 
waddle  P 

"Stay "not!   "Stay "not! 
[And  they  stay  not— to  listen. 


THE  case  against  the  Sir  Per  se  Shelley  Theatre  is  adjourned  for  an 
entr'acte  of  a  fortnight-.  The  talented  Baronet  is  probably  now  con- 
sidering Shelley  or  Shelley  not  come  to  terms  with  Mr.  SLINGSBY 
BETHELL,  who,  if  there  is  anything  in  a  name,  evidently  resides 
within  a  stone's  throw  of  Sir  Per-se's  House  of  Entertainment.  But 
was  it  ever  expected  that  there  could  be  anything  but  a  difficulty 
when  a  small  Theatre  and  a  little  Bethel  were  in  the  same  street? 
If  peace  be  restored  to  the  latter,  and  piece  be  permitted  m  the 
former,  then — 

All  "a  welly  that  ends  welly, 

In  the  House  of  PERCY  SHELLEY. 


THE  BLACK-LEGS  OF  THE  TURF.— Girlettes  on  the  Tennis- Lawn. 


BUMBLEDOM  AGAIN. 

THE  longer  Bumbledom  exists,  the  more  wonderful  it  become*, 
especially  at  Christmas  time.  Its  finest  qualities  are  always  brought 
out  by  contact  with  "  entertainments."  When  a  liberal  Theatrical 
Manager  offers  a  few  hours  free  amusement  to  people  who  are  com- 
pelled to  live  upon  the  charity  of  ratepayers,  it  is  not  uncommon  to 
hnd  the  Poor- Law  Guardians  refusing  such  a  gift  on  behalf  of  the 
wretched  creatures  under  their  charge,  and  priding  themselves  on 
their  self  -denial.  It  is  so  easy  to  refute  something  which  is  given 
by  somebody  to  somebody  else.— something  which  deprives  the  Stoic 
of  no  appreciable  pleasure.  Much  as  Bumbledom  has  distinguished 
itself  in  connection  with  firmness  of  this  order,  it  has  been  K- it  lor 
the  Guardians  of  a  somewhat  unsavoury  Eastern  Parish  to  go  still 
further.  The  Shoreditch  Guardians  have  suddenly  discovered  that 
all  children  unfortunate  enough  to  be  what  is  called  "  illegitimate  " 
ire  not  entitled  to  witness  an  exhibition  of  dissolving  views.  What 
lawfully-begotten  idiot  first  hit  upon  this  new  development  of  Bum- 
bledom, it  is  impossible  to  say,  out  the  decision,  we  believe,  was 
approved  ,of  and  acted  upon.  In  this  neighbourhood  of  fried  fish 
and  cheap  clothing,  a  Lady  has  been  striving  for  years,  at  great  cost 
and  trouble,  to  snow  the  world  what  practical  charity  is,  »nd  it 
appears  that  she  has  taught  the  world,  but  has  not  taught  Shore- 
litch.  Shoreditch  has  perhaps  never  heard  of  Lady  BrRDETT- 
Cocns,  or  the  good  Samaritan,  and  may  rtgard  the  cloak  of  Charity 
as  merely  a  specimen  of  "old  clothes." 


KXPEBIENTIA  DOCBT.— Proverb  for  the  First  Commissioner  of 
iVorks  to  mutter  as  he  surveys  the  dismounted  Duke. — "Pu:  a 
statue  on  horseback,  and  it's  the  very  deuce  to  get  him  d>*n 
again." 
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THE    MAIDEN'S    POINT    OF   VIEW. 

Mamma  (to  Maud,  who  has  been  with  her  Brother  to  the  Play,  and  is  full  of  it).  "  BUT  WAS  THERE  NO  Lovs  IN  THE  PIEOE-,  THEN  ! " 
Maud.  "Lovsl     OH  DEAR  NO,  MiMMA.     How  COULD  THEEB  BE?     THS  PEINCIPAL  CHARACTERS  WERE  HUSBAND  AND  Wivs, 
you  KNOW  ! "  . 


THE  POOE  DUKE. 

(A  Legend  of  Hyde  Park  and  Piccadilly.) 

"  FORWARD,  my  brave  charter ! "  cried  the  Iron  Horseman,  as  he 
ponderously  rode  away  from  the  site  of  St.  George's  Hospital  towards 
the  south  side  of  the  Thames.  "At  least  I  know  where  to  find  a 
home.  I  shall  b«  honoured  there !  " 

As  he  passed  by  the  Houses  of  Parliament  he  was  greeted  with 
moans. 

"  Do  not  stay  here !  "  cried  a  number  of  statues  in  chorus.  We 
are  so  tritte,  and  no  one  takes  the  trouble  to  read  our  inscriptions  !  " 

"Certainly  not,"  replied  his  Grace.  "  I  never  intended  to  abide 
with  ye.  My  place  is  on  the  roof  of  that  temple  dedicated  to  my 
grandest  victory,"  and  he  continued  his  way  across  the  bridge,  and 
reached  the  Amphitheatre. 

"  Mustn't  loiter  here.  Sir,"  observed  a  policeman,  as  he  noticed 
the  grimy  horseman  taking  up  a  commandiag  position  in  the  centre 
of  the  road.  "  The  trams  have  stopped  running  for  the  night,  but 
they  will  be  beginning  again  presently." 

"Tell  me,"  replied  the  Iron  One,    *  Is  not  this  Astley's  ?" 

"  That 's  what  it  tued  to  be  called :  but  now  it 's  Sanger's." 

"SANOER!  SANGER  I "  murmured  his  Grace.  "Never  heard  of 
him !  Well,  and  how  did  the  Battle  go  last  night  ?  " 

"  What  Battle,  Sir  ?  "  asked  the  policeman. 

"  Why,  the  Battle  of  Waterloo.    Surely  they  played  it  ?  " 

"  Played  it !  "  replied  the  custodian  of  the  law.  "  Why,  Sir,  they 
haven't  played  that  for  the  last  twenty  years  or  more  !  Why,  it 's 
almost  forgotten." 

The  Iron  Duke  uttered  a  moan,  and  galloped  away. 

"  And  this  is  fame !  "  he  cried,  as  he  crossed  Blackfriars  Bridge, 
and  cantered  down  the  Embankment.  "This  is  fame!  .Even 
Astley's  knows  me  not  I  " 

"  You,  surely,  are  not  going  to  join  us ! "  exclaimed  JOHN  STPART 
MILL,  who  seemed  to  be  seated  on  a  chair  charged  with  electricity. 
"  You  cannot  imagine  how  dull  BROTTEL  and  I  find  it  watching  the 
penny  steamboats !  And,  pardon  me,  your  horse  would  frighten  the 
Hansoms." 


The  Iron  Duke  shook  his  head  sorrowfully,  and  hurried  to  Charing 

"Ah  your  Grace,  you  have  come  here  at  last!"  exclaimed  the 
First  Gentleman  of  Europe.  "Very  pleased  to  see  you.  We  wanted 
another  equestrian  statue  to  balance  mine.  Gad,  Sir,  what  could 
make  a  better  pair  than  the  King  and  the  Duke— the  two  Heroes  of 
Waterloo !  " 

"You  are  very  good,  Sire,"  replied  the  Iron  One.  "  But  if  I  stay 
anywhere,  it  will  be  with  HAVELOCK  and  NAPIER— not  with  you. 
You  want  a  contrast  as  great  as  poison  and  antidote.  I  resign  my 
claim  in  favour  of  THACKERAY." 

And  his  Grace  passed  on,  leaving  GEOEGE  THE  1  OURTH  in  his 
obesity  puffing  with  indignation. 

"  What— what— what !  "  piped  a  squeaking  voice  at  the  corner  oi 
the  Haymarket.  "  Ah,  WELLINGTON  !  Yes— yes— yes !  Distin- 
guished himself  in  India  and  other  places.  Stay— stay— stay ! 
Eh-eh-eh  I  What— what— what !  " 

"  Sorry  I  must  bid  adieu  to  your  Majesty.  I  am  weary,  and  am 
anxious  to  get  to  rest.  One  hideous  monument  is  sufficient,  without 
the  addition  of  another ! " 

And  with  this  the  Statue  once  more  entered  Piccadilly,  and  sor- 
rowfully rode  to  Hyde  Park. 

"  There  is  no  fit  resting-place  for  me  anywhere !  he  murmured 
mournfully.  "  Where  shall  I  hide  myself  ?  When  shall  I  shake  off 
the  ridicule  I  deprecated  in  my  letter  to  the  Duke  of  RUTLAND  more 
than  half  a  century  ago  ?  Ah,  a  happy  thought  strikes  me  !  Yes. 
it  shall  be  done !  And  at  once  I  Good  night,  Apsley  House  !  Good 
night,  Achilles'  Statue  1  Good  night,  good  night,  good  night ! 

Saying  this,  the  Duke  took  a  plunge,  and  sank  to  rest  for  ever— 
in  the  bed  of  the  Serpentine !  And  there— with  the  profoundest 
respect— it  ia  best  to  leave  him ! 

HTTLLiBALLOO  1 

SOMEONE,  we  observe,  is  advertised  as  "  the  celebrated  Bellewesque 
elocutionist."  If  he  overdid  it,  he  would  probably  be  known  as 
"  the  Bellowesque  contortionist." 
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llocs*  of  Comment,  Thuriday  (anticipatory).  —  Members  ill  back  »< 
delighted  as  if  they  were  going  away.  Everybody  shaking  hands  with 
everybody  else.  PBTBB  RILAUDS  doing  the  honour*  of  the  place ,  as  it  were  ; 
quite  in  boisterous  spirits. 

"  Another  good  Under-SecreUryship  gone  wrong,"  D«niicosD-WoLFF 
silly  whispers  in  his  ear.  "  You  'd  better  come  over  and  join  us." 

"  Thanks  ;  but  I  '11  wait  a  bit  longer,"  PETKR  says.  "  CHILDMU  was  all 
very  well  at  the  War  Office  ;  it 's  different  at  the  Treasury.  I  give  him  sii 
months  there,  then  there  may  be  a  call  for  a  man  who  ha*  finance  at  his 
finirer's  ends,  is  trusted  by  the  country,  and  is  a  pretty  fair  speaker." 

BRADLA.UOH  in  high  spirits.  Tells  me  he's  been  round  spending  half  an 
hour  with  OOSSBT  practising  the  steps.  8ergemnt-at-Arms,  it  seemp,  who 
has  not  forgotten  his  old  skill,  wants  to  reverse  when  they  waltz  backward 
from  the  Mace.  After  the  practice  of  three  Sessions,  BstDLicon  can  do  the 
forward  step  well  enough,  but  finds  it  hard  to  reverse.  Still  means  to  try. 

"  The  eyes  of  the  country  are  upon  us,"  he  says,  "  and  we  must  do  the 
thing  well." 

Black  Rod  arrived  shortly  after  two  o'clock.    Door  shut  in  his  face  as  he 
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walked  across  lobby.  Sir  WILLIAM  KNOLLTS  too  much  of  a 
gentleman  to  take  notice  of  this.  They  let  him  in  after  he  'd  given 
three  raps  that  shook  the  door.  "Walked  iip,  bowing  to  the  Mace 
with  ease  and  dignity.  Going  back  was 
the  difficulty.  Mr.  BRADLAUGH,  from 
under  the  Gallery,  looked  on  with  inte- 
rest. Thought  at  one  time  he  was  going 
to  offer  to  accompany  Black  Rod  to  the 
door.  Capital  opportunity  of  practising 
the  reverse  step.  But  gave  up  notion, 
and,  amid  breathless  attention,  Black 
Rod  bowed  himself  out  backwards. 

Everybody  relieved  when  crisis  passed. 
No  precedent  for  dealing  with  Black 
Rod  when  prone  on  his  back  on  floor  of 
House  of  Commons.  Sure  to  do  the 
wrong  thing.  The  House  of  Lords  would 
raise  question  of  privilege,  and  on  very 
threshold  of  Session  there  'd  be  conflict 
between  two  Houses. 
Commencement  of  Leut.  Peter  All  rushed  off  after  SPKAKEE  to  other 
refusing  a  Little  Party.  House,  where  LOBD  CHANCELLOH,  made 
up  like  an  old  butterwoman  in  red  cloak 

patched  with  white  rabbit-skin,  lugubriously  read  the    Queen's 
Speech.    Not  liking  to  push  and  scramble  like  some  Hon.  Members, 
I  got  a  little  behind,  where  couldn't  hear  very  well.    But,  as  far  as 
could  gather,  Speech  ran  thusly : — 
"  Mr  LOKBS  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

"  IT  is  with  more  than  usual  satisfaction  I  again  invite  your 
advice  and  assistance  in  the  conduct  of  public  affairs.  Not  but  what 
in  your  absence  things  have  been  going  along  pretty  smoothly. 
Indeed,  I  sometimes  think  of  recurring  to  the  example  of  some  of 
my  ancestors  of  the  Plantagenet  line,  and  giving  you  a  few 
years'  recess  right  off. 
"  GENTLEMEN  _  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS, 

"  You,  in  particular,  are  inclined  to  be  meddlesome,  poking 
your  honourable  nose  into  all  kinds  of  things,  worrying  our  trusty 
and  well-beloved  counsellor,  Sir  CHABLES  DILKE,  and  unduly  and 
untimeously  elevating  the  collar  of  our  immaculate  WILLIAM.  A 
pretty  mess  you  would  have  made  of  the  Egyptian  Question,  supposing 

a'd  been  permitted  to  revel  in  the  niceties  of  the  negotiation !  A 
in  a  china  shop,  an  elephant  in  an  egg-store,  would  have  been 
harmless  and  adroit  as  compared  with  you.  Now,  we  've  managed 
it  nicely  and  quietly,  got  our  own  way  in  everything,  shown  Europe 
that  we  are  Diplomatists  as  well  as  soldiers,  and  raised  the  prestige  of 
England  to  a  point  at  which  it  has  not  stood  since  the  days  of  PITT. 

"  You  are  all  very  well  in  your  way,  especially  when  money  is 
wanted^-and.  by  the  way,  I  may  here  mention  that  the  Estimates  for 
the  service  of  the  year  are  in  an  advanced  state  of  preparation,  and 
will  be  promptly  submitted  .to  you— but  what  with  your  inconve- 
nient questions,  your  party  manoeuvres,  your  intervention,  and  your 
non-intervention,  your  sentimentality  and  impracticability,  your 
habit,  in  short,  of  playing  to  the  Gallery,  you  are  sometimes  best 
away.  As  Lord  BBACONSFIELD  used  to  say, '  Parliamentary  Govern- 
ment would  he  impossible  but  for  the  Recess.' 

"  MY  LORDS  AND  GENTLEMEN, 

„.  ,  "I trust  we  "hall  not  have  any  time  wasted  this  Session  by 
conflicts  between  your  two  Hon.  Houses.  There  was  a  good  deal  too 
much  of  this  last  year.  We  all  mean  business  this  Session,  and  I 
look  forward  to  the  opportunity,  early  in  August,  of  congratulating 
you  upon  the  amount  of  useful  work  accomplished.  Both  at 
home  and  abroad  affairs  are  in  a  condition  which  leave  you  time  to 
mind  your  own  business.  Whilst  we  were  prancing  abroad,  getting 
up  wars,  little  and  big,  and  at  home  were  misgoverning  Ire- 
™3  ,my  P601*16  in  England,  Scotland,  and  Wales  have  been 
woetully  neglected.  Now  that  all  the  running  accounts  of  our 
spirited  Foreign  Policy  in  Europe,  Asia,  and  Africa  are  happily 
closed,  and  when  Ireland  is  in  a  more  settled  condition  than  it  has 
been  for  six  years,  let  us  give  the  other  parts  of  my  Empire  a  turn. 
Bend  your  lofty  souls  to  the  Bankruptcy  BUI.  Curb  your  boundless 
aspirations  to  the  level  of  the  Corporation  of  London  Bill,  the  Con- 
solidation of  the  Criminal  Code,  the  Repression  of  Corrupt  Practices 
Elections,  the  Conservancy  of  Rivers,  and  the  Prevention  of 
Hoods.  In  brief,  talk  less  and  do  more,  and  so  shall  your  wisdom 
and  energy  prove  equal  to  the  varied  and  increasing  needs  of  this 
extended  Empire." 

Thought  Lord  SELBOENE'S  emotion  would  have  choked  him. 
Scarcely  a  dry  eye  in  the  assembly  when  he  finished.  Then  all  away 
to  come  back  at  four  o'clock,  and  see  the  revival  of  the  favourite 
Westminster  piece,  Pat  de  Deux  ;  or,  The  Mace,  the  Speaker,  and 
the  Sounding  Brothert. 


PECULUE  Illustration  of  the  "  Canny  Scot  "—The  Chateau  Scott, 

Lamies. 


WAITING  AN  ANSWER. 

A  "JUSTICE  OF  THE  PEACE"  complained  the  other  day  in  the 
columns  of  a  contemporary  that  the  use  of  the  honoured  affix, 
"  J.  P.,"  was  not  solely  restricted,  as  it  ought  to  be,  to  the  magnates 
of  his  own  order,  to  wit,  the  County  Magistrates  "  chosen  from  the 
chief  landowners  and  men  of  position  in  the  county,"  but  was  borne 
equally  by  "  BROWN,  JONES,  and  ROBINSON,  small  shopkeepers,  with 
jurisdiction  in  their  own  small  borough  only."  Let  such  small  fry, 
adds  the  indignant  County  Justice,  "be  satisfied  by  being  called 
'  Justices  of  the  Borough,  or  '  J.B.'  "  Mr.  Punch  is  not  in  the 
habit  of  troubling  himself  with  the  petty  squabbles  of  puny  people, 
but  as  the  rather  too  often  repeated  phrase  "  Justices'  Justice 
occurs  to  him,  he  confesses  to  being  struck  with  a  certain  stolid 
robustness  about  the  intelligence  of  this  particular  J.P.  He  had 
always  been  under  the  impression  that  some  of  the  worst  decisions 
in  the  three  kingdoms  invariably  emanated  from  provincial  benches 
graced  not  by  BEOWN,  JONES,  and  ROBINSON,  the  small  shopkeepers 
of  the  borough,  but  by  the  very  bigwigs,  "  the  chief  landowners  and 
men  of  position  in  the  County,"  to  whom  the  J.P.  in  question  (who 
might  also  sign  himself  S.N.O.B.)  so  proudly  refers. 

By  the  way,  did  not  the  unhappy  woman  sent  up  only  last  week, 
in  a  dying  condition,  from  Guildford  to  Westminster, — and  of  whose 
case — for  it  was  a  terrible  and  sorry  one — Mr.  Punch  hopes  he  has 
not  yet  heard  the  last, — receive  her  gentle  sentence  of  three  months' 
hard  labour  for  the  heinous  offence  of  sleeping  in  an  outhouse,  from 
one  of  these  same  rural  Solomons  ?  If  so,  the  less  for  the  moment 
the  public  hear  about  such  worthies  in  a  vaunting  key,  the  better. 
Anyhow,  Mr.  Punch  puts  the  question ;  and,  in  the  interests  not 
only  of  peace  and  justice,  but  of  common  humanity,  if  there  is  any 
satisfactory  reply  to  it  forthcoming  that  will  clear  the  fair  fame  of 
a  J.P.  or  of  anybody  else,  he  will  De  mightily  glad  to  hear  it.  Mr, 
Punch  waits  an  answer. 

POETICAL  LICENCES. 

WE  understand  that  a  new  feature  will  shortly  be  added  to  the 
Inland  Revenue  by  the  introduction  of  a  Poetical  Licence  tax.  By 
a  curious  coincidence,  which  is  only  an  additional  proof  of  the  great- 
ness of  our  nation  and  the  readiness  with  which  the  people  of  these 
islands  resent  any  interference  with  their  liberties,  attention  of  the 
Government  has  been  drawn  simultaneously  from  all  quarters  of 
Britain  to  the  extraordinary  extravagance  and  waste  which  has  been 
permitted  in  the  human  mind  by  the  reproduction,  annually,  of 
what  is  known  as  the  "rhetoric  of  the  recess,"  and  the  increasing 
exuberance  of  volumes  of  poetry  and  sermons  by  budding  poets  and 
country  clergymen.  The  new  licence,  unlike  those  for  dogs  and 
guns,  will  vary  according  to  the  requirements  of  the  applicant. 
Country  residents  will  be  supplied  at  the  local  post-offices  ;  the  post- 
master to  decide  whether  the  application  shall  be  granted  or  not.  It 
is  expected  that  the  new  measure  will  be  largely  taken  advantage  of 
by  the  Editors  of  the  leading  London  journals. 


"  READY,  ATE  READY  !  "—Mr.  Punch  begs  to  acknowledge  the 
receipt  of  a  Five-pound  Note  from  "  A  CONSTANT  SUBSCRIBES,"  *  in 
generous  response  to  the  Life-Boat  verses  in  last  week's  number. 
The  donation  has  been  forwarded  to  the  National  Life-Boat  Fund. 


*  What  does  this  signature  mean  f 
pound  Notes  ?    How  nice ! 


'A  Constant  Subscriber"  of  Five- 


'WHAT  WILL  HE  DO  WITH  HIM?" 

THE  First  Commissioner  wants  to 
know  where  on  earth,  or  under  the 
earth,  he 's  to  put  him  ?  He  ean't 
go  dragging  this  thing  about  with  him 
all  over  London. 
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Intelligent  Child.  "WHAT  A  STRANGB  THINO  IT  is  THAT  THB  ANIMAL  WHICH 

FUKNI.SH  EH   OUR   COMBS  SHOULD  HAVK  SO  REMARKABLY  LITTLB   HAIR!" 

AN  ADVERTISING  SUGGESTION". 

THE  ingenuity  of  most  Theatrical  Managers  in  discovering  new  ways  of 
recommending  their  productions  to  the  PubUo  being  nearly  exhausted,  it  has 
occurred  to  us  that  the  good  old  form  first  used,  we  believe,  by  Professor  HOLLO- 
WAT,  might  be  revived  with  advantage.  The  clerical  certificate  has  been  tried 
with  success,  and  there  is  no  reason  why  a  form  of  approval  such  as  used  to 
be  signed  by  the  "  Earl  of  ALDDOROUGH  "  should  not  help  to  fill  the  overgor^ed 
advertising  columns  of  the  daily  press.  We  give  a  few  skeleton  forms  which 
can  be  filled  up  according  to  the  taste  and  enterprise  of  the  Managers : — 

FOR  A  BURLESQUE-HOUSE. 

"  I  have  now  witnessed  your  invaluable  Burlesques  for  several  years,  and 
I  fearlessly  pronounce  them  to  be  the  best  life-regenerators  ever  produced.  My 
wife,  who  has  witnessed  them  with  me  on  several  occasions,  joins  me  in  this 
testimony." 

FOB  A  DBAMA-HOUSE. 

"Your  powerful  and  moral  Dramas  have  converted  me  from  a  drunkard 
and  a  thief  into  a  respectable  member  of  Society.  I  have  left  off  kicking  my 
wife,  and  I  have  not  assaulted  the  Police,  or  pawned  anything  illegally  for 
four  years.  This  is  written  for  me  by  a  member  of  the  School  Board,  as 
unfortunately  my  education  has  been  neglected." 

FOR  A   COMEDY-HOUSE. 

"  I  cannot  find  words  to  express  my  gratitude  for  your  refined  and  refining 
entertainment.  Before  I  attended  your  Theatre  regularly,  I  suffered  very 
much  from  nervousness  and  neuralgia,  but  both  these  afflictions  are  now 
thoroughly  cured.  You  can  make  any  use  you  like  of  this  testimonial." 

FOR  A  PANTOMIME-HOUSE. 

"  Remarkable  Case  of  Longevity.—  MATTHEW  SLURH  (supposed  to  be  a  corrup- 
tion of  METHUSELAH)  now  a  resident  of  the  Asylum  for  Decayed  Cheesemongers, 
completed  his  one  hundred  and  tenth  year,  last  Thursday.  He  remembers  the 
original  production  of  Mother  Goose  with  GRIMALDI.  Has  no  hesitation  in  saying 
that  the  old  Pantomimes  were  not  a  patch  upon  the  new  ones." 


THE  DUKE'S  MOTTO  (to  be  intcribed  on  the  Arch  opposite  Apsley  Houte).- 
"  I  am  not  here ! " 

MADAME  SARAH  BERNHABDT  has  not  yet  joined  the  Sal-vation  Army. 


OUR  OPENING  DAY. 

TRIO  AND  CHORUS  FOR  THF.  POLITICAL  HrirrsMur  AT 

ST.  STEPHEN'S. 
AIR—"  Tht  Chough  and  Crme  la  roott  art  gmu." 

THK  In*  and  Outt  from  rest  are  back, 

The  SPEAKER'S  in  hi*  chair. 
The  talk-mill  now  resumes  its  clack, 

As  birds  begin  to  pair. 
The  wild-fire  quickens  tongue  and  pen, 

Wit's  bow  is  strung  to  slay. 
Uprouse  ye  then,  my  merry,  merry  men, 

It  is  our  op'ning  day  1 

Chorut— LprooM  76  then,  &o. 

Both  Whigs  and  lUds  are  wide  awake. 

Unclosed  are  Tory's  eyes ; 
The  morning  papers  now  will  make 

Less  room  for  fads  and  lie*. 
Bewilder'd  Cits  through  column*  ten 

Onee  more  will  plod  their  way  ; 
Uprouse  ye  then,  my  merry,  merry  men, 

It  is  our  op'ning  day. 

rW««— Uprouse  ye  then,  4o. 

The  Ciuture '»  power  own  we  now 

To  silence  faction's  jaw ; 
PAT  shall  not  raise  eternal  row, 

In  spite  of  taste  and  law. 
Home-legislation  looms  in  ken, 

England  shall  have  her  day. 
Uprouse  ye  then,  my  merry,  merry  men, 

And  use  it  as  ye  may ! 

Ckonu.— 
Uprouse  ye  then,  my  merry,  merry  men  ! 

Uprouse  ye  then,  I  say  1 
Fill  up  your  horns,  and  let  the  glen 

Resound  with  echoes  gay  ! 

The  hunt  is  up, 

Brim  high  the  cup, 
Big  game  we  '11  bring  to  bay. 

Uprouse  ye  then, 

My  merry,  merry  men, 
It  is  our  op'ning  day  ! 


HIGHLY  RECOMMENDED  BY  TH»  FACULTY.— The  vete- 
ran dramatist,  JOHN  MADDISON  MORTON,  Author  of  the 
immortal  Sox  and  Cox,  which  is  now  an  English  classic 
—[Happy  Thought.— Test  for  Low  Comedy  Degree  at  the 
New  Dramatic  College: — To  pass  an  examination  in  Box 
and  Cox] — has  just  published  a  small  volume  of  plays, 
which,  being  all  as  full  of  his  fun  as  ever,  will  be  invalu- 
able to  amateurs  and  drawing-room  theatrioalisU.  They 
are  to  be  had  at  the  Dramatic  Authors'  Society,  28,  King 
Street,  Covent  Garden. 


THE  NORTHAMPTON  VALENTINE. 


Mr.  Br-dl-gh  sings — 
Miss  PAKLIAMENT,  I  LOVK  roc  TRVE ; 

OB,   SHORTEN  MY  PROBATION  ! 
I  CANNOT  TAKE  MY  OATH.      WlLL  YOU 
ACCBIT  MY   DmCLABATION  t 

"  Or,  if  you  swear  st  all,  swear  by  your  gracious  self." 

Jfomeo  and  Ju'.itt. 
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WONDERS    OF    NATURAL    HISTORY. 

Intelligent  Child.  "WHAT  A  STRANOB  THINK  IT  is  THAT  THE  ANIMAL  WHICH 

FURNISHES  OUK   COMBS  SHOULD  HAVI  SO  REMARKABLY  LITTLB   HAIR  !  " 

AN  ADVERTISING  SUGGESTION. 

THE  ingenuity  of  most  Theatrical  Managers  in  discovering  new  ways  of 
recommending  their  productions  to  the  Public  being  nearly  exhausted,  it  has 
occurred  to  us  that  the  good  old  form  first  used,  we  believe,  by  Professor  HOLLO- 
WAT,  might  be  revived  with  advantage.  The  clerical  certificate  has  been  tried 
with  success,  and  there  is  no  reason  why  a  form  of  approval  such  as  used  to 
be  signed  by  the  "  Karl  of  ALDBOROUGH  should  not  help  to  fill  the  overgorged 
advertising  columns  of  the  daily  press.  We  give  a  few  skeleton  forma  which 
can  be  filled  up  according  to  the  taste  and  enterprise  of  the  Managers : — 

FOR  A   BtTRlESQUE-HoUSK. 

"  I  have  now  witnessed  your  invaluable  Burlesques  for  several  years,  and 
I  fearlessly  pronounce  them  to  be  the  best  life-regenerators  ever  produced.  My 
wife,  who  has  witnessed  them  with  me  on  several  occasions,  joins  me  in  this 
testimony." 

FOR  A  DRAMA-HOUSE. 

"  Your  powerful  and  moral  Dramas  have  converted  me  from  a  drunkard 
and  a  thief  into  a  respectable  member  of  Society.  I  have  left  off  kicking  my 
wife,  and  1  have  not  assaulted  the  Police,  or  pawned  anything  illegally  for 
four  years.  This  is  written  for  me  by  a  member  of  the  School  Board,  as 
unfortunately  my  education  has  been  neglected." 

FOR  A  COMEDY-HOUSE. 

"  I  cannot  find  words  to  express  my  gratitude  for  your  refined  and  refining 
entertainment.  Before  I  attended  your  Theatre  regularly,  I  suffered  very 
much  from  nervousness  and  neuralgia,  but  both  these  afflictions  are  now 
thoroughly  cured.  You  can  make  any  use  you  like  of  this  testimonial." 

FOR  A  PAMTOMIME-HOUSB. 

"  Remarkable  Case  of  Longevity. — MATTHEW  SLURB  (supposed  to  be  a  corrup- 
tion of  METHUSELAH)  now  a  resident  of  the  Asylum  for  Decayed  Cheesemongers, 
completed  his  one  hundred  and  tenth  year,  last  Thursday.  He  remembers  the 
original  production  of  Mother  Goose  with  GRIMALDI.  Has  no  hesitation  in  saying 
that  the  old  Pantomimes  were  not  ft  patch  upon  the  new  ones." 


THE  DUKE'S  MOTTO  (to  be  inicribed  on  the  Arch  opposite  Apsley  Hotae). 
"  I  am  not  here ! " 

MADAME  SARAH  BEKNHABBT  has  not  yet  joined  the  Sal-vation  Army. 


OUE  OPENING  DAY. 

TRIO  AKD  CHORUS  FOR  THX  POLITICAL  Htnmxn  AT 

ST.  STZFHKX'S. 
AIR—"  Thf  Chough  and  Crtne  to  noil  are  gone." 

Tnr  In*  and  Outi  from  rest  are  back, 

The  SPEAKER  's  in  his  chair. 
The  talk-mill  now  resumes  it*  clack, 

As  birds  begin  to  pair. 
The  wild-fire  quickens  tongue  and  pen. 

Wit's  bow  is  strung  to  slay. 
Uprouse  ye  then,  my  merry,  merry  men, 

It  i«  our  op'ning  day  1 

Chonu— Ipronse  ye  then,  &c. 

Both  Whips  and  Iladi  are  wide  awake, 

Unclosed  are  Tory's  eyes ; 
The  morning  papers  now  will  make 

Lets  room  for  fads  and  lies. 
Bewilder'd  Cits  through  columns  ton 

Once  more  will  plod  their  way  ; 
Uprouse  ye  then,  my  merry,  merry  men, 

It  is  our  op'ning  day. 

Chonu — Uprouse  ye  then,  Ac. 

The  Cluture  't  power  own  we  now 

To  silence  faction's  jaw ; 
PAT  shall  not  raise  eternal  row, 

In  spite  of  taste  and  law. 
Home-legislation  looms  in  ken, 

Kngland  shall  have  her  day. 
Uprouse  ye  then,  my  merry,  merry  men, 

And  use  it  as  ye  may ! 

Chonu:— 
Uprouse  ye  then,  my  merry,  merry  men  '. 

Uprouse  ye  then,  I  say ! 
Fill  up  your  horns,  and  let  the  glen 

Kesonnd  with  echoes  gay ! 

The  hunt  is  up, 

Brim  high  the  cup, 
Big  game  we  '11  bring  to  bay. 

Uprouse  ye  then, 

My  merry,  merry  men, 
It  is  our  op'ning  day  ! 


HIQHLT  RtcoMMKicDSD  BY  TH*  FACULTT.  —The  vete- 
ran dramatist,  JOHN  MAODISON  MORTON,  Author  of  the 
immortal  Box  and  Cox,  which  is  now  an  English  classic 
—[Happy  Thought.— Test  for  Low  Comedy  Degree  at  the 
New  Dramatic  College :— To  past  an  examination  in  Sox 
and  Our}— has  jnst  published  a  small  volume  of  plats, 
which,  being  all  as  full  of  his  fun  as  ever,  will  be  invalu- 
able to  amateurs  and  drawing-room  theatricalitts.  They 
are  to  be  had  at  the  Dramatic  Authors'  Society,  28,  King 
Street,  Covent  Garden. 


THE  NORTHAMPTON  VALENTINE. 


tfr.  Br-dl-gh  singt — 
Miss  PAKLIAMKIT,  I  LOV*  TOU  T»r« ; 

OH,    SHORTEN  MY   PROBATION  ! 
I   OAUNOT  TAI«  MY   OATH.      WlLL  YOU 

Accsrr  MY  DECLARATION  ? 

"  Or,  if  yon  swear  at  all,  swear  by  yonr  gracious  self." 

Romto  and  Julut. 
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MUNICIPALITY    REFORM A    LORD    NIQHT-MAYORISH    DREAM    OF    THE    FUTURE. 


"THE  NOTE  OF  BUSY  PREPARATION." 

THE  Corporation  of  the  City  of  London  having  resolved,  appa- 
rently, to  make  a  good  fight  for  those  priceless  privileges  they  have 
so  long  enjoyed,  and  some  of  which,  to  their  credit  be  it  said,  they 
have  at  all  times  been  ready  to  share,  not  only  with  the  celebrities 
of  the  whole  Metropolis,  but  with  any  distinguished  Potentate  who 
has  visited  our  shores,  such  as  the  Sultan  of  TUBKEY  and  the  Shah 
of  PEKSIA,  have  appointed  a  Special  Committee  to  whom  they  have 
referred  the  whole  distasteful  subject  of  Reform,  and  the  Committee, 
doubtless  after  due  deliberation,  have  selected  as  their  chief,  that 
doughty  champion  of  true  Conservatism,  Sir  FRASCIS  WTA.TT  TBUS- 
COTT,  Knight  and  Alderman.  "We  understand  that  the  campaign 


will  be  opened,  contemporaneously  with  the  opening  of  Parliament, 
with  a  series  of  those  brilliant  festivals,  dedicated  to  the  Genius  oj 
Civic  Hospitality,  that  have  on  so  many  previous  occasions  enabled 
them  to  send  away  their  bitterest  foes  softened  and  subdued. 

"  Wit  and  jood-humour  sparkled  like  the  wine, 
And  Kads  wko  came  to  scoff  remained  to  dine." 

There  being  probably  but  one  Institution  in  the  whole  civilised 
world  that  delights  in  bringing  together  all  that  is  high  and  noble 
by  birth,  station,  or  intellect,  or  all  who  have  been  successful  in  Art,  in 
Arms,  or  in  Wealth,  in  that  grand  spirit  of  hospitality  that  animates  the 
City  Fathers,  many  a  generous  spirit  will  wish  them  success  in  their 
battle  against  the  cold  logical  deductions  of  their  hungry  assailants. 


FEBRUARY  17,  1883.] 
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SHADES,    VARIOUS. 

Mrs.  Hf.  (on  being  complimented  on  the  charms  of  her  Daughter).  "  YES,  SIR,  TBBT  'RE  H«LL  mxouon  LOOKIKO  GIBU.     SOME  ADMUKS 

TIIK  '  BRONZE'  AMD  SOME  THE  '  BLUSNETTKS  ! '  " 


GAMMON  OF  BACON. 

"Mrs.  HENRY  POTT— a  name  which  we  mutt  confess  to  not  having  pre- 
viously met  with  in  the  world  of  letters  — has  published  an  edition  of  BACON'S 
Promiu  of  Formularici  and Eltganntt  (  LONGMANS  &  Co.),  in  order  to  prove 
that  BACON,  and  not  SHAKBFIARE,  was  the  real  author  of  the  plays  that 
pass  current  under  the  latter'*  name." — Saturday  Jttfieu: 

SCEKE — Lord  BACON'S  Library.  BACON  recumbent  and  meditating, 
at  tuual,  ("  Sic  Sedebat,'1)  in  his  arm-chair. 

Bacon.  The  proof  of  the  pudding  lieth  in  the  eating  and  experi- 
ment, and  not  in  the  supposition  or  imagination  thereof.  (A  gentle 
tap  at  the  door.)  Come  in!  (Enter  SHAKSPEARK.)  What,  WILL! 
Thou  art  right  welcome.  Sit  thee  down,  WILL.  (bHAKSPBARK  ntt.) 
And  now,  how  doth  business  at  the  Globe  ?  How  goeth  our  Ilamltt  t 

Shaktpeare.  Indifferent  well,  my  Lord. 

Bacon.  Why,  so.    Playest  thou  the  Ohoit  still  ? 

Shaktpeare.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  even  yet,  at  times,  so  please  you. 

Bacon.  It  pleases  me  well.  Talk  of  your  Ohoit,  doth  the  Ghost 
at  the  G.  continue  to  walk  as  he  ought  ? 

Shaktpeare.  Punctually,  my  Lord,  in  good  sooth,  every  Saturday 
night. 

Bacon.  Good.  I  will  therefore  thank  thee  to  hand  me  over  the 
balance  of  our  little  account. 

Shaktpeare.  I  shall,  my  Lord,  incontinently.  Meanwhile,  so 
please  your  Lordship,  I  must  become  yet  further  your  Lordship's 
debtor  for  the  wealth,  I  mean  the  workmanship,  of  your  wit.  My 
Lord,  Her  Majesty  the  Queen  did  last  night  come  to  see  Henry  the 
Fourth.  After  the  play  she  called  me  to  her  presence,  and  did 
declare  her  pleasure  that  I  should  produce  her  a  piece  with  a  part  for 
Falttaff,  and  therein  present  Falttaff  in  love. 

Bacon.  How  didst  thon  answer  her  ? 

Shaktpeare.  In  your  Lordship's  own  words—"  I  shall  in  all  my 
best  obey  you.  Madam." 

Bacon.  And  what  then  said  she  ? 

Shaktpeare.  Straightway  capped  your  line,  my  Lord,  saying, 
"  Why,  His  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply." 

Bacon.   Long  live  the  Queen  f    But,  Faktaff  in  love !    A  most 


inconceivable    suggestion   and   unimaginable  fancy  of    Her    Most 
Gracious  Majesty's,  in  respect  both  of  love  and  of  FaUtaff. 

Shaktpeare.  But  how,  then,  my  Lord,  may  we  in  anywise  manage 
to  perform  her  Royal  command  ? 

Bacon.  About  my  brains !  Methinks  I  seem  to  spy  some  glimmer 
of  a  way.  A  gross  fat  man  fallen  into  the  conceit  that  torn*  fair 
dame  is  enamoured  of  him,  lured  on  to  make  love  to  her  after  his 
own  fashion.  Falttaff  in  love  c  'y  prft,  as  we  say  at  Westminster. 

Shakipeare.  That  would  serve,  my  Lord. 

Bacon.  Falttaff  thereto  befooled,  moreover,  by  the  contrivance  of 
some  merry  women.  Merry  P  Ha !  So !  Why,  certainly  it  teems 
to  myself  that  all  this  hath  passed  through  my  mind  before— as  we 
do  sometimes  feel.  I  mutt  have  dreamt  of  writing  such  a  play. 
Methinks  I  even  recollect  the  name  on't  Merry!  Yea,  marry, 
quotha,— Merry  Wivet  of  Windtor. 

Shaktpeare.  A  title  passing  good,  my  Lord,  and  a  taking.  Truly, 
a  happy  thought— Let  me  pray  your  Lordship  about  it  presently. 

Bacon.  Marry  and  shall,  with  all  the  expedition  I  may.  At  toon 
aa  possible,  1  '11  send  it  to  thy  playhouse. 

Shaktpeare.  A  thousand  thanks,  my  Lord. 

Bacon.  In  the  meanwhile,  I  prithee  forget  not  that  small  balance. 

Shaktpeare.  Trust  me,  my  Lord. 

Bacon.  Needs  must  I  until  thou  render  me  the  needful. 

Shaktpeare.  Your  Lordship  shall  be  straightway  satisfied.  I 
humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit  SHAKSPEAEE. 

Bacon.  There  goeth  honest  WILL,  the  reputed  Author  o 
greatest  works  in  their  kind  the  world  hath  ever  seen.  But  to 
acknowledge  myself  a  writer  of  stage-plays  would  not  now  sort  with 
my  dignity,  nor  exactly  serve  my  turn.  Their  excellences  also  are, 
for  the  time  being,  too  far  above  popular  valuation  to  make  it  worth 
while.  And  what  doth  it  signify  ?  For  Posterity  will  sooner  or 
later  be  sure  to  discover  that  my  plays  oould  not  possibly  have  been 
written  by  any  of  my  contemporaries,  or  anybody  else  whomsoever 
in  any  age  or  country,  of  abilities  inferior  to  my  own.  Suffice  it  for 
the  present  that  I  do  make  a  little  money  of  them,  by  means  of  my 
factor,  WILL  SHAKSPBAM. [CWrtoin. 

Gonco  TO  TUB  Doos.— The  National  Canine  Club. 
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THE    COMMENTATORS. 

First  Quidnunc  (in  an  ecstasy).  "  I  'VE  JtfsT  BEEN  WRITING  TO  THE  '  NEW 
SHAKSPEARE  SOCIETY.'  "BELIEVE  I  'VB  MADE  A  DISCOVERT — THAT  HORATIO 
WAS  HAISLST'S  FATHER  ! " 

Second  Quidnunc  (enchanted).  "You  DON'T  SAT  so!" 

First  Quidnunc.    "  MY  DEAR   SIB,    DOESN'T  HAMLET,    WHEN    HE    HANDLES 

B/cir's  SCULL,  ADDRESS  HORATIO,  '  AND  SMELT  so,  PA  '  ?  I  THINK  THAT  's 
CONCLUSIVE  ! ! " 


;he  forks  were  found  to  be  in  perfidious  Bohemia  metal, 
and  that  the  only  real  spoons  were  those  evinced  hy  the 
ierfldious  Elder. 

My  Italian  tributes  from  Queen  MABGHARITA  and 
he  Duke  D'AOSTA:  This  lot  should  be  considered  in 
;he  light  of  a  peace  offering  from  Italy  to  France, 
ttaly  hadn't  been  behaving  very  well  to  France  for 
some  years,  and  I  went  there  purely  on  a  patriotic  mis- 
sion. Therefore  I  think  this  tribute  of  amicable  feeling 
ought  to  be  bought  up  (as  high  as  possible)  by  the  State, 
and  kept  in  the  Louvre  alongside  the  Marie  Antoinette 
and  Napoleon  relics.  The  Duke  formally  told  me,  after 
:he  Second  Act  of  Hernani,  that  they  had  no  intentions 
with  regard  to  Nice ;  and  the  ftueen  was  quite  civil 
in  her  inquiries  about  Monsieur  GBEVY.  And  I  could 
throw  a  Treaty  offensive  and  defensive  in,  if  it  were 
worth  my  while. 

My  Service  of  Gold  Plate  for  Crowned  Heads :  This 
would  admirably  suit  a  Lord  Mayor,  low  comedian,  or 
successful  pawnbroker.  The  sovereigns  who  have  deigned 
to  eat  off  it  all  left  their  marks— in  the  shape  of  pre- 
sents which  would  defray  its  cost  three  times  over. 

My  Silver  Service  for  every  day,  I  think  we  shall  buy 
in.  DAMALA  says  he  can't  resign  himself  to  pottery  ; 
and,  as  for  MATJEICE,  he  is  like  Louis  THE  FOURTEENTH, 
when  he  pawned  the  Crown  plate ;  he  says  our  only 
resource  is  Sevres  for  the  table,  and  old  Eouen  for  the 
kitchen. 

My  Talisman,  given  by  my  godmother,  whose  name 
1  forget.  This  lot  I  have  decided  to  withdraw.  People 
wouldn't  understand.  It  is  of  no  great  use  to  anyone 
save  the  owner.  It  is  a  very  small  amulet,  in  the  shape 
of  a  superb  Cheek.  My  other  amulet,  chic,  isn't  worth 
tialf  as  much.  

THE  HAT  THAT  BKA7ED  ! 

{A  Carnival  Echo. ) 


SARAH'S  SALE. 

(Extracts from  Tier  Own  Private  Catalogue,  which  that  Salle,  which  is  called  Salle 
de>  Venles,  declined  to  Print.) 

MY  Indian  bracelet,  in  enamelled  gold,  representing  a  two-headed  serpent,  and 
enriched  with  rose-diamonds  and  rubies,  given  by  the  Prince— our  Prince— the 
only  Monseigneur  of  all  our  many  seigneurs  who  appreciates  Genius,  Art,  and 
Beauty.  All  necessity  for  printing  this  Catalogue  at  all  would  have  been  obviated 
if  I  had  addressed  myself  directly  to  the  donor  of  this  interesting  lot.  But  Art 
has  its  pride  as  well  as  its  little  presents,  and  DAMALA'S  dignity  would  never 
have  survived  it. 

My  Gold  Comb,  representing  a  trophy  of  Comedy  and  Tragedy,  and  bearing 
my  own  proud  device —  Quand  Mcme — which  I  shall  now  write  :  Quand  m'aimes, 
faii-moi  del  cadeaux.  This  lot  really  represents  for  anybody  with  a  soul  under 
nis  waistcoat  an  allegorical  souvenir  of  Art  and  Literature  united  more  or  less 
fraternally,  given  to  me  by  EMILE  DE  GIRAHDIN  in  return  for  my  bust  of  him — 
there 's  a  historical  memento  for  you  I  With  a  decent  auctioneer  possessing  the 
slightest  sense  of  the  picturesque  it  ought  to  go  like  Fedora.  Picture  the  great 
EMILE,  who  sat  upon  everybody  else,  sitting  to  the  sublime  SARAH  !  Why,  there  's 
not  a  playgoer  or  newspaper-reader  worth  a  wretched  million  who  would  not  he 
proud  to  spend  halt-a-million  of  it  on  a  relic  of  such  extraordinary  interest.  I 
will  throw  in,  if  they  like,  a  few  recollections  of  how  EMILE  would  say — but  I 
mustn't  put  them  in  the  Catalogue,  because  they  wouldn't  fetch  anything  il 
already  published. 

My  set  of  Mormon  Spoons  and  Forks.  This  ought  to  be  regarded  as  a  kind  oi 
half-humorous,  half-serio-theological  memory  of  Me.  I  remember  the  dis- 
reputable old  Elder  who  gave  them  Me  after  that  famous  performance  at  BRIGHAM 
YOUNG'S  theatre  of  the  evergreen  (particularly  in  the  dying  scene)  Dame  aux 
Cornelias.  How  all  the  wives  cried  !  You  could  not  see  a  husband  for  the  clouds 
of  pocket-handkerchiefs.  They  had  been  weeping  over  our  wicked  Parisian 
polyandry,  the  Elder  said,  entertaining  MARIE  COLOMBIER  and  Me  at  supper 
afterwards — in  order  to  etrenner  the  forks  and  spoons.  It  need  not  be  added  that 


Mr.  GLADSTONE  has  presented  the  tall  hat  and  bigh  collars 
•which  he  wore  at  the  Carnival  (Feb.  6)  to  the  Museum  of 
Curiosities  at  Nice.  The  Treasures,  slightly  damaged,  will 
be  placed  under  a  glass  case  for  the  veneration  of  the  Public. 

THOU  Grand  Old  Man  from  England, 

Enjoying  mirthful  ease, 
Whose  "hat  has  braved  a  thousand  jeers— 

And  endless  pints  of  peas : 
Above  those  ample  linen  gills 

Thy  classic  features  show, 
And  meet  the  shower  of  sugar'd  flour 

That  greets  thee  from  below  ; 
The  drenching  dust  of  sweetmeat  hail 

That  floors  thee  from  below ! 

Thy  meteor  hat— thy  topper, 

It  like  a  beacon  burns  ; 
And  cartloads  of  confetti 

For  thee,  its  owner,  earns ! 
'Tis  riddltd  through :— to  wear  it  now 

Would  not  be  comme  ilfaut. 
Let  it,  in  peace,  rest  here  at  Nice, 

And  grace  the  local  Show. 
By  Jove  !  throw  in  the  collar  too — • 

'You  '11  make  the  local  Show  I 


"ANOTHER  LITTLE  HOLIDAY."— The  continuation  of 
"  Rather  Abroad,"  commenced  last  week,  is  unavoidably 
cr  jwded  out  of  this  Number.  It  will,  to  use  an  entirely 
new  and  original  form  of  notification,  be  ' '  Continued  in 
our  next." 


TO  CuEEISPOHDENTS. — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  M3.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings    be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
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NORTH    AND    SOUTH. 

Miss  Smith  (from  Bayswatcr).  "  I  SUPPOSE  TOU  "RE  GOING  TO  LOTS  OF  DANCE*  t " 
Hiss  de  Smythe  tfrom  Btlgravia).  "  I  'M  OOINO  TO  MRS.  MOWBRAT  MAHUAM'K, 

OF  COURSE,    OK  THK  28TU.      I  'VE- A— NOT   HEARD  THERE  '8  ANT  OTHER." 

[.Miss  Smith,  v-ho  has  Cards  for  a  dozen  Dances  at  least,  but  hat  nmer  even  heard 
of  Mrs.  Mowbray  Alaskan's,  feels  rather  out  of  it. 


WANTED  A  WATER-LEAGUE. 

(A  Colloquy  worth.  Consideration.) 
Interlocutors-  JUPITER  PLUVIUS,  Jonn  BULL,  and  Sir  WILFRID  Liwsoir. 

John  Bull  (plaintirely).  KenUy,  great  JUPITER  PLUVIUS,  this  is  becoming  most 

serious ! 

Tupiter  Pluvius  (impassirely).  What  ? 

Tof>n  Bull.  Your  perpetual  downpour,  Sir  !    Anything  more  deleterious, 

Dismal,  depressing,  detestable,  cannot.  I  'm  sure,  be  conceivable. 
Beastly  !     Besides,  there  "s  the  loss,  which  will  very  soon  be  irretrievable. 
Tupiter  Plucius.  Yes—  if  you  do  not  look  out. 

Tohn  Bull.  You  speak  drily,  and  that  is  the  sole  thing 

That  it  dry  about  you.    Perhaps  you  '11  explain  ;  7am  sick  of  the  whole 

thing. 

Jupiter  Pluvius.  Pooh !    I  provide  you  with  rain. 

Tohn  Bull  (h,,tly).  Oh,  you  do  !    There  is  no  one  disputes  it. 

Just  look  at  the  state  of  the  country  !    Why,  whether  for  grain,  grass,  or 

roots,  it 

Is  awful.    Can't  sow  in  a  pool,  or  grow  grain  in  a  swamp,  and,  by  Jingo, 
To  lire  we  must  soon  be  like  frogs,  or  stilt-legged  like  a  stork  or  flamingo. 
Tupiter  Pluvius.  Have  you  done  your  best  ¥ 
John  Bull.  In  what  v.  ;<  v  ': 

Tupiter  Pim-itm.  Why,  "  Self- Help  "  and  Mechanical  Science, 

For  those  are  the  things- you  ask  SMILKS— in  which  gumption  will  place 

chief  reliance. 
Look  after  your  rivers.     What's  that  that  I  see  sticking  under  your 

arm  there ! 
Tohn  Bull.  A  Bill  for  Prevention  of  Floods. 

Tupiter  Plurius.  Why,  then,  pass  it.    There  may  be  no  charm  there 

To  give  you  fine  weather,  but  Science  and  Capital  banded  togethc  r, 
Well  worked,  may  do  wonderful  things  towards  making  you  careless  of 

weather. 
You  try  it,  and  don't  bother  me.     It's  no  end  of  a  question,  is  Water. 


Sir  Wilfrid  I-nvton  (tagtrly).  It  U ;  oh,  it  u  /    Local 

Option— 
Jupiter  Plurius  (to  John  Bull).   You  won't  get  much 

help  in  that  quarter. 
He  'd  turn  on  the  main  at  full  flood ;  like  your 

pestilent  Parliament  ipouten. 
Who  talk  out  good  practical  measure*.    Ton  that 

up  the  hobby- borne  spout  en. 
And- what  do  you  think  of  a  Water- Ltaftut  Land's 

had  it 's  turn,  and  I  warrant 
There  'a  more  in  this  question  of  Water  than  dreamt 

by  the  nincompoop*  arrant 
Who  see  but  one  tree  in  a  forest     Yon  let  your  beet 

brains  on  the  question, 
And  next  time  you  '11  not  worry  me,  bat  give  thanks 

for  my  friendly  suggestion.  /    .-. 

LEGAL  DELIGHTS. 

THK  man  who  has  never  been  a  Defendant  in  an  action- 
at-law  has  never  tasted  one  of  the  chief  pleasure*  of 
existence.  He  is  probably  served  with  a  writ,  and  his 
servant*,  and  perhaps  hi*  wife,  begin  to  suspect  that  he 
u  connected  in  some  mysterious  way  with  the  Dynamite 
Brotherhood.  He  goes  to  a  Solicitor,  and,  after  several 
days  of  patient  teaching,  he  will  have  taught  that 
Solicitor  something  about  hi*  ease.  In  due  time  the 
Solicitor  will  take  the  same  trouble,  second-hand,  to 
leach  a  Barrister  ;  after  which  the  Barrister— if  the  case 
goes  into  Court— will  take  the  trouble,  third-hand,  if  he 
u  not  called  into  another  Court,  to  teach  the  Judge ; 
and  the  Judge,  fourth-hand,  will  take  the  trouble  to 
teach  the  Jury. 

The  man,  now  called  a  Client,  will  be  asked,  in 
writing,  the  most  insulting  questions  called  "  interroga- 
tories, and  these  he  will  be  expected  to  answer,  without 
losing  his  temper.  Various  legal  messenger*  will  now 
wait  upon  him  at  various  hours  of  the  day  to  (wear 
various  affidavit*.  He  will  be  asked  to  step  out  and  find 
a  Commissioner  empowered  to  take  Oaths,  and  after 
trying  two  ground-door*  and  three  first-floor*,  will  dis- 
jover  one  of  these  privileged  persons  in  an  airy  garret. 
Be  will  now  learn  the  meaning  and  beauty  of  the  word 
venue. 

He  may  be  sued  in  Yokelshire,  or  he  may  be  turd  in 
31ogshire.  In  the  latter  ease  he  will  be  marched  down 
to  Mudchester  with  his  Solicitor  and  a  small  party  of 
•vitnesses— the  majority  of  whom  will  never  be  wanted. 
He  will  be  fed  with  report*  that  he  is  Number  Four  on 
:he  list,  and  may  come  on  at  any  moment.  After  waiting 
i  week,  he  will  find  that  Mudchester  has  more  cases  than 
t  can  try,  and  he  is  marched  off  with  hi*  party  to  the 
neighbouring  town  of  Lively  pool.  Here  he  is  comforted 
with  the  assurance  that  he  will  "  come  on  "  at  th*  open- 
ing of  the  Assizes,  and,  in  consequence,  he  has  only  to 
wait  four  days  for  his  long-expected  trial. 

His  case  is  sure  to  be  one  that  can  only  be  properly 
.udged  without  favour  or  prejudice  by  a  London  Jury, 
mt,  if  the  renue  is  laid  in  Clogthire,  he  must  be  tried  by 
.he  natives.    He  finds  his  Solicitor  and  Barristers  sitting 
n  cramped  pews,  with  huge  bundles  of  paper*  before 
hem  the  size  of  hotel-pillows.     These  paper*  teem  to 
nake  them  very  unhappy,  but  still  they  cling  to  them. 
Jeing  about  the  longest  documents  in  existence  they  are 
called  "  briefs,"  and  do  not  appear  necessary  to  any 
>erson  who  can  write  the  history  of  England  on  a  shirt- 
cuff.    The  Barristers  get  tired  of  these  unwieldy  docu- 
ments before  the  trial  is  half  over,  and  are  thankful  to 
anyone — even  to  the  "Client"— who  will  give   them 
nformatioii  that  can  be  put  upon  a  railway-ticket. 

The  case  will  probably  be  ably  argued  on  both  side*, 

without  temper  or  bad  taste- for  the  N'nrthern  Circuit  is 

served  by  leading  lawyer*  and  Judges— but  the  Jury  will 

oubtltss  take  their  own  view  in  spite  of  evidence  and 

uling.    The  Client  will  have  the  pleasure  of  obtaining 

.  new  trial  in  London,  if  he  likes  to  apply  for  it,  and  if 

not,  he  will  have  learnt  something  for  his  money. 


"  Tits   best   thing   for  breakfast,"  says  Mr*.  RAJIS- 

IOTIIAM,  "is  a  nice  Fenian  Hammock  or  a  Skipper  on 


NEW  SOKO  (Dedicatrd  tn  Mr.  Bir.r.AH,  M.P.).- 
rhere,  nnd  nh  where  is  my  Upland  L'lui'  cnrr.t  ." 
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"BUMBLEDOM  AGAIN" 

OXCB  KOBE. 

LAST  week  under  this  head  we 
remarked  that  "the  Shoreditch 
Guardians  had  suddenly  dis- 
covered that  all  children  unfor- 
tunate enough  to  be  what  is 
called  '  illegitimate '  are  not  en- 
titled to  witness  an  exhibition  of 
Dissolving  Views,"  and,  we  added, 
"the  decision,  we  believe,  was 
approved  of  and  acted  upon." 
We  have  since  been  officially 
informed  by  Mr.  CLAY— we  do 
not  mention  his  name  for  the 
sake  of  "  puffing  our  clay  " — the 
Clerk  to  the  Guardians  in  ques- 
tion, that  our  belief  as  to  the 
decision  was  erroneous,  and  that 
the  decision  itself  was  that  "  the 
able-bodied  male  inmates  and 
the  mothers  of  illegitimate  chil- 
dren were  to  be  excluded "  from 
the  entertainment  of  Dissolving 
Views,  and  so  concerning  the 
whole  matter  we  are  glad  to  say 
that  our  own  views  have  been 
entirely  dissolved.  It  only  re- 
mains to  suggest  that  the  next 
time  the  Shoreditch  Guardians 
give  an  entertainment  it  should 
be  a  good  play  belonging  to  the 
Legitimate  Drama. 


NEW  SORT  or  FBUIT  —  Cur- 
rents of  Air  in  the  Law  Courts. 
A  propos  of  this  subject,  the 
Last  ot  the  Barons  observed  that 
"  The  Architects  of  the  new 
buildings,  having  distributed  the 
cold  air  pretty  fairly  all  round, 
would  be  remembered  hereafter 
as  Equity  Draughtsmen."  The 
Lord  Chief  Justice  said  he  'd 
never  laughed  so  much  in  all  his 
life. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    124. 


DR.  RICHARDSON  RETORTING. 


HOTEL   ME   WHEN,  HOTEL 
ME  WHERE? 

THE  Proprietor  of  an  Hotel 
advertises  in  the  Timei  that — 

"With  the  opening  of  the  New 
Law  Couris  this  old-established  hotel 
will  take  a  new  departure,  it  is  so 
admirably  placed  for  witnesses,  &c." 

If  this  establishment  is  "so 
admirably  placed  for  witnesses, 
&c.,"  why  does  it  not  remain 
where  it  is  ?  If  a  witness  went  to 
sleep  there  under  the  impression 
that  it  was  close  to  the  New 
Law  Courts,  and  woke  up  the 
next  morning  and  found  himself 
at  Bayswater,  it  would  be  a  "  new 
departure  "  that  he  would  by  no 
means  relish. 


Song  of  the  Fourth  Party. 

THESE 's    nae    fun    about    the 

House, 

There 's  nae  fun  at  a' ; 
There 's  no  one  to  rate,  and  to 
jj j     bait,  and  to  slate. 
When  our  Grand  Old  Man's 
awa'! 


Pnrz-iCAL  FOHCE. — The  Exhi- 
bition of  the  Works  of  the  late 
HABLOT  KNIGHT  BROWNE  at  the 
Liverpool  Art  Club. 


THE  TWO  TERRORS. 

ALAS,  poor  France,  thy  spectres 

now  are  twain ! 
A  Reien  of  Terror,  and  a  Terror 

of  Rain. 


HAMLET  AT  THE  MONEY- 
LENDERS.— "  To  what  base  I.  0. 
Uses  may  we  come  at  last !  " 


"THE  PLAY'S  THE  THING." 

THE  excellent  suggestion  thrown  out  the  other  day  by  the  French 
Minister  of  Public  Instruction,  that  deserving  scholars  should  be 
rewarded  by  free  admission  to  the  Paris  Theatres,  will,  no  doubt,  be 
rapidly  adopted  by  reflective  Head  Masters  on  this  side  of  the 
Channel. 

As  the  various  Metropolitan  entertainments  will,  of  course,  be 
appropriately  apportioned,  the  following  scheme  will  probably  be  the 
first  put  in  hand ;  and  it  will  be  highly  interesting  to  watch  how  it 
works. 

For  Proficiency  in — 

Theology. — Lyceum.  Church  Scene  in  Much  Ado  About  Nothing. 

Dynamics.— St.  James's.     Impulse. 

Conttitutional  History. — Drury  Lane.    Procession  of  Kings  and 
Queens. 

Zoology. — Comedy.     Rip  Van  Winkle. 

Latin  Prose. — Strand.     Comedy  of  Errors. 

Metallurgy.— Princess's.     The  Silver  Xing. 

Jinnk-keeping.-Sa.voy.     I.O.  Ulanthe. 

Medicine. — Toole's.     Dearer  than  Life. 

Drilling.— Haymarket.     The  Little  Sentinel. 

Jivtany.—St.  George's  Hall.  Mr.  COKNEY  GRAIN'S  On  root. 
The  use  of  the  Globe  would  also  be  elegantly  explained  at  the 
house  at  present  under  Mrs.  BEHNAKD  BEEBR'S  management ;  while 
Pneumatics  would  receive  ample  and  interesting  illustration  in  the 
final  exhaustion  of  Jane  Eyre.  Altogether,  the  Metropolitan  and 
other  Schools  ought  to  have  a  very  agreeable  and  instructive  time 
of  it. 

WHY  is  tightly  tying  up  a  sluggish  horse,  sure  to  be  a  cure  for  his 
pace  .•'—Because  you  make  him  fast.  (N.B.—  So  you  do  if  you  don't 
give  him  anything  to  eat.  There  are  more  remedies  than  one  for 
a  slug.) 


A  WAIL  FROM  THE  CITY. 

FAREWELL  to  big-  dinners  and  soup  of  the  turtle, 

Which  shows  how  we  feed  in  BRITANNIA'S  clime  ; 
The  enemy's  arrows  around  us  now  hurtle, 

Then  why  not  reform  when  perchance  there  is  time. 
We  've  revelled  too  long  upon  port  and  madeira, 

Too  often  have  sipped  the  insidious  punch  ; 
But  now  comes  the  dawn  of  a  terrible  era, 

When  we  mayn't  get  even  gratuitous  lunch. 
How  nobly  we  've  struggled  through  excellent  dinners, 

Involving,  perchance,  the  persuasive  blue  pill ; 
Why  single  us  out  then  as  specially  sinners, 

When  crowned  heads  have  dined  with  us,  eating  their  fill  ? 
But  certain  it  is  that  the  whole  British  nation 

Must  fall— if  we  fall— that  the  City  will  swear  ; 
Pull  down  if  you  like  then  the  great  Corporation, 

And  England  will  vanish  like  bubbles  in  air  ! 

A  STATIONER'S  Clerk  had  doubts  about  a  fiver  proffered  by  a 
Chance  Customer,  who  thereupon  became  very  abusive.  Says  the 
Clerk,  "  I  won't  be  bullied,  Sir,  and  I  tell  you  that  if  you  take  it  to 
the  Bank  of  England  you  '11  find  the  fiver 's  a  bad  'un,  and  then 
you'll  alter  your  tone." 

"I  shall  only  alter  my  tone,"  was  the  reply,  "  if  I  change  my 
note."  [Exit  Chance  Customer  delighted  at  having  "  led  up  to  it  "  so  well. 

"SPRING  HANDICAPS." — Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM,  on  hearing  these 
mentioned,  immediately  asked  where  they  could  be  purchased,  as 
they  sounded  like  a  most  useful  invention. 


SINGING  BIBDS'  SHOW.— Go  to  Bond  Street,  and  see  the  Whistler's 
Exhibition. 
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ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED   FROM 

THE  DIAKY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


PARLIAMENTARY   CBESS   TOURNAMENT   WITH    LIV1SO 
FIGURES. 


Jfouss  of  Commons,  Thursday,  February  15. — "If  there's  one 
thing  in  this  world  that  '8  worse  than  BRADLAUGH  it 's  mock-turtle." 

It  was  the  voice  of  the  Alderman  whom  I  heard  thus  complain. 
He  was  standing  near  me  at  Bar  in  House  of  Lords  ;  temper  a  little 
soured,  having  been  elbowed  out  of  the  front  row  by  some  Radical 
Members  who  have  no  respect  for  Corporations,  whether  they  be  of 
the  City  of  London  or  merely  of  Aldermen. 

"Turtle's  something:  like,"  the  Alderman  continued,  and  the 
expression  of  his  face  softened,  his  eye  lost  its  glamour,  and  his 
tongue  gently  caressed  his  lips.  "  But,  if  we  can't  have  it,  let's  do 
without  soup." 

Found  out  presently  that  this  Alderaanic  parable  was  intended  to 
express  dissatisfaction  with  the  performance  of  opening  Parliament 
by  Royal  Commission.  Rather  Radical  sentiments  for  the  Alderman. 
Otherwise  seems  to  be  right.  Funny  to  see  for  the  first  time  the 
five  Royal  Commissioners  in  their  bntterwoman's  cloaks,  with  cocked 
hats  which,  at  a  signal  from  another  Gentleman  in  black  wig 
and  gown  who  bobs  up  and  down  before  them,  thev  lift  and  replace. 
But  not  the  sort  of  thing  you  care  to  see  often.  Wouldn't  get  fifty 
nights'  run  on  any  other  stage.  Mr.  HOLDEN,  the  young  Member 
for  the  West  Riding,  is  full  of  new  idea  as  to  how  it  might  be  done. 


Great  mechanical  genius,  HOLDEJT.  Invented  the  stocking-loom,  or 
the  sewing-machine,  or  something  of  the  kind. 

"  Why  not,"  says  he,  "  have  Marionettes  done  up  like  Ix>rds  Com- 
missioners ?  Could  easily  work  in  the  Clerks  at  the  Table  ;  have  a 
barrel-organ  to  play  'Should  auld  acquaintance  be  forgot.'  and 
there  you  are.  Nothing  like  machinery  for  saving  time  and  labour. 

Seems  good  idea :  worth  thinking  of  when  House  of  Lords  come  to 
reform  their  procedure. 

House  looked  a  little  better  at  four  o'clock  when  Peers  came  down, 
and  the  battle  of  the  Address  commenced.  Princess  of  WALES  in 
the  Gallery  looking  a  little  pale  in  her  mourning.  Prince  of  WALES 
on  the  Cross  Benches,  looking  jollier  than  ever.  Brought  back  some 
good  stories  about  the  Grand  Old  Man  at  the  Carnival,  and  other 
dissipations  of  the  Riviera.  Told  a  few  to  GRAWVILLK  and 
myself  in  the  Robing  Room.  Lord  WOLSELKT  took  the  Oath 
and  his  seat  for  Cairo.  Afterwards  sat  on  Cross  Benches  between 
Prince  of  WALES  and  the  great  soldier  who  planned  Egyptian 
Campaign.  Looked  critically  on  first  Parliamentary  encounter. 

"  Xot  much  to  you  after  Tel-el- Kebir,"  H.R.H.  said,  pleasantly. 

''  Xo.  Sir,"  replied  our  only  General.  "  I  'm  getting  tired  of  sham 
fights." 

In  House  of  Commons  at  four  o'clock  great  crowd,  and  sup- 
pressed excitement.  Outside,  people  risen  in  their  thousands,  and 
having  games  with  the  police.  First  they  till  up  one  part  of  the 
roadway,  and  policeman  on  curvetting  white  steed  backs  into  them. 
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Space  cleared  here  filled  up  in  another  place  ten  yards  higher  up. 
Another  policeman  on  bounding  bay  backs  into  them.  They  return 
to  old  stand,  and  curvetting  white  steed  has  another  walk  round. 
This  is  what  the  police  call  "passing  away."  It  passes  away  the 
time  pleasantly  enough,  till  Mr.  BBADLAUGH  appears  in  Hansom 
cab.  Murmurs  of  disappointment  among  the  throng.  B.  had  intro- 
duced himself  as  "  your  General  for  the  day."  Thought  he  would 
appear  in  a  chariot,  in  scarlet  coat,  sash,  and  plumed  hat,  like  the 
City  Marshal.  Hansom  cab,  chimney-pot  hat,  black  coat,  and  no 
other  weapon  about  him  than  probably  a  stylographie  pen  concealed 
in  breast  pocket,  naturally  lowered  enthusiasm  of  mob.  Fortunately 
white  steed  and  bounding  bay  began  again,  and  arrested  deep 
depression  stealing  o'er  them. 

Inside,  much  same  sort  of  thing.  Sergeant-at-arms  drawn  on 
pair  of  white  kid  gloves  (two  buttons),  also  new  pumps.  Floor 
waxed,  and  everything  ready  for  the  giddy  dance.  But  after  Lord 
HABTINGTON,  in  reply  to  question,  said  Parliamentary  Oaths  Bill 
would  be  brought  in,  Mr.  BRADLAUGH  went  out. 

After  this  Irish  Members  fell  quite  flat.  "  Never  knew  anything 
like  the  luck  of  those  fellows,"  Mr.  CHRISTOPHER  SYKES  drawled, 
surveying  them  through  his  eye-glass,  as  if  they  were  occupants  of 
a  monkey-house.  "  Always  got  one  of  their  number  in  prison. 
Believe  they  draw  lots  who 's  to  be  put  in  gaol,  BO  that  the  others 
may  come  down  here  and  make  a  row." 

It 's  HKALT  happens  to  be  out  of  luck  this  time.  Yet  should  have 
thought  there  needn't  have  been  all  this  bother.  .Remember  when 
HEALY  declared  he  "  didn't  care  two  rows  of  pins  whether  he  was 
in  prison  or  the  House  of  Commons."  House  has  a  preference  on  the 
subject.  If  it  can  be  gratified  without  individual  suffering,  why 
not  f  Put  it  this  way  to  PARNELL,  who  says  that  may  be  all  very 
well  in  social  life,  but  in  politics  things  are  different. 

"  Bat  you  usedn't  to  be  so  desperately  fond  of  TIM  when  he  was 
here,"  I  urge. 

"No,"  says  PARNELL,  in  his  soft  sad  voice;  "but  you  know 
absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder." 

A  military  tread,  the  clank  of  a  sword,  the  smell  of  gunpowder. 
"Adown  the  glen  march  armed  men."  Look  round  and  behold  a 
terrible  figure  at  the  end  of  the  corridor  near  the  ante-room  where 
peaceful  Members  enter  to  secure  places  for  mothers  and  wives  in 
the  Ladies'  Gallery.  Thought  at  first  it  was  the  Duke  of  WELLING- 
TON coming  to  enter  protest  against  his  disestablishment.  Like 
him  about  the  plumed  cap,  but  figure  not  quite  so  tall.  As  it  came 
nearer  by  forced  marches,  discovered  it  was  only  DYKE  ACLAND. 

"  What,  in  Heaven's  name,  's  the  matter  ?  "  I  asked,  when  breath 
came  back.  "Are  the  Reserves  called  out?  Have  the  French 
landed  ?  Or  is  it  the  mob  that 's  broken  through  Palace  Yard  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  Don't  you  know  I  'm  going  to  move 
the  Address  ?  " 

"  Now,  General,  look  here !  "  I  said,  my  blood  boiling.  "  I  'm  a 
general  supporter  of  this  Ministry.  I  think  GLADSTONE  the  Grandest 
Old  Man  of  this  or  any  age.  But  I  'm  sick  of  this  systematic  Coer- 
cion. Outside  you  make  the  British  Public  'pass  away'  at  the  horses' 
hoof,  and  inside  you  move  the  Address  at  the  point  of  the  sword. 
I'll  join  WILFRID  LAWSON,  LABOUCHERE,  and  HENBY  RICHARD, 
and  you  see  if  the  Fifth  Party  won't  be  worse  than  the  Fourth." 

"  Nonsense,"  said  the  Commander-in-Chief ;  "  you  don't  under- 
stand. It 's  merely  a  matter  of  form  ;  horribly  uncomfortable  for  us ; 
but  if  Address  not  moved  by  Gentleman  in  Military  Uniform  what 
would  become  of  British  Constitution  ?  " 

"  That 's  all  right,  Corporal.  Perhaps il  don't  understand.  There's 
many  things  I  don't  understand  in  this  House.  But  what  do  yon 
mean  by  marching  and  counter-marching  in  remote  corridors,  start- 
ling Hon.  Members  ?  " 

"  Fact  is,  TOBY."  said  the  Quartermaster-General,  lowering  his 
voice,  "  it 's  a  little  hard  to  walk  in  these  things,  when  you  're  not 
used  to  them.  If  this  leather  reticule  at  the  end  of  the  strap  doesn't 
get  between  your  legs,  the  sword  will.  Between  the  two  my  life 's  a 
burden.  General  BUBNABY  was  good  enough  to  give  me  half-an- 
hour's  drill.  But  you  can't  learn  to  walk  like  a  turkey-cock  in  half- 
an-hour.  Quite  sure  I  '11  come  to  grief  with  the  sword  going  into 
the  House,  and  with  the  reticule  going  out,  or  the  other  way  about. 
I  'm  sure  I  don't  care  which  it  is." 

The  gallant  Major,  however,  managed  very  well  when  the  time 
came.  Walk  a  little  stiff,  and  face  a  little  pale.  But  got  safely  to 
his  seat,  and  back  again. 

Altogether,  sitting  very  dull.  Same  thing  here  as  WOLSELEY'S 
eagle  eye  discovered  in  another  place.  Only  sham  fight,  and  not 
very  brilliantly  carried  on.  House  further  depressed  by  dejected 
appearance  of  Mr.  BIGGAB.  Whatever  may  have  been  weighing  on  his 
mind  19  evidently  growing  more  oppressive ;  the  light  faded  from 
his  eye,  the  bloom  from  his  cheek,  the  gaiety  from  his  heart. 

''Come,  come,  JOSEPH!"  I  said  to  him,  "this  will  never  do. 
Things  don  t  mend  by  knocking  under.  Besides,  they  mayn't  be  so 
bad.  CAISE  tells  me  he  means  to  push  forward  his  Bill.  If  your 
fellows  don't  obstruct,  it  might  easily  be  got  through  by  Easter. 
Couldn't  you  manage  it  with  them  '<  " 


"No,"  JOEY  B.  answered  in  husky  voice,  and  with  manner  no 
longer  sly,  "  I  saw  what  could  be  done  as  soon  as  CAINE  gave  notice 
of  his  Bill.  Went  on  my  knees  to  PARNELL.  Says  he  can't  inter- 
fere. DICK  POWER  told  me,  confidentially,  WARTON  means  to  block 
the  BiU.  Too  late,  TOBY,  too  late !  "  And  JOSEPH  wiped  away  a 
tear  with  the  cuff  of  his  coat-sleeve.  Business  done. — Address  moved. 
•"'Saturday  Morning. — PETEB  burned  his  boats  and  crossed  the 
Rubicon,  as  PABNELL  once  said  the  Government  had  done.  More 
convenient  to  cross  first,  and  burn  boats  afterwards.  But  that 's  a 
trifle.  CHILDEBS  has  come  back,  looking  quite  ruddy ;  evidently 
good  for  the  Chancellorship  of  the  Exchequer  as  long  as  this  Parlia- 
ment lasts.  But  if  the  Ministry  won't  have  PETER  one  way,  they 
shall  another.  So  last  night  gave  notice  that  "  on  early  occasion 
will  call  attention  to  the  present  state  of  the  National  Expenditure, 
and  move  a  Resolution."  Uproarious  cheering  from  Conservative 
benches.  Odds  rapidly  falling  against  PETER  some  day  joining 
Fourth  Party. 

This  morning  Bradlaugh  conflagration  unexpectedly  broke  out  on 
Motion  to  bring  in  Bill.  Struggle  lasted  two  nours — a  "  small  and 
early."  No  dancing.  Business  done. — Address  moved. 

KNOW  YE  THE  LAND  ? 

(A  City  Song.) 

"PKOM  facts  just  published,  it  appears  that  New  York  furnishes  the  chief 
market  for  that  Aldermauic  luxury,  the  turtle.  The  City  receives  every  year 
from  150,000  to  180,001b.  Turtles  are  most  plentiful  during  the  summer,  and 
when  the  supply  is  larger  than  the  demand,  the  turtles  are  kept  afloat,  and 
given  cabbagesj  lettuce,  celery  tops,  and  water-melon  rinds,  the  last-named 
article  of  diet  being  the  most  highly  prized." 

KNOW  ye  the  land  where  the  high  price  of  turtle 

Tacks  on  to  your  dinner  as  much  as  the  wine ; 
Where  you  big  Civic  swells  would  with  Cyprus  and  myrtle 

Sit  crowned  in  despair — asked  without  it  to  dine  ? 
The  land,  where  to-day  simple  oysters  and  porter 

Are  counted  fit  lunch  for  a  irMionnaire  ; 
Where,  stock  of  the  real  run  shorter  and  shorter, 

The  mock  takes  its  place  with  a  confident  air  ? 
Ah,  know  ye  the  land  where,  when  "  green  fat "  abounded, 

Three  helpings  you  held  nothing  out  of  the  way  ; 
Where  now,  by  the  calf  that  deceives  quite  dumbfounded, 

Untasted  you  send  your  one  portion  away  ? 

Ah,  well !  if  ye  know  such  a  land,  and  are  frantic 

To  think  that  it  boasts  scarce  an  honest  tureen ; 
Take  courage :  there 's  hope  yet  beyond  the  Atlantic 

On  shores  where  the  fat  that  you  love  is  still  green ! 
Where  the  cook  whom  ye  trust  doesn't  prove  but  a  traitor, 

And  the  turtle  is  kept  in  condition  that 's  fine  ; 
Supply  than  demand  being  delightfully  greater, 

And  all  but  the  spirit  of  man  is  divine  ! 
So  pluck  up  your  courage  ;  your  turtle  awaits  you, 

On  cabbage  and  lettuce  enjoying  his  ease ; 
And  if  fierce  Reform  with  economy  baits  you, 

Pack  up :  seek  three  helpings  beyond  the  green  seas ! 

"HANG  it!"  exclaimed  Mr.  JEBEMY  DIDDLEB,  on  reading  the 
provisions  of  Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN'S  Bankruptcy  Bill.  "  They  're 
going  to  make  Bankruptcy  easy— to  creditors  1  " 

WANTED  :  A  SITE  FOR  THE  DUKE'S  STATUE.— No  ;  keep  it  out  of 
sight, — say  in  Hide  Park. 


Mashionable  Intelligence. 

WHEN  a  young  man  joins  the 
Mashers,  he  is 
y^    said  to  become 
emashiated. 

The  Mashers 
are  about  to 
start  a  journal 
of  their  own. 
to  defend 
themselves 
against  the 
violent  at- 
tacks to  which 
they  have  been 
subjected  in 
other  news- 
papers. It 

will  be  called  the  Morning  Mash- 
tub  and  Chappies'  Chronicle. 


CHEZ  NOEL  PETEBS. 

AN  important  question  for 
visitors  to  Paris  who  are  fre- 
quenters of  the  above-mentioned 
Restaurant  is,  how  will  the 
Expulsion  Bill  affect  the  Passage 
des  Princes  ? 


MB.  SHIELD  has  been  deputed 
to  take  charge  of  the  Cambridge 
Corporation  Bill  in.  the  House  of 
Commons.  This  is  as  it  should 
be,  "  Defence — not  Defiance." 


be- 

Sir 


WHAT  is  the  distinction 
tween  Mr.  PARNELL  and 
WILFBID  LAWSON  ? 

One 's    a    Land    Leaguer,   the 
other 's  a  Water  Leaguer. 
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FIENDISH    REVENGE. 

"Oa,  GEOROI  !  WHAT  ABB  ion  DOING  TO  MY  BEAUTIFUL  T«KRA-OOTTA  PLATES!' 
"  ONLY  PRACTISING  FOR  THB  TERRA-COTTA  PIGEON,  MY  Lov«  ! " 


PLON-PLON   IN   ENGLAND. 

(A  Fragment  from  an  Autobiography.) 

9  A.M. — Reached  Charing  Cross  more  dead  than  alive.  Gave  Louie 
his  breakfast,  who  has  consented  to  accompany  me  on  condition  of 
receiving  a  week's  holiday,  a  youth's  chemical  chest,  and  a  popgun. 
He  insisted  upon  having  breakfast.     The  passage  seems  to  have 
agreed  with  him.   He  apparently  spent  his  time  on  board  in  attempt- 
ing to  drop  my  luggage  into  the  engines.    Was  too  ill  to  look  alter 
him.    Made  for  Leicester  Square. 

10  A.M. — Have  finished  my  dejeuner  at  the  Hotel  de  Parit  et  let 
deux  Mondes.    Absinthe  wretched  !    Took  a  sardine  with  my  rotbif, 
biftek,  and  cotelettes  in  honour  of  Lent.     Shall  mention  this  to 
EUG£NIE  when  I  see  her  Liter.     Louis  finished  the  cognac  when  I 
was  not  looking,  and  consequently  is  as  incapable  as  his  brother 
VICTOU  to  oust  me,  or  to  do  anything  else. 

11  A.M. — Having  dropped  Louis  into  the  Leicester  Square  foun- 
tains, he  has  revived.     Visited  Madame  TUSSAUD'S  "Wax- Works. 
Much  annoyed  at  finding  no  "  Portrait  Model "  of  myself.    Pointed 
out.that  as  my  Uncle  was  represented  as  reclining  on  a  tent  bed- 
stead, his  duplicate  effigy  in  the  centre  of  the  Imperial  group  might 
do  for  me — with  a  fair  amount  of  stuffing.    Louis  suggested  that  I 
might  be  put  in  the  Chamber  of  Horrors.    Very  much  annoyed,  and 
would  have  publicly  thrashed  him  had  he  not  threatened  me  with 
his  Uncle  HUMBERT  in  Koine.    The  boys  (ungrateful  little  mites  ! ) 
are  always  trying  to  get  up  a  family  quarrel.    Half  a  mind  to  send 
them  back  to  CLOTILDK.    They  are  not  a  bit  of  use  to  me— rather 
the  reverse. 

12  NOON. — Called  at  Marlborough  House.   The  family  out  of  town. 
Gave  my  name  at  the  gate,  and  was  informed  that  the  Prince  had 
left  word  if  I  called  that  "he  was  indisposed."     "To  see  you!" 
shouted  LOOTS,  who  is  a  vulgar  little  fellow  for  a  king's  grandson. 
Much  annoyed.     Took  an  omnibus  to  the  Waterloo   Station,  and 
quarrelled  about  the  fare.    Having  to  wait  for  a  train,  looked  up  a 
local  bill-poster,  and  liud  that  I  can  get  a  Manifesto  issued  much 
cheaper  in  London  than  in  Paris.    Made  a  note  of  this.    Advertise- 
ment Agent  very  intelligent.    On  learning  my  name  and  purpose, 
suggested  that  1  should  use  some  old  posters  of  the  "  Battle  of 
Waterloo  "  he  had  in  stock.    He  said  I  could  have  the  block  altered 
so  as  to  appear  myself  as  the  Bake,  whose  nose  had  disappeared  in 
the  course  of  wear  and  tear.    Thought  that  if  I  could  secure  the 
services  of  a  dozen  regiments  just  to  back  him  up,  he  might  "  make 
a  good  job  of  it."    Was  obliged  to  refuse,  as  his  terms  are  "fixed 
prices— payment  in  advance." 

1  P.M. — Took  a  train  to  Farnborough.  Very  pleased  with  the  military 
display.  Unite  reminded  me  of  my  old  Crimean  days.  Much  nicer, 
too— no  danger.  Sentry  saluted  me.  Delighted.  Louis  roared  with 
laughter,  and  told  the  man  that  he  had  made  a  mistake — "That  I 
was  not  a  soldier."  Chased  the  young  rascal  with  my  umbrella 
until  I  was  forced  to  desist  from  want  of  breath.  I  am  not  so  slim 


as  I  used  to  be.  Never  mind !  When  I  get  back  to  the  throne  and 
my  relatives,  Master  Louis  shall  have  a  couple  of  years  or  to  in  the 
Conciergerie  I  I  will  teach  him  to  be  rude  to  his  father  I 

2  P.M. — EuotsiE  has  very  civilly  Bent  a  carriage  for  me.   Hurried 
to  see  her.    She  says  she  does  not  know  why  I  have  come.    Explain 
it 's  a  return  visit.    "  So  kind  of  her  to  have  looked  me  up  in  Paris." 
She  says  that  she  did  nothing  of  the  sort — she  came  to  see  MATHILDE, 
not  me  I    She  is  generally  nasty,  and  says  she  won't  hare  her  name 
"  dragged  into  my  ridiculous  flatcoi."    Grieved,  ai  I  hoped  to  have 
induced  her  to  pay  at  least  a  part  of  the  Manifesto  printing-bill. 

3  P.M. — Found  that  the  carriage  in  which  I  came  had  returned  to 
the  stables.    Suppose  the  coachman  wouldn't  wait  because  I  hadn't 
tipped  him.    Very  well !    I  will  pay  off  old  scores  when  I  get  back I 
Had  to  carry  Louis  all  the  way  back  to  the  station,  as  the  ungrateful 
little  wretch  threatened  to  give  me  into  custody  if  I  didn't.   He  says 
that  two  of  the  umbrellas  I  have  now  in  my  possession  came  from 
the  house  I  have  just  visited!    Told  him  that  he  was  too  young  to 
understand  these  matters,  and  that  I  had  a  perfect  right  to  "  requi- 
sition "  anything  I  liked. 

4  P.M. — Back  in  London.    Called  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  and 
visited  the  Eagles.    Asked  the  price  of  one  of  the  smallest,  with  a 
view  to  making  a  descent  upon  Boulogne.    Found  them  much  too 
dear.    Said  they  would  let  me  have  a  vulture  cheap,  which  would  do 
just  as  well  if  1  concealed  the  bird's  neck  with  a  large  tricolor  rosette. 
Said  I  would  think  it  over.    If  I  came  at  night,  an  old  fowl  with  a 
Roman-nosed  beak  would  answer  all  my  purposes.    Obliged  to  be 
economical.    Borrowed,  privately,  a  Napolen  Louis  had  received 
from  his  mother.    He  was  very  much  annoyed  on  discovering  his 
loss.    Must,  however,  be  businesslike  and  economical. 

5.  P.M. — Louis,  haying  discovered  that  I  had  annexed  his  money, 
set  up  a  yell.  To  quiet  him,  promised  to  show  him  all  "  the  monu- 
ments" of  London.  Visited  consequently  the  South  Kensington 
Museum,  the  National  Gallery,  and  the  Albert  Memorial.  Really 
very  interesting,  and  not  expensive.  Mislaid  my  son  in  Kensington 
Gardens,  and  dined  at  the  Holborn  Restaurant  admirably. 

6  P.M. — Feel  very  much  better.  Saw  my  name  in  large  letters  in 
the  contents  bills  "of  the  [evening  papers.  Nerved  myself  for  to- 
morrow's Channel  martyrdom  with  unlimited  abtinthe.  Everything 
couUur  de  rote .' 

1  P.M.— Can't  find  Louis  anywhere !  Made  acquaintance  with  a 
lamp-post !  Don't  care  !  Beast  of  a  boy  '.  Can't  say  French  Con- 
stitution !  Never  could ! 

8  P.M. — Just  assured  a  couple  of  policemen  that  "  it 's  all  right ! " 

9  P.M. — Have  been  accommodated  with  a  cell.    Going  to  bed — in 
my  Uncle's  boots ! 

AND  QUITE  RIGHT  Too  I— After  all,  the  Municipality  of  Geneva 
is  only  following  the  principle  of  many  of  our  country  towns — 
namely,  not  to  allow  Booths  in  the  street  save  in  fair  time.  But  the 
Salvationists  say  it  evidently  isn't  a  fair  time  at  Geneva. 
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PLEASANT  I 

Lord  Reginald  Saiisdenier  (In,  answer  to  confidential  remark  of  his  Host).  "TwBNTY  THOUSAND  POUNDS'  WOBTH  o»  PLATE  ON  THB 
TABLP,  Sis.  GOKOITJS  ?    I  WONDKK  YOU  AIN'T  AFUAIO  OF  BKINO  KOBBRD  ! " 

Sir  Qorgius  Itidas.  "lionnsD,  MY  LORD  !    GJOD  'Evjtss  !   1  'M  SURB  TER  LORDSHIP  's  TOO  HONNERABLE  HEVKN  TO  THINK  OP  SICH 

A    THlNli  !  " 


ON  THE  TRAIL. 

AT  last !    'Tis  hard  to  check  the  glow 

Of  gladness,  or  to  still  the  bound 

Of  burdened  spirits,  which  have  found 
The  patient  steps  of  Justice  slow 

Upon  the  track  of  Crime,  whose  stain 

Barns  heavily  on  heart  and  brain. 

Not  hate's  exultant  thrill,  and  not 

The  savage  thirst  of  vengeance.    Nay. 

But  he  who  Law's  stern  step  would  stay 
On  ruthless  Murder's  tiger-slot, 

Plavs  pander,  in  the  name  of  good, 

To  Violence's  vampire  brood. 

Pace  forward,  therefore,  figure  stern, 

Yet  even-pulsed  and  steadfast- poised ! 

Whatever  warring  cries  are  noised 
About  her  way,  she  will  not  turn 

One  step  aside,  nor  faint  nor  fail, 

When  once  the  sleuth-hound  strikes  the  trail. 

And  Erin,  following  in  the  wake 
Of  that  unsheathed  but  stainless  steel, 
For  all  her  woes  and  fears,  may  feel 

A  fire  and  force  to  burn  and  break 
The  hideous  toils  of  murderous  lust, 
Typed  by  that  red  track  in  the  dust. 


THE  BEAUTIFUL  DANUBE  I 
SCENE — Interior  of  the  Conference  Chamber. 
PRESENT— Mr.   PUNCH,   and  the   Delegates  of  the   Great   Powers, 
under  the   Presidency  of   the   British  Minister  of   State  for 
Foreign  Affairs. 

Lord  Granvtlle  (riling  graceftdly).  Messieurs 

Mr.  Punch  (interrupting).  Pardon  me,  my  Lord."^  Before  we 
commence  business  in  earnest  had  we  not  better  speak  in  plain 
English,  and  discard  diplomatic  French  ?  The  former  is  easier 
understood.  (Turning  to  Ambassadors.)  Are  you  aware,  Gentle- 
men, that  the  Danube  is  practically  valueless  from  a  commercial 
point  of  view  P 

Ambastadort.  Well 

Mr.  Punch.  That  a  company  without  a  competitor  for  through 
traffic,  running  a  fleet  of  steamers  and  other  vessels  on  the 
1000  miles  nearest  the  mouth  of  the  largett  river  in  Europe,  with  a 
limitless  supply  of  coal  on  the  very  banks,  can  hardly  keep  its  head 
above  water '( 

Ambassadors.  Yes,  that  may  be,  but 

M.  Punch.  That  any  officials  that  may  be  appointed  to  look  after 
the  river  will  have  absolutely  nothing  to  do  ? 

Ambatsadors.  So  we  understand,  yet 

Mr.  Punch.  And  that  -my  attempt  to  improve  the  navigation 
over  450  miles  of  sb^'nug  river-bed  will  be  utterly  absurd  and 
fruitless  ? 

Ambattadort.  It  looks  like  it,  still 

Mr.  Punch.  Well,  now  that  you  have  heard  the  plain  English  of 
it,  you  may  return  to  your  diplomatic  French.  [And  they  do .' 


ENCROACHMENT   OF  THE  COCKROACH. 

ACCOKDINO  to  the  Times,  "  A  solution,  prepared  by  soaking  fat 
female  cockroaches  in  whiskey,"  ha»  already  been  introduced  into 
medicine.  We  may  probably  live  to  see  the  day  when  a  Black-beetle 
Draught  will  be  reckoned  among  our  most  popular  cures. 


MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  intends  to  subscribe  to  the  "  Homiletical 
Library  " — which  she  sees  is  just  announced.  She  has  long  been  in 
want  of  a  good  Cookery-Book  that  can  give  her  full  particulars  with 
regard  to  Omelettes. 
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FORCIBLE. 

'SHUKB,  SIR,  JIB  OUGHT  TO  BE  HUNU,  IF  HE  'D  AS  MANNY  Lives 
PLCTAB-RCH  I " 


Bow,  MAT  22,  1813.        Dtio,  FIBRUABY  13,  1883. 

IN  Music- World  arch-revolutionist, 
Titan-assailant  of  its  elder  pods, 
For  him  the  menace  of  the  Jovian  nods, 
The  thunders  and  the  rock-storm.     Yet  he  kist 
With  climbing  crest  the  empyrean's  crown,! 
Out-nodding  old  Olympus  in  his  mood 
Of  most  aggressive  mastery.    Of  the  brood 
Of  Demiurgus  militant,  whose  frown. 
Like  that  of  mailed  Mars  amidst  the  boys, 
Frightens  away  Convention's  chirrupers, 
And  to  wild  cackle  as  of  goose-flights  stin  1 
Pale  Peace's  pretty  fluters  of  small  joys 
And  fine  factitious  sorrows.    Then  what  wonder 
He  brought  the  sword  into  mild  Music's  sphere, 
And  in  the  clangour  of  the  hurtling  spear, 
The  clashing  mail,  and  the  loud  battle-thunder, 
Missed,  sometime,  of  the  finer  harmony 
The  still  small  voice,  known  of  the  tubtler  ear, 
Which  outlives  all  War's  clarions  ?    Y«ar  on  year] 
May  pass  ere  he  is  measured.    Y'et  we  see 
The  work  of  a  strong  shaper,  one  whose  part 
Was  with  new  light  to  show  a  newer  way. 
He  stripped  the  gewgawM  shams  of  Opera, 
Lord  of  two  spheres,  he  wedded  Art  with  Art, 
And  Music,  sunned  in  brighter,  larger  fame, 
May  date  its  nobler  dawn  from  WAONEB'S  migtuy 
name. 


Purse-onal  Attractions. 
WE  cull  the  following  from  the  Sussex  Daily  Netci  :— 

ADVERTISER  (Widower)  seeks  a  CHRISTIAN  PARTNER 
Jt\.  (domesticated)  willing  to  invert  capital  in  profitable  buaineu, 
and  property  under  her  own  control,  with  a  Tie*  to  matrimony. 
— Andrew,  by  letter  only. 

The  Advertiser  evidently  wishes  to,  to  quote  the  Era, 
"  combine  leading  business  with  general  utility."  He 
wants  a  Christian,  a  commercial,  and  a  matrimonial 
partner  all  in  one.  "  Domesticated,"  however,  sounds 
like  the  attribute  of  a  cat. 


ANOTHER  LITTLE  HOLIDAY. 

Introductory  Preface,  thawing  how  it  was  done — Digression  on 
Johnnies — Inspiration — Extract,  from  Pocket-Book  Notes — 
Off,  off! 

Mr  Doctor  is  always  telling  me  to  "  Go  away ! "  Though  undoubt- 
edly excellent  advice,  yet  when  it  comes  to  be  written  down  in, 
literally,  the  two  words,  "  Go  away,"  it  looks  like  the  pettish  ex- 
pression of  a  schoolboy  who  is  being  teased,  or  of  a  girl  who  doesn't 
want  to  be  bothered.  Perhaps  my  Doctor  is  being  teased,  and 
doesn't  want  to  be  bothered,  and  that  is  why  he  says,  "  0  go  away !  " 
Curiously  enough,  I  have  often  noticed  that  whenever  he  has  told 
me  to  "  go  away  "  he  has  generally  "  gone  away"  himself.  "  Gone 
away  "  is  suggestive  of  a  fox ;  but  Heaven  forbid  I  should,  for  one 
moment,  insist  on  such  a  comparison.  All  I  wish  to  record  is  that 
my  Doctor  told  me  to  "go  away ;  "  that  he  enforced  his  precept  by 
practice, — he  has  an  excellent  practice, — and  that,  while  in  doubt,  I 
happened  to  fall  in  with  young  WILLIE  WADD,  who  was  introduced 
to  me  as  one  of  the  set  of  "  Johnnies  "  whose  acquaintance  1  had  the 
great  pleasure  of  making  last  autumn  in  Wales. 

By  the  way,  before  continuing  the  main  subject  of  these  Notes,  I 
cannot  resist  this  opportunity  of  remarking  on  the  universally 
growing  tendency  to  speak  of  everyone  by  a  Christian  name, — it  may 
or  may  not  be  his  own  Christian  name  as  given  him  by  his  god- 
fathers and  godmothers,  but  whether  it  is  or  isn't  depends  entirely 
upon  the  fact  of  the  sponsors  having  selected  a  good  one  for  conver- 
sational purposes. 

(  There  are,  as  I  remarked  on  a  former  occasion,  a  number  of 
"HcauiEa"  about, — quite  a  run  on  HUQHIES, — which  starts  the 
curious  question  as  to  unconscious  nomenclature  ;  that  is,  was  there 
a  sort  of  general  inspiration  going  about  some  time  ago  to  call  every 
boy  HUGHIB,  so  that  people  utterly  unknown  to  one  another,  Hying 
hundreds  of  miles  apart  at  the  extreme  points  of  the  United  King- 
dom, when  requested,  as  sponsors,  to  ' '  think  of  a  name  " — (this  sounds 
like  a  game  or  a  puzzle—"  add  ten  to  it— halve  it— subtract  titty 
from  it ")— all  suddenly  shouted  "  HCQHIE  I  "  and  potitively  refused 
to  think  of  any  other.  By  this  time,  besides  the  preponderating 


"  HCOHIE,"  a  fair  crop  of  ARCHIES,  JOHNNIES,  WILLIES,  REGIES, 
ALOIES,  and  CHARLIES  has  sprung  up,  showing  either  that  there 
were  several  inspirations  within  a  few  months  of  one  another,  or 
that  a  universal  conspiracy  to  name  every  one  "  HCOHIE  "  has  been 
broken  up  through  the  insubordination  ot  some  of  its  members,  who 
had  rebelled  against  the  arbitrary  decree,  and  had  gone  in  for  other 
names  on  their  own  individual  responsibility.  Occasionally. we  come 
across  a  BOB,  now  and  then  a  HAKKY,  sometimes  a  TOMMY,  and  very 
rarely  a  NEDDY.  They  all  come  under  the  heading  of  "  JOHNNIES, 
and  are  particularised,  to  save  trouble,  as  "this  JOHNNY,  that 
JOHNNY,  the  other  JOHNNY,"  and  so  forth. 

Again,  stopping  on  my  road,— I  've  not  "gone  away"  yet— I 
notice  the  sudden  familiarity  characteristic  of  the  most  modern 
manners.  This  tendency  to  call  everyone  by  a  Christian  name,  to 
which  I  have  just  alluded,  has  reached  such  a  pitch,  that  no  one, 
no  matter  to  what  respect  his  age,  character,  or  social  position  may 
entitle  him,  is  safe,  nowadays,  from  being  addressed  by  his  Christian 
name  by  the  most  recent  and  casually  introduced  acquaintance,  who 
establishes  himself,  within  five  minutes,  on  the  footing  of  an  intimacy 
of  half  a  lifetime,  dating  from  your  earliest  schooldays,  though 
ten  minutes  ago  you  were  utterly  unconscious  of  your  new  acquaint- 
ance's existence. 

The  age  of  universal  brotherhood  may  be  approaching,  that  happy 
time  when  everybody  shall  call  everybody  else  by  any  Christian 
name,  or  petit  twin  that  may  occur  to  him,  when  everybody  shall 
dine  with  everybody  else  at  anybody's  expense,  and  all  shall  be 
JOHNNIES.  There  may  be  just  the  faintest  dimmest  prospect  of  some 
such  Paradise  of  JOHNNIES  looming  in  the  future ;  but,  at  present, 
it  is  a  very  long  way  off,  and  just  now  we  are  in  a  state  of  general 
familiarity  which  is  as  likely  as  not— in  fact,  more  likely  than  not— 
to  lead  to  a  row  all  round. 

There  are,  of  course,  JOHNNIES  and  . JOHNNIES.  They 're  not  all 
friendly,  though  they  are  familiar  ;  they  don't  all  love  one  another,  or 
think  highly  of  each  other,  and  are,  in  fact,  generally  very  wide 
awake  when  they  meet ;  and,  while  adopting  an  air  of  reckless 
candour,  have  still  "  got  a  little  bit  up  their  sleeve,"  and  are 
uncommonly  suspicious  of  even  their  dearest  and  most  intimate 
friends ;  though,  of  course,  it  immediately  occurs  to  any  logical 
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mind  that  if  you  are  not  suspicious  of  your  most  intimate  friends, 
of  whose  very  smallest  ways  you  know  most,  of  whom  would  you  be 
suspicious  ?  As  a  rule,  when  two  or  more  JOHNNIES  meet,  no 
matter  how  friendly  they  may  be,  they  are,  for  the  first  five  minutes,  I 
mutually  distrustful.  For  instance,  when  HUGHIE  BEECHAM  is  in 
a  room  with  WILLIE  WADD,  AUCIIIK  DTRSTEHSHAN  and  a  few  other 
"  JOHNNIES,"  the  first  assertion,  or  piece  of  information  tendered  by 
any  one  of  the  party  is  met  in  a  spirit  of  determined  incredulity  by 
the  others,  who  immediately  throw  out  feelers,  so  to  speak,  and 
cautiously  inquire  whether  "  there  is  a  sell  on  "  or  not ;  and,  if  not, 
does  he  really  mean  it,  and  so  forth.  The  next  anxiety  on  the  part 
of  everybody,  individually,  is  to  be  quite  sure  that  he  personally 
has  not  been  singled  out  to  be  the  victim  of  a  practical  joke  played 
on  him  by  a  combination  company  of  all  the  others,  and  for  the 
first  quarter  of  an  hour  or  so  each  man  keeps  his  eye  on  the  looking- 
glass,  so  as  to  command  the  general  situation,  and  furtively  puts 
his  hand  behind  his  back,  to  feel  if  there 's  a  piece  of  paper,  or  a 
bit  of  string,  or  a  long  straw  stuck  under  his  coat-collar.  After 
ascertaining,  each  one  to  his  own  satisfaction,  that  none  of  these 
contingencies  have  occurred,  mutual  confidence  is  gradually  restored 


until  the  time  of  departure  arrives,  when  it  becomes  the  one  object 
of  each  man  to  get  out  of  the  room  as  quickly,  and  as  safely,  as 
possible. 

As  a  rule,  in  spite  of  all  this  brotherly  affection  and  calling  ot 
Christian  names,  the  JOHNNIE  keeps  his  hat  on  when  in  a  room  with 
other  JOHNNIES,  as,  were  it  once  off  his  head,  it  would  be  safe  to  be 
tampered  with.  For  this  reason  among  others,  the  JOHNNIE  seldom 
carries  an  umbrella,  usually  preferring  a  hansom  hired  by  the  day 
following  at  his  heels,  in  which  he  can  take  refuge  at  the  first  sign 
of  rain.  But  he  clings  to  his  stick  as  to  a  talisman,  and  any 
"  nonsense  "  with  this  he  deeply  resents.  No,  the  JOHNNIE'S  stick  is 
sacred,— at  least,  so  long  as  he  keeps  it  in  his  own  hands :  once  out 
of  them,  and  the  other  JOHNNIES  will  hide  it  and  forget  where  they 
put  it,  or  present  it  as  a  testimonial  of  regard  and  attachment  to  some 
unsuspecting  person,  who  accepts  it  in  the  most  perfect  good  faith. 

This  digression  has  arisen  from  the  mention  of  WILLIE  WADD, 
whose  conversation  chiefly  consists  of  the  catchy  titles  of  the  latest 
music-hall  songs,  who  suspects  everybody  of  selling  him,  who  meets 
ion  with  a  sly  wink,  a  shake  of  the  head,  and  a 


any  piece  of  information  with  i_  „„ 

thrust  in  the  ribs  or  a  hit  on  the  shoulder,  and  the  observation, 


'Oh, 
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go  along  I "—meaning  thereby  that  he  is  not 
to  be  taken  in,  and  that  unless  you  take  your 
oath  of  it  (he  is  evidently  a  man  of  religious 
convictions),  he  will  not  believe  yon. 

I  happened  to  remark  to  WILLIE  WADD 
that  I  was  afraid  I  had  a  touch  of  gout,  and 
was  not,  in  a  general  way,  "quite  the  thing," 
when  he  at  once  hit  me  on  the  shoulder  (a 
dangerous  place  for  an  invalid  to  be  struck), 
said,  "  You  got  the  gout !  Oh,  go  along  I  " 
and  insisted  that  I  was  "selling  nim." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  he  says,  slily,  "  there 's  some 
sell  on,— it  won't  do,  you  know." 

_In  vain  I  try  to  argue  reasonably  with 
him.  What  possible  object,  I  put  it  to  him 
earnestly,  could  I  have  in  pretending  that  I 
had  the  gout  when  1  hadn't '(  How  could  I 
sell  him  ?  Where  was  the  eell  ? 

"Oh  yes,"  he  replies,  shaking  his  head 
knowingly;  "  it  won't  do— go  along  1"  And 
then  he  sings  the  refrain  of  a  popular  song, 
of  which  the  burden  is,  "  I  couldn't  tell  a  lie 
If  I  were  to  try,  For  I  'm  always  gay  and 
hearty  " — which,  being  a  decided  reflection 
on  me,  both  in  my  character  of  a  strictly 
truthful  man  and  an  invalid,  I  cannot  help 
resenting.  I  speak  more  in  sorrow  than  in 
anger,  like  Hamlet's  father's  ghost,  and  beg 
him  to  be  serious  for  one  moment,  and  to 
oblige  me  by  believing  what  I  say.  Not  that, 
as  it  occurred  to  me  on  after-consideration 
when  alone,  it  could  possibly  matter  to  me 
whether  WILLIE  WADD  disbelieved  me  or 
not.  And  yet,  on  second  thoughts,  it  might : 
for  might  he  not.  tell  his  friends  that  I  had 
been  trying  to  sell  him,  and  add,  "  Oh,  he 's 
always  doing  it;"  so  that  henceforth— for 
such  a  report  would  spread— any  assertion'of 
mine,  no  matter  in  what  company  it  might 
be  made,  would  be  immediately  met  with 
winks  of  incredulity,  would  be  treated  as  a 
stupid  joke,  and  I  should  be  told  by  everybody 
to  Go  along  I "  No — I  feel  I  was  quite  right 
in  assuming  an  earnest  and  serious  tone,  and 
thus  impressing  the  flighty  WILLIE  WADD, 
who,  but  for  this,  might  have  seriously 
damaged  my  character. 

When  he  found  I  meant  what  I  said,  and 
that  I  really  had  a  touch  of  the  gout,  and 
was  not  altogether  well,  he  evinced  a  deep 
sympathy,  which,  in  my  turn,  I  began  to 
distrust ;  and  wh<n  he  put  his  hand  on  my 
shoulder  compassionately,  I  was  obliged  to 
stop  the  conversation,  and  ask  him  if  he  had 
stuck  a  bit  of  paper  on  to  my  back,  or  under 
my  coat-collar,  or  hung  anything  on  my 
coat-tail  buttons.  He  seemed  hurt  by  my 
suspicions,  and  assured  me  he  had  done 
nothing  of  the  sort.  When,  with  a  view 
of  making  a  deeper  impression  on  him,  I 
repeat  my  Doctor's  advice  to  go  away, 
WILLIE,  who  I  do  not  think  had  been  giving 
me  his  undivided  attention  up  to  this  part, 
suddenly  broke  out  with  another  comic 
song  which  seemed  to  him  appropriate  to 
the  occasion.  It  was  :  "  She  told  me  to  go 
To  Jericho :  I  said  that  I  would  do  it " 
— when,  by  one  of  those  inexplicable  inspi- 
rations which  occur  when  least  expected, 
and  which  can  only  be  called  a  "  Happy 
Thought,"  the  words  seemed  to  take  this 
form : — 

He  told  me  to  go 
To  Monaco ! 
I  said  that  I  would  do  it. 

And  starting  up,  like  WHITTISGTON  when 
he  heard  the  bells  calling  him  back  again  to 
London  (another  Happy  Thought  this),  I 
said  to  WILLIE,  "Yes,  thanks;  I  will- 
much  obliged  for  the  suggestion,"—  and  then 
I  left  him,  staggered,  and  still,  I  am  con- 
vinced, under  the  impression  that  I  had 
been  "selling  him"— though  how  he  had 
been  sold,  or  "  where  the  sefl  was,"  it  would 
be  extremely  difficult  to  say.  But  the 


MOPS    AND    BR " 

(She  left  him  to  wait  outside  while  the  went  into  her  Silk-ifcrcer'i  in  Oxford  Street.    Hut  the  did'not 
see  him  again  till  he  was  brought  home  in  a  cab,  in  this  disgraceful  condition,  at  1  a.m.) 

Wife  (indignant).  "  You  HAD  PKITKR  NOT  HAVE   COMB  HOME  AT   ALL,   GEORGE,  TEAM 

ARRIVK  AFTER   MIDNIGHT,   AND  IN  THIS  8TATB  !  " 

Husband.  "  NONSH'NSH,  MARIA— MY  DEAR  GAL.  BOW  WAPH'T  WE  MISSH'D  B'KHOTBEK! 

I     WAITED     F'YOU    TILL     SHIX8H— AT     BAR     SwiSH-FAM'L     'RoB'SH— I     MEAN     PE'     ROB'.VHH'N 

CKUsno— 'DON'T  B'LIEVE  ME,  ASHK  C'MMISH'NARE-MAN  FRIDAY— STANDSH  AT  DOOR— IF  I " 

Wife  (loftily).  "I  SHALL  oo  TO  BED.     WHEN  TOU  SEE  TH«   BILL,  SIB,  YOU 'u,  KNOW 

WHKKK  YOU   LEFT  ME  !" 


quotation  settled  me—"  He  told  me  to  go  to  Monaco,"— and  as  I  had  for  years  been  longing 
to  go  there — "  I  said  that  I  would  do  it." 

Note  for  Pocket-Book  Diary.- Called  on  Doctor.  He  said,  "Not  gone  away,  eh?"  I 
asked  him  what  he  thought  of  Monaco  ?  By  all  means.  Oo  to  Nice  and  Monaco."  That  quit* 
determines  me.  Off  to  Monaco,  nVi  Nice.  Odd  that  the  suggestion  should  have  come  from  a 
comparative  stranger.  "  Off,  off ! "  said  the  stranger.  "  off,  off,  and  away !  "—Have  quoted 
this  for  years.  What  is  it  from?  N.B.— Consult  Quotation- Book,  Kote»  and  Queriet, — 
and  "G.A.8."  in  the  Illustrated  London 
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PICTURES  FOR  POSTERITY. 


POLlUESJlS  OF  T8B   PERIOD,    EQUIPPED  FOB  KNCOt'JJTER  WirH 

ARMED  BURGLAR. 


LAKES  AND  LOCOMOTIVES. 

(By  Our  Own  Philistine. ) 

[Proposals  are  under  consideration  to  run  railways  round  the  head  of  Der- 
rentwater  and  round  the  shores  of  Loch  Lomond.] 

WHAT  ho !  my  merry  Philistines,  here  'a  news  and  no  mistake ; 
They  're  going  to  run  a  railway  round  and  spoil  each  pretty  lake  ; 
And  near  the  famous  cataract  that  SOUTHEY  sang  of  yore, 
The  locomotive's  noise  shall  drown  the  mnrmur  of  Lodore. 

Looh  Lomond,  too,  shall  have  her  train,  and  I  would  ask,  why  not— 
There  's  "  naething  like  gude  dividends,"  is  there,  my  canny  Scot  ? 
It  's  very  well  in  poetry  to  talk  of  "  banks  and  braes," 
But  we  prefer  another  bank  that  punctually  pays. 

Don't  rave  about  your  scenery,  what 's  all  such  trash  to  me  ? 
I  only  care  for  any  view  that  brings  in  £  *.  d.  : 
And  if  you  "d  know  the  kind  of  scene  that  I  regard  with  pride, 
A  good  coal-pit's  the  fairest  thing  upon  the  country-side. 

A  lake 's  a  very  useless  thing,  and  only  serves  to  drown 
The  lunatics  who  boat  thereon  ;  but  ta'en  ia  pipes  to  town, 
As  reservoir  for  waterworks,  some  little  good  it  yields  ; 
If  not,  it  should  be  drained  and  made  remunerative  fields. 

Then  may  the  merry  trains  run  on  until  each  echo  wakes, 
And  let  the  locomotives  scream  by  Scotch  and  English  lakes ; 
And  as  commercial  travellers  are  whirled  by  streams  and  hills, 
They  '11  sigh  to  think  the  scenery  is  charged  for  in  the  bills ! 


RARE  ARTISTIC  OPPORTUNITY.-Prjuijc  STATUE  FOR  Drs- 
POSAI,.— Messrs.  MITFOBD,  BOEHM,  LEIGHTON,  FEBOUSSON  &  Co., 
having  received  instructions  from  the  trustees  of  that  peculiar  and 
valuable  artistic  property,  commonly  known  as  the  "  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington's Statue,  and  sometime  prominently  situate  at  Hyde-Park 
Corner,  to  dispose  of  the  same  as  soon  as  possible  to  the  greatest 
advantage,  are  prepared  to  receive  tenders  for  the  immediate  recep- 
tion either  of  the  whole  as  it  stands,  or  of  various  selected  portions 
by  private  arrangement.  The  attention  of  intending  purchasers  in 
the  travelling-circus  line  is  specially  directed  to  the  unique  features 
possessed  by  this  grotesque  lot  for  the  purposes  of  provincial  adver- 
tisement. Horse  could  be  had  separately.  Duke  no  object.  N.B  — 
The  latter  would  make  a  bold  and  graceful  figure-head  to  a  steam- 
launch  requiring  a  little  weighting  in  the  bows,  or  could,  covered 
with  luminous  paint,  and  seated  on  a  garden  wall,  be  utilised  as  a 
handsome  and  effective  scare  to  burglars.  Might,  in  combination 
with  quinine,  form  the  basis  of  a  popular  patent  medicine.  No 
reasonable  oiler  refused.  Would  be  glad  to  hear  from  a  County 
Lunatic  Asylum  in  want  of  a  new  sensation.  For  further  particulars 
apply  at  the  Committee  Rooms  as  above. 

''READY,  ATE  READY  "-MONEY  FOR  THE  NATIONAL  LIFE-BOAT 
*TOD.— Mr.  Punch  begs  to  acknowledge  one  guinea  from  Miss 
E.  ELIAS,  and  ten  pounds  from  "  AYE  READY,"  Glasgow. 


THAT   KIRBY   GREEN! 

(As  frequently  sung  at  F.  0.) 

"ON  receipt  of  the  disquieting   rumour,   Mr.   KIRBT  GREEN  instantly 
started  for  Cettinje." — Daily  Paper. 

OH,  an  active  chap  is  that  KIRBY  GREEN, 

And  we  've  heard  his  name  of  old ! 
All  over  the  place  he 's  sure  to  be  seen, 

If  a  Bosnian  gets  too  bold. 
Bless  you,  of  a  row  he 't  not  afraid ; — 

Why,  a  fight  all  round 's  his  whim : 
And  though  at  the  news  we  're  all  dismayed, 

It 's  the  wildest  fun  for  him. 
In  a  row  down  East  he 's  sure  to  be  seen  : 
Oh,  an  active  chap  is  that  KIEBY  GBEEN  I 


A    JEROMIAD. 
(Supplementary. ) 

THE  official  "  confidential  communication  "  as  to  his  future  policy 
and  proceedings,  that  somehow  or  other  a  distinguished  Pretender 
managed  to  slip,  the  other  day,  into  the  leading  columns  of  a  con- 
temporary, though  encouraging  and  explicit,  omitted  to  make  the 
following  gratifying  announcements : — 

(1)  His  relations  with  his  tradesmen  and  the  other  Great  Powers 
of  Europe  are  satisfactory. 

(2)  His  attitude  towards  the  nation  in  face  of  recent  events,  will 
still  be  ope  of  comic  fatherly  interest. 

(3)  It  is  his  intention,  pending  the  development  of  f urther"great 
political  problems,  to  fit  himself  for  the  responsibilities  of  a  national 

risis,  by  accepting  a  temporary  engagement  as  Clown  in  a  travelling 
ircus.    And 

(4)  He  will  not,  therefore,  afier  mature  deliberation,  demand  a 
plebiscite  of  the  nation— just  at  present. 


A  FORLORN  HOPE. 

AT  a  meeting  of  the  London  Diocesan  Con- 
ference, Mr.  BERESFOBD  HOPE,  speaking  very 
much  against  the  Deceased  Wife's  Sister  Bill, 
is  reported  by  the  Morning  Post  to  have  said, 
"  Change  the  law,  and  could  the  sister-in-law 
;nter  the  house  ?  ("  No  /  ")  Yes ;  if  there  were  a 
little  private  arrangement  between  them,  she 
jould — (Laughter.) — but  if  she  were  a  pure  and 
loly  woman,  who  meant  to  continue  a  sister-in- 
law,  she  could  not." 

Mister  BERESFORD  HOPS 

Took  plenty  of  rope 
When  he  spoke  with  misplaced  hilarity 

Upon  the  Deceased  Wife's  Sister  Bill, 

But  of  women  and  men  he  thinks  so  ill, 
That  he 's  HOPE  without  any  charity. 

For    ourselves,    with    faith    in    the    ultimate 
:riumph  of    common   sense,   we  venture    to    hope 
;hat  this  act  of  justice  may  speedily  become  law. 


Who's  he? 
Nobody. 

against  HOPE 


AVIS  IN  TERRIS. 
(A  Long  Way  after  Vincent  Bourne.) 

THERE  is  a  new— political — bird, 
With  the  creakiest  croak  that  ever  was  heard, 
In  a  state  of  alarm  that  is  most  absurd, 
With  fright  every  feather  on  end  is  stirred, 

And  into  despair  he  'd  talk  us. 
He  views  the  State's  great  roundabout, 
With  the  Liberals  in  and  the  Tories  out, 
And  he  hasn't  the  tiniest  bit  of  a  doubt 
That  we  're  going  wrong,  and  shall  end  in  rout; 
And  he  knows  the  reason,  and  croaks  it  about, 
And  whenever  he  goes  on  the  stump  to  spout, 

He  cries— what  cries  he  ?—  Caucus  !  !  ! 


"  Speak  gently  to  the Meerschaum  !  " 

ACCORDING  to  a  local  paper,  the  Mayor  of  Hastings  and  his  brother 
Magistrates,  the  other  day,  fined  a  young  man  five  shillings  for  swear- 
ng  at  his  pipe,  when  he  dropped  it,  on  a  Sunday.  The  Mayor  pro- 
bably had  n';ver  had  the  misfortune  to  drop  a  beautifully-coloured 
neerschaum  in  the  street.  However,  this  decision  will  be  a  warning 
X)  visitors.  A  great  many  are  now  compelled  to  remain  indoors. 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS.— In  no  case  can  Contribution!,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  nnleu  accompanied 
bv  a  Stamped  and  TMroptsrt  Vmminn.  «.  n«...        r.«i».  -t  »ro    -i u  v-  i — t  i._  .v-  c  —  j  — 
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OUR    AGREEABLE    BIRTHDAY-BOOK    SERIES. No.   3. 

DICKENS— POPE— GOLDSMITH. 

{Mi-thtui  of  uning  this  :—  The  Itotto  to  face  page  with,  dales  where  your  Friend*  vrill  inscribe  their  names.     The  Motto  not  to  he  show*  till  the 

'  ure  is  complete  ] 


MARCH  6. 


A  prowling  prying  hound ;  a 
hypocrite ;  a  double-faced,  white- 
livered,  sneaking  spy  ,  a  crouch- 
ing sur  to  those  that  feed  and 
ooax  him,  and  a  barking  yelping 
dog  to  all  besides. 


MARCH  15. 


IP. 


A  fat-faced  puss  she  is,  as  ever 
I  came  across. 


MARCH  20. 


You're  as  slow  an  a  tortoise, 
and  more  thick-headed  than  a 
rhinoceros. 


MARCH  31. 


Fir  furthermore  took  occasion 
to  apologise  for  any  negligemce 
that  might  be  perceptible  in  his 
dress,  on  the  ground  that  laet 
night  be  had  had  "  the  tun  very 
strong  in  his  eyes." 


APRIL  8. 


And  drinking  largely 
sobers  us  again. 


APRIL  15. 


The  bookful  blockhead, 
ignorantly  read, 

With  loads  of  learned  lum- 
ber in  his  head. 


APRIL  20. 


She  glares  at  balls,  front- 
boxes  and  the  ring, 

A  vain,  unquiet,  glitt'ring, 
wretched  thing. 


A  fool,  with  more  of  wit 
than  half  mankind, 

Too  rash  for  thought,  for 
action  too  refined. 


v*- 


Host  women  hare  no 
character  at  all. 


MATU. 


ilence    ostentation     here, 

with  tawdry  art, 
Pants  for  the  vulgar  praise 

which  fools  impart. 


MAT  *'. 


MAI  10. 


MAT  16. 


MAT  22 


In  wild  excess  the  vulgar 

breast  takes  fire 
Till  buried  in  debauch  the 

bliss  expire. 


Plague  take  the  block- 
head ! 


Remote,  unfriended, 
melancholy,  slow. 


I'll   give   thee  —  ah!  too 

charming  maid, 
I'll    (five    thee  —  to 

3   -     !) 


the 


CORPORATIONS  AND  QUITTANCES. 

ONLY  think  of  the  privilege  a  parchment  expresses, 
As  pertaining  to  Queensborough's  loyal  burgesses. 
There  is  no  Corporation  old  English  more  thorough 
Than  the  jolly  burgesses  of  this  ancient  borough. 
They  are  quit,  in  the  whole 
Of  this  kingdom,  of  toll ; 
Of  pannage  and  murage  aud  hagage  and  pickage  ; 

Of  groundajre  and  lastage  they  likewise  are  free  ; 
Of  stallage  and  tidage  in  this  sharp  and  quick  age: 

Moreover  of  rivage  and  wreck  of  the  sea. 

Then  Okehampton  e'en  yet  ('tis  a  fact  and  no  fiction), 

By  a  Charter  that  CHAHLKT  SF.CPHOUS  conferred, 
Enjoys,  only  fancy,  its  own  jurisdiction 

Concerning  all  manner-^don't  deem  it  absurd — 
Of  felonies,  witchcrafts,  withal  incantations 

And  sorceries,  magic  arts  also,  the  mine, 
Forestallin gs,  regratings,  extortions — vexations 

Of  that  sort  whatsoever  a  lawyer  may  name. 


VENTILATING  QUESTIONS ; 

OR,    THE  STRANGER  OW  THE  IMBAXKMEKT. 

1.  CAN  this  dirty  -looking  place  where  the  boards  and  bricks  are 
scattered  about,  and  where  workmen  are  trampling  on  flower-beds, 
and  wheeling  barrows  of  rubbish  to  and  from  an  immense  pit  be 
really  what  the  Guide-book  describes  as  "  the  lovely  Public  Gardens 
by  the  side  of  the  Thames,"  or  is  it  a  private  brick-field '( 

2.  I  had  always  heard  that  the  Embankment  was  "the  finest 
Boulevard  in  Europe."     Is  it  possible  that  the  selfishness  of  private 
enterprise,  or  the  supineness  of  public  authority,  should  allow  the 
only  unequalled  and  unrivalled  thoroughfare  which  London  possesses 
to  be  utterly  ruined}1 

3.  This  third-rate  shed,  seventy  feet  long,  and  twenty  high,  and 
built  in  the  plainest  style  of  Neo-Gothic  red-brick-and-slate  archi- 
tecture, must  be  either  an  experimental  design  for  a  cheaper  kind  of 
workhouse,  or  one  of  the  ventilators  of  the  Underground  Railway. 

4.  I  wonder  if  it  is  really  true  that  the  Underground  Railway 
Company  are  about  to  obtain  jmwers  to  open  a  ventilating  shaft  in 
the  nave  of  Westminster  Abbey  ? 


vo  ..  LXXSIT. 
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AN    ENCORE    VERSE. 

(FKOM  THE  ROCHDALE  SONO-BOOK.) 

"It  is  quite  impossible,  therefore,  for  me  to  accept  your  invitation  for  the  coming  month,  and  I  cannot 
hope  to  take  part  in  the  interesting  proceedings  to  which  you  have  invited  me.  .  .  .  But  I  may  say  some- 
thing more.  I  never  liked  the  sea."— Reply  of  Mr.  BRIGHT  to  the  New  York  Union  League  Club. 


JOLLY   JOHN  BKIGHT  IN  HIS  FAMOUS  SONG,   "I  NEVER  WAS  MEANT  FOR 

THE  SEA." 


I  'VE  faced  an  Opposition  gale, 

I  trust,  in  perfect  form : 
I  've  never  known  my  courage  fail 

In  any  Party  storm. 
You  say,  "  Then,  why  not  cross  the  main  ? — 

Fulfil  the  dreams  of  youth  ?  " 


I  but  reply,  "  You  plead  in  vain, 

Because,  to  tell  the  truth, 
There 's  a  queer  up-and-down  on  the  ocean, 
An  un-parliamentary  motion, 
Which  suggests,  unlike  CniLDERsandGosCHEi», 

I  never  was  meant  for  the  Sea  !  " 


COMMERCIAL  PATHOS.— A  NEW  and  original  advertising  attraction  in  the  window  of  a 
mercer's  shop,  beside  the  main  street  of  a  Western  suburb,  appeals  to  the  desiderated  pur- 
chaser in  the  form  of  a  ticket  posted  on  a  peculiar  style  of  lady's  fur  bonnet,  and  bearing  the 
startling  legend—"  DESPEKATE.  Is.  2  \d."  This  is  probably  meant  to  imply  that,  in  the  article 
so  labelled,  utility  and  elegance  are  combined  in  so  great  a  measure  with  such  extreme 
economy  as  to  constitute  an  instance  of  commercial  enterprise  courageous  even  to  the  daring 
of  desperation.  The  single  word  thus  significant  has  poetry  as  well  as  pith  in  it. 


BANK  NOTES. 

EXTRACT  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  A  FLOODED 
RIPARIAN. 

Sunday.—"  Riverside."  Charming  name 
I  thought  this  when  I  took  the  place  last 
summer.  Never  thought  the  river  would 
put  on  so  much  side  as  it  does  now,  though. 
All  over  the  lawn,  and  still  rising.  Had 
to  go  to  church  in  a  punt.  Great  fun. 
Children  delighted.  Rector  and  Curate  came 
in  a  pair  oar,  steered  by  Organist.  Organist 
fell  into  the  water  on  landing ;  had  to  be 
dried  instead  of  playing  the  organ.  On 
return,  butler  reports  water  very  high  in 
cellar.  Fear  the  bin  of  Thirty-four  port 
may  get  diluted.  Youngest  baby  carried 
away  in  perambulator  by  stream.  Had 
to  pay  five  shillings  for  rescue. 

Monday. — Water  nearly  up  to  front  door. 
Distressed  swans  tap  with  their  beaks  at  the 
drawing-room  windows.  Wonder  how  the 
foundations  of  the  house  are.  Fancy  the 
tall  chimney  over  the  billiard-room  looks 
out  of  the  upright.  Water  in  cellar  rising. 
Butler  says  wine  must  be  moved  at  once. 

Tuesday. — A  dying  cow  landed  in  front 
of  the  drawing-room  window ;  groans 
awful !  Why  couldn't  it  die  in  the  stream 
instead  of  coming  here?  Bellows!  Expires! 
What  am  I  to  do  with  it  ?  Shove  it  oft ! 
I  see  it  go  whirling  down  the  stream,  and 
it  will  probably  block  up  the  lock.  Hope 
it  will.  Water  trickling  through  the  hall. 
Butler  nearly  drowned  in  gallant  efforts  to 
rescue  Thirty-four  port. 

Wednesday. — Arrival  of  butcher  in  punt 
with  a  lot  of  nice  joints  he  is  anxious  to 
sell  cheap.  Think  of  my  old  friend  the 
cow.  Won't  have  anything.  Butcher 
comes  back  and  wants  to  know  if  I  have 
noticed  the  tall  chimney  over  the  billiard- 
room.  Says  he  fancies  it 's  "  settling  a  bit." 
Wonder  whether  he  is  in  earnest,  or 
whether  it  is  only  because  I  would  not  have 
anything  to  say  to  the  joints.  Wonder 
whether  it  u  "settling  a  bit."  If  it  does, 
it  will  settle  us  all  a  bit,  I  imagine.  Butler 
with  acute  rheumatism  in  both  knees,  in  con- 
sequence of  wading  for  the  wine.  Capital 
subject  forsong, "The  Wadingfor  the  Wine." 

Thursday.— Water  still  rising.  Slime 
three  inches  deep  over  the  drawing-room 
carpet.  Postman  dropped  letters  out  of 
his  boat  in  delivery.  All  of  great  im- 
portance. They  are  probably  at  London 
Bridge  by  this  time.  The  Governess's  ankle 
severely  bitten  by  a  large  ferocious  and 
hungry  pike  which  swam  into  the  school- 
room. Governess  has  to  go  to  bed.  Great 
joy  of  girls.  Boy  reports  water  three  feet 
in  the  knife-house.  Sixteen  pairs  of  boots 
washed  away  altogether.  Four  ducks  swim 
in  at  the  front-door,  and  round  the  dining- 
room.  Cook  washtd  out  of  the  kitchen 
along  with  a  milky  rice-pudding  for  the 
nursery  dinner.  Only  cold  meat  for  dinner, 
and  most  of  it  very  damp. 

Friday. — Fowl -house  carried  away  by 
flood,  all  the  fowls  drowned.  No  letters. 
No  newspapers.  No  milk.  Gardener  says 
he  thinks  he  saw  long  chimney  over  the 
billiard-room  rock.  Fancy  I  observe  two 
large  cracks  in  dining-room  ceiling.  A 
shoal  of  eels  caught  inside  the  grand  piano. 
Paper  beginning  to  peel  off  the  walls.  The 
whole  place  smells  like  the  pound  of  a  lock 
when  the  water  is  drawn  down.  Governess 
still  laid  up.  Girls  uproarious.  Mamma 
sends  them  all  to  bed.  Bread-and-cheeee 
and  bottled-stout  strongly  flavoured  with 
mud,  for  dinner. 

Saturday.— Water  much  higher.  Furni- 
ture floating  about  generally  on  the  ground- 
floor,  and  proof-engravings  falling  out  of 
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their  frames.  A  big  uprooted  elm-tree  and 
a  dead  pig  are  jammed  in  the  porch,  and 
the  (lower-beds  on  the  lawn  have  all  been 
carried  into  the  shrubbery.  1  see  my  wife's 
new  brougham  float  past  the  window  when 
I  am  dressing.  Nothing  for  breakfast  but 
wet  captain's  biscuits  and  a  bottle  of  Thirty- 
four  the  faithful  butler  has  rescued  from 
the  general  smash.  Windows  won't  open, 
doors  won't  shut.  I  do  really  believe  the 
house  is  "  settling."  Water  running  through 
the  hall  like  a  mill-stream,  breakers  on  the 
door-step,  weeds  on  the  umbrella-stand. 
The  babies  are  crying,  the  girls  are  getting 
frightened,  and  their  Mamma  alarmed. 
There  is  a  boat  at  the  front-door,  and  an 
official  tells  me  thn  Thames  Conservancy 
steamer  is  lying  off  the  lawn,  and  I M 
better  put  all  my  people  aboard  without 
delay,  as  he  thinks  the  house  may  be  washed 
away  altogether. 


TO  AQUARIUS. 

LOOK  here,  you  old  hydropot,  can't  you  just 
vary  us 

Weather  a  little  ?    This  is  not  hilarious ! 

Slop  has  its  limits.  Come,  don't  be  con- 
trarious ! 

Man's  occupations  are  most  multifarious, 

Can't  all  be  played  in  a  pool,  and  vicarious 

Ducks,  frogs,  or  fishes  can't  help,  ah !  no 
"nary  "us, 

So  that  you  place  in  a  precious  quandary  us. 

We  are  worse  oft' than  contemplative  MAHIBS. 

His  were  dry  ruins,  his  seat  was  calcareous. 

We  should  just  equal  in  a  swamp  like  gre- 
garious 

Frogs.  Once  our  weather  was— well,  at 
least  various, 

Now  it  would  liquify  Saint  Jannarius' 

Self,  in  the  body.    Give  old  Sagittarius 

Sol  and  his  arrows,  dear  Aquarius  ! 


LETTER  TO  THE  EDITOR. 

DEAR  MB.  PUNCH, 

I  WISH  to  put  my  case  before  yon.  I 
am  twenty-two  years  of  age,  strong,  active, 
and  willing  to  work,  but  1  cannot  stand  the 
drudgery  of  an  office.  Would  the  Colonies 
suit  me  P  I  incline  myself  to  Manitoba. 
What  is  the  climate  like  there  ?  Is  there 
any  shooting  there  ?  Can  you  tell  me 
about  the  fishing  P  What  sort  of  work  is  a 
gentleman  expected  to  do '(  Is  there  a  good 
opening  for  a  young  fellow  who  would  ride 
about  on  a  horse  all  day  ?  If  you  will 
answer  these  questions  by  return  of  post, 
and  also  use  your  great  influence  to  get 
me  a  free  passage,  you  will  greatly  oblige 
Yours  sincerely, 

TIMOTHY  COUNTEB. 
Messrs,  liaggs  $  Sunm, 
13,  Brandy  Lane,  E.  C. 


New  Reading. 

(Commended  to  the  attention  of  Supporter!  of 
the  Salvation  and  Skeleton  Armiei.) 

WHATEVER  bawls  fill  gospel-halls, 
Peace  should  possess  the  street. 

Where  business  drives  and  Fashion  crawls, 
"  Armies  "  should  never  meet  I 


"WHY  can't  they  speak  out  direct;-" 
exclaimed  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM.  "  I  do  hate 
amphibious  phrases." 


"  CROSS  PdBTOSEa  "—To  oppose  the  Affir- 
mation Bill. 


GENEALOGICAL. 

The  Rector.  "  A.  VKRY  NiCK-LOOKiNO  YOUJJO  WOMAN,  GILSON.     DID  I  HIAB  BIOBILT  IHAT 

SHB  WAS  TOUR  DAUGHTER?"  Rustic.    "  Y«B,    SlB,    tHB   WAB— 3U»Y  WAB  !  " 

The  Rictor.  "How  DO  YOU  MKAN— WAS?" 

Rustic.  "WILL,  YOU  SEE,  SlB,  FAITHKB,  HB  MARRIED  AGAIN,  AND  IN  OOLESK  I  CALUD 
Big  MlSSUB  '  MOTHER,'  AND  WHEN  1IE  DIED  SHB  MARRIED  BllL  ToMKINS,  BON  O1  J*CK  TOM- 
KINS,  AND  I  'M  BLKS8BD  IF  MY  SUSY  DIDN'T  8BT  UP  ABD  1IAKKY  JACK,  WHO  WAB  A  FKEHHIJ-H 

OLD  CHAP.     Now,  WHAT  I  WANT  TO  KNOW  is,  AIN'T  SUSY  MY  OBANDMOTHBB  t" 


"DANCER'S   LAND   SCANDAL."— ( ft*   Daily  Telegraph  latt  Saturday.)— Quite  »ppro- 
priately,  "  Dancer's  Land  "  is  associated  with  the  doings  of  Vestries. 

THERE  's  going  to  he  a  Tramway  up  to  the  highest  point  of  Hampstead  Heath.   The  Hamp- 
btead-Heathians  say  that  "  this  will  be  a  great  pull."    Dray-horses  will  be  in  demand. 


the 


"  INDEPENDENT  of  his  title,  he  is  a  great  and  good  man,"  said  Mrs.  RAIISBOTHAM. 
Poet  says,  '  The  rank  is  but  a  penny  stamp,  the  man 's  the  gold  for  a'  that.' " 


'As 


100 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON    CHARIVARI. 


[MARCH  3,  1883. 


VERY    LIKELY. 

Effie  (to pretty  Nursemaid).  "On,  MARTHA,  DID  YOU  SEE  ?    THAT 
POLICEMAN  WINKED  HIS  EYK  AT  MB  ! " 


A        CASTE"    IN    OUR    EYE. 

UNDOUBTEDLY  the  best  of  ROBERTSON'S  comedies.  From  first  to 
last  it  is  amusing,  and  always  more  or  less  interesting,  according  to 
the  capability  of  the  performers.  The  parts  are  all  true  to  Nature, 
— allowing  here  and  there  for  a  certain  exaggeration  necessary  to 

Drama, — and  the  Actors 
have  only  to  be  true  to  art. 
How  well  this  is  done  may 
be  seen  in  Mrs.  BANCROFT'S 
admirableimpersonationof 
Polly  Eccles,  Mr.  BAN- 
CROFT'S Captain  Hawtree, 
and  Mr.  DATTD  JAMES'S 
Eccles, — though,  in  the 
last  instance,  this  clever 
artist  is  too  much  in- 
clined to  be  gentle  to  the 
old  villain's  vices,  and  to 
tone  down  the  character 
into  a  weak,  besotted  old 
fool,— to  "draw  it  mild," 
in.  fact, — instead  of  in- 
sisting on  the  more  re- 
-  pulsive  features  of  the 

character. . 

A  Hit.     An   unrehearsed   effect.     "  Don't        Eccles  has  grown  old  in 
makea  noise.or  else  jou'llwake  the  Baby!"    'wickedness:    he  is  a  de- 
praved Captain  Costigan ; 

a  brute  whose  cruelty  killed  his  wife,  who  made  his  weaker  daughter 
his  drudge,  who  beat  and  bullied  her  (we  know  all  this  from  her 
own  account),  who  would  have  sold  his  girls  to  the  highest  bidder, 


or  committed  any  crime,  had  the  opportunity  offered  and  the  reward 
sufficient.  It  is  a  mistake,  though  probably  not  so  from  a  Low 
Comedian's  point  of  view,  to  give  undue  prominence  to  the  temporary 
maudlin  or  convivial  aspect  of  this  irreclaimable  old  scoundrel. 

ROBERTSON  was  inspired  by  THACKERAY  in  many  of  his  pieces : 
in  Caste,  Eccles  is  founded,  as  we  have  said,  on  Costigan ;  Hawtree 
is  a  fashionable  Dubbin  ;  Polly  Eccles  is  a  very  superior  Fanny 
Solton  ;  and  Sam  Gerridge  is  founded  on  Sam  fluxter,  who  dislikes 
Pendennis  as  cordially  as  Gerridge  does  Hawtree,  and  who  marries 
Fanny  Solton. 

The  dialogue  is  not  brilliant, — that  is,  if  by  "  brilliant "  is  meant 
a  lot  of  sharp  epigrammatic  sentences  dealt  out  at  hap-hazard  to  the 
dramatis  persona  all  round,  without  any  reference  to  their  individu- 
ality, and  worked  up  into  dialogue,— but  it  is  thoroughly  natural. 
Polly  talks  as  such  a  Polly  would  talk,  and  her  mild  joke  about 
Hawtree  looking  as  if  he  were  "  superior  to  ham  and  up  to  tongue, 
glazed,"  is  thoroughly  enjoyed  by  the  audience  as  being  capital 
"  for  her  " — due  credit  being  given,  of  course,  for  the  inimitable 
way  in  which  it  is  given  by  Mrs.  BANCROFT. 

Mr.  BROOKFIELD  makes  Sam  Gerridge  top  brutal.  He  looks  like 
a  ruffianly  costermonger,  lurching  and  sulking  about,  as  if  he  'd  got 
a  knife  in  his 
pocket  to  stick 
into  Hawtree  : 
and  so  evident  is 
it  that  he  only 
wants  just  a 
little  more  pro- 
vocation from 
Polly  in  order  to 
give  her  a  con- 
vincing proof  of 
the  thickness  of 
his  boots,  that  he 
excites  the  com- 
passion of  the 
audience  for  the 
sprightly  girl 
whose  fate  it  is 
to  be  linked  for 
life  to  this  ruf- 
ttan.and  who  will 
come  out  of  her 


Fearful  Scene  between  Sulky  Sam  and  Polly  in  the 
Borough  Road.    "  Who  gave  you  those  rings  'if " 


honeymoon  with  a  black  eye,  aching  bones,  and  a  broken  heart.  So 
"  nasty  "  appears  to  be  his  temper,  that  his  worst  suspicions  must 
have  been  aroused  by  the  glitter  of  the  numerous  gold  rings  which 
ornament  Polly  Eccles'  fingers.  Polly  is  only  a  ballet-girl, 
receiving  a  pound  a  week,  and,  of  course,  it  must  speak  very  highly 
for  her  thrift  if,  after  subscribing  to  the  household  expenses  and 
giving  father  his  sixpence  on  Saturday,  she  can  have  saved  up 
enough  to  buy  rings  representing,  we  should  say,  a  matter  of  about 
a  few  hundred  pounds  or  so.  Sam  has  an  eye  to  those  ornaments, 
and  from  his  manner,  we  should  surmise  that  he  intends  to  marry 
her  first,  beat  her  next,  rob  her  after- 
wards, and  realise  as  much  as  he  can. 
on  the  jewellery.  We  don't  think 
ROBERTSON  ever  meant  Polly  Eccles 
to  wear  these  rings, — at  all  events,  not 
without  some  explanation  as  to  their 
being  honestly  come  by.  Sam  is 
instinctively  jealous  of  Hawtree,  and 
we  fancy  that  if  he  had  caught  them 
in  that  back  kitchen,  to  which  they 
retire  for  a  considerable  time,  in  the 
First  Act,  there  would  either  have 
been  a  big  row,  or  Sam  would  have 
accepted  the  situation,  and  looked 
forward  to  a  further  instalment  of 
diamond  rings. 

The  Honourable  George  If  Alroy  is 
made  rather  too  hard  by  Mr.  COBWAY  ; 
he  does  not  impress  us  as  being  really 
in  love  with  his  wife,  or  caring  a  scrap 
for  his  mother. 

Whether  Miss  GERARD,  as  Esther, 
is  too  theatrical  when  she  ought  to  be 
natural,  as  in  her  grief  in  the  Second 
Act,  and  in  her  burst  of  passion  in  the 
Third,  and  too  natural  when  she  might 
well  be  theatrical — that  is,  when  at 
home,  in  the  First  Act,  where,  we  may  say,  the  "  scent  of  the  foot- 
lights is  over  them  all"— is  difficult  to  decide;  but  in  neither 
instance  did  she  appear  to  win  sympathy. 

Mrs.  STERLING,  as  the  Marquise,  is  simply  perfect.  Had  the 
Author  been  1'ving  now,  we  fancy  he  would  not  have  brought  on 
Eccles  and  Sam  in  the  Second  Act,  and  would  have  cut  out  all  the 


A  Man  who  strikes  us  with 
"Aw!" 
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The  Ma-quizzy-ing  them. 


lines  which  from  time  to  time  are  lagged  in  to  attract  the 
attention  of  the  audience  to  the  word  "  Caste,"  as  if  he 
liitiiM  It  was  doubtful  as  to  the  congruity  of  the  title  with 
the  story ,  and  was  anxious  to  lose  no  occasion  of  connecting 
it  with  the  action,  as  if  the  whole  thing  were  a  charade. 

Perhaps  we  «iav 
be  hypercritical, 
if  so,  it  must  be 
net  down  to  obli- 
quity of  vision 
from  the  fact  of 
having  a  "Caite" 
in  our  eye  when 
we  went  to  the 
Haymarket.  But, 
be  this  as  it  may, 
the  performance 
in  well  worth 
seeing,  the  play 
is  charming,  ana 
the  evening 
passe*  only  too 
quickly  ;  laugh- 
ter and  tears 
alternate,  and  in 
view  of  its  being 
shelved  for 
Fedora,  we  ad- 
vise everyone  to 
see  it  while  they 
can,  or  hereafter  those  who  have  missed  the  chance  will 
regretfully  own  that  "  they  have  lost  Caste." 

As  we  were  leaving  the  theatre,  a  friend,  deeply 
interested  in  the  play,  observed  thoughtfully  to  us— "I 
wonder  what  the  future  of  all  these  people  would  be  in  a 
Fourth  Act."  He  has  since  thought  it  out,  and  the 
following  is  the  result : — 

ACT  IV. 

Th«  Scene  represents  the  drawing-room  of  a  nine-roomed 
Villa  at  Brixton  Kite.     ESTHER  discovered  tewing 
together  little  diagonal  piece*  of  brightly -coloured 
tatin,  and  embroidering  them  ttnth  tpanglet.    Enter 
POLLT,  quietly  but  handsomely  drested. 
Polly   (announcing    herself).    "  Mrs.    SAMUEL   GEK- 
RI»«E."    Where 's  your  butler  ? 

£tther.  Ah,  POLLT,  it  isn't  .always  a  butler  that 
makes  the  true  happiness  of  married  life. 

Polly.  No ;  it  s  his  livery.  Happy  P  Why,  yon 
haven't  even  got  your  title  on  the  door-plate ! 

Either.  No,  indeed  not.  For  my  brave  and  reflective 
GEOKOK  is  so  good.  He  says  that  as  he  has  discovered 
it  is  quite  impossible  that  I  can  ever  live  up  to  his  rank, 
he  will  do  his  best  and  try  and  live  down  to  mine. 
He  is  going  on  the  Stage.  See— (holding  up  her  work) — 
I  am  making  him  his  first  Harlequin's  dress ! 
Polly.  I  hope  it 's  loose. 

Either.  It  is,  dear.    But  now  tell  me  about  SAH. 
Polly.  SAMUEL,  if  you  please.    Don't  cut  him  in  half 
like  an  over-sized  orange.      You  forget  that  I  'in  in 
Society,  and  that  he 's  up  for  the  Junior  Carlton. 

Enter  D'ALKOT.  He  is  carrying  a  baby  in  his  armt,  and 
i>  followed  by  fire  other  children,  ranging  reipectively 
in  age  from  six  downwards,  and  all  more  or  less 
bruised,  and  covered  with  mud. 

D'Alroy.  Ah,  my  darling  ;  we  've  had  such  a  glorious 
morning  in  Kennington  Park  !  I  've  been  lying  on  my 
back  and  kicking  all  the  children  into  the  air.  Look 
at  them  !  I  should  have  balanced  the  baby,  only  the 
Police  interfered. 

Esther.  My  brave,  dear,  clumsy,  but  daring  GKOKUIC  ! 
My  husband  I  Who  would  have  thought  that  when  I 
married  you  I  should  ever  have  lived  to  be  the  mother 
of  the  taltnted  D'Alroy  Troupe  ! 

D'Alroy  (kissing  htr\.  My  own  dear,  true,  little 
vulgar-minded  wife  (taking  down  his  regimental  sword). 
By  the  bye,  this  may  as  well  find  its  way  to  Atten- 
borough's — eh  ? 

Esther.  No,  darling.  Keep  it,  and  swallow  it— for 
my  sake  !  [  They  embrace. 

Enter  HAWTREE.    He  has  on  a  mechanic'!  brown-paper 

cup  and  soiled  brown  hnlland  apron. 
Polly.  Good  gracious !    What  is  the  matter  with  the 
Major?" 


Hawtree.  Gas.  Fact.  Gone  in  for  trade,  yon  know.  Coaldn't  pall  along 
with  that  good  fellow,  OERR.IDOR,  in  any  other  way.  Aw— no ! 

D'Alroy.  But  I  thought  you  had  been  trying  to  do  the  Park  with  him  ? 

Jlawtree.  Aw — yaa». 

D'Alroy.  And  got  cut  by  every  fellow  you  met  ? 

Hawtree.  Aw — yaa». 

D'Alroy.  And  so  then  yon  put  him  up  at  the  Club  ?    Eh  P 

Hawtree.  Aw— yaas. 

If  Alroy.  And  he  has  been  thunderingly  pilled  ? 

Jfntctree.  Aw — yaas. 

Polly.  Well,  then,  the  firm  is  henceforth  GRRRIDGR.  HAWTHRK  &  Co.  P 
rather  like  the  sound  of  it.     How  odd,  that  you  should  finish  up  with  gas! 
D'you  know  now  you  always  did  look  to  me  something  like  a  lamp- poet. 

Hawtree.  Aw — firm-footed — I  suppose  P 

PoUy.  No.    Light-headed.  [  They  go  up  the  ttage. 

Enter  GERRIDOR  with  the  Marquise  DE  ST.  MAUK  on  hit  arm. 

Marquise  (releasing  him).  Thanks  I  Ah,  GROROR.  my  dear  boy,  von  know 
that  1  have  long  been  endeavouring  to  accommodate  myself  to  the  unique 
circumstances  and  surroundings  of  your  new  connections,  with  all  the  hereditary 
tact  and  determination  of  our  race.  Hitherto  I  have  only  partially  succeeded. 
To-day,  it  is  true,  on  my  way  here,  at  the  earnest  solicitation  of  this 
charmingly  original  young  man,  I  stopped  and  partook  of  a  rechtrcht  little 
dejeuner  sans  four c he tte  of  whelks  at  a  stall  in  the  Borough  Road. 

Gerridge.  I  stood  "em. 

Marquise  (smiling).  And  no  Bayard  could  have  done  more..  But  I  am  now 
going  to  crown  my  efforts  by  a  supreme  act  the  like  of  which  even  my  old 
friend  Froiitart  has  not  yet  had  to  chronicle.  I  owe  yon  all  restitution  and 
apology  for  feelings  cruelly  wounded  in  the  past.  I  can  think  of  no  reparation 
so  fitting  and  complete  as  this.  (She  opens  door,  and  lead*  in  ECCLRS.  H*  is 
perfectly  sober,  respectably  dressed,  ana  decoruted  with  the  badge  of  the  Slue 
Ribbon  Army.)  Once,  in  a  fit  of  foolish  pride,  1  said  there  was  "  no  ECCLRS." 
I  know  there  is  an  F.CCLKS  now.  GROKOR,  behold  your  future  stepfather  ! 

George.  This  is  indeed,  dear  mother,  a  pleasure  and  a  surprise!  Can  it 
really  be  true  P 

Ecclet.  Yes.  my  boy !    (Si'np*)  "  They  have  married  me  to  a  Marquizzy." 

Marquise.  And  you  see  he  is  already  roue  au  Kuban  bleu  ! 

Ecclei.  Just  so.  And  as  I  don't  happen  to  have  a  friend  awaiting  round  the 
corner,  1  shouldn't  mind  a  gallon  or  two  of  tea,  if  there 's  any  going. 

Pully.  Of  course.  Come  along  all  of  you.  This  is  my  day.  Fire  o'elook— 
shrimps. 

AU.  With  pleasure.  [They  prepare  to  adjourn. 

Hawtree.  By  Jove!    And  after  this  people  talk  of —  Cash ! 

Curtain. 


SOLDIERS  ow  "  FRRKCH  LRAVK."— The  Orleans  Dukes  hay*  icored  a  Tictory. 
Although  "  in  retreat,"  they  have  gained  ground. 


NRW  Eornoir  OF  ur  OLD  LROAL  PCZZLR.— Sir  Pracr  "  SHRLLET'S  Case." 


CRUISE    OF   THE    CREWS. 

By  Dumb-Crambo  Junior. 


A  Short  Spell. 


"  The  Crew  were  more  lively  on  tht 
Return  Journey." 
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HEAPING    ON    THE    HORRORS! 

Lady  Midas.  "AND  WE  WERB  BUSTLED  INTO  THB  TRAIN  Axrnow,  MY  DEAR  MRS.  DB  TOMPKYNS ;  AND  ONLY  IMAGINE  OUR 

HORROR,    W1II1N  THE  TRAIN   HAB  STARTED,   AT  DIf  COVERING  THAT  WK  WERE   ACTUALLY   IN  A    SfCOXD-CLASS   CARRIAOK !  1 1 " 

Origsby  (innocently).  "  DEAR  MB  !    YBS  !    VERY  AWKWARD  INPBKD  !    You  'D  TAKEN  THIRD-CLASS  TICKETS,  I  sorposs  ? " 

[7/ORROR  of  Lady  and  Miss  Midas,  who  generally  take  a  Saloon  Carriage  all  to  themselves  f 


"THE  HIDDEN  HAND." 

As  the  coiled  snake  strikes  from  the  jangle's  shade, 
In  the  wood's  dim  shimmering  unbetrayed  ; 
As  the  lightning  flames  from  the  sable  cloud, 
And  leaves  no  track  on  the  night's  black  shroud, 
So  comes— the  curse  of  a  troubled  land — 
The  Hidden  Hand. 

Out  from  the  dark !    Must  the  sleuth-hound  fail 
Of  scent  at  foot  of  the  dusky  veil  ? 
Follow  close  the  ensanguined  track 
Of  Kkulking  Murder,and  then  fall  back 
Baffled,  missing  the  Hand,  that  slays. 
That  prompts,  and  pays  ? 

Hired  assassins,  who  slay  for  hire, 
May  till  the  tails  till  the  trackers  tire  ; 
Vile  are  their  venal  hands,  yet  worse 
The  hidden  fingers  that  clutch  the  purse  ; 
Curst  gold  that  sharpens  and  points  the  knife 
At  Erin  s  life. 

Secret,  sinister,  unrevealed, 
Ituthless  ever  ;  though  still  concealed. 
Quivers  it  not  with  a  late-born  fear  t 
Shivers  it  not  as  the  hour  draws  near  : 
The  hour  that  shall  yet  drag  forth  and  brand 
That  Hidden  Hand  ? 


AN  ARHAJCGEMKST  m  CONDIMENTS.— Rude  people  call  Mr.  WHIST- 
LER'S new  gallery  the  "  Mustard  Pot."  If  they  look  on  the  wall, 
however,  they  will  iind  plenty  of  the  real  Salt  of  Art,  in  many  of 
the  etchings. 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

Hume  of  Commons,  Monday  Night,  Feb.  19.—"  I  'm  not  much  up 
in  Agriculture,"  said  Mr.  BARHAN,  surveying  the  house  critically, 
as  if  measuring  it  for  a  new  suit;  "but  I  hear  it's  in  a  very 
depressed  state.  Certainly  depression  is  admirably  reflected  in  the 
debate.  Think  I  '11  go  and  spend  the  evening  with  my  friend 
GRANVILLE."  Happy  man,  BARRAN,  to  be  so  fertile  in  acquaintance 
and  opportunity !  1  stop  here  all  night ;  feel  a  strong  tendency  to 
howl.  Agriculture  certainly  not  more  depressed  than  my  spirits. 
BARTTELOT  amusing  for  a  few  minutes,  Quite  an  interesting  game 
to  check  oif  how  often  he  says,  "  I  am  one  of  those,"  and  how  often, 
"  I  am  not  one  of  those."  In  the  first  quarter  of  an  hour  of  speech 
to-night  had  said  one  seven  times,  and  the  other  eight. 

Left  him  "ATvt  one  of  those,"  but  expect  should  have  heard  him 
balance  it  in  the  course  of  next  five  minutes,  if  I  could  have  stopped. 
But  life  is  sweet,  and  if  one  must  die  young,  let  it  not  be  of  vertigo 
ensuing  on  attempt  to  follow  a  trail  of  thought  through  one  of  Sir 
WALTER  BAHTTELOT'S  sentences.  Worst  of  him  is,  he  really  seems 
to  be  saying  something.  So  emphatic,  so  impressive,  so  self-convinced. 
Emphasis  always  falls  in  wrong  place  ;  gets  attentive  hearer  off  on 
wrong  scent  as  to  secret  meaning  of  a  preposition,  and  fiercely  indi- 
cates that  there 's  more  in  a  conjunction  than  meets  the  eye.  I 
believe  the  Alderman  is  the  only  living  being  who  understands  him. 
Cheers  him  vigorously,  and  nods  his  head  profoundly  when  Sir 
WALTER  says,  I  am  not  one  of  those,"  and  startles  the  House  with 
terrific  cheer  when,  little  later,  the  worthy  Baronet,  uplifting  his 
voice,  and  indignantly  shaking  his  forefinger  at  the  quivering 
Treasury  Bench,  slowly  thunders  forth,  "1  am  one  of  those." 

Quite  a  relief  when,  at  half-past  twelve,  the  Bradlaugh  business 
came  on  again.  The  Burly  B.  under  the  Gallery  ready  for  any- 
thing that  might  turn  up.  But  nothing  did  turn  up,  except  Mr. 
NKWDEGATE.  Sackcloth  and  ashes  out  of  fashion  now ;  but  Good 
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Old  Man  had  ruffled  his  hair,  mangled  his  shirt  collar,  polled  his 
scarf  awry,  rubbed  his  hat  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  nap,  and  thus 
arrayed  ("like  JKKP.MIATI  in  a  dull  moment,"  as  Sir  CHARLES  DILKE 
said),  announced  that  he  'd  made  up  his  mind  not  to  vote  against  Bill 
at  this  stage.  Sepulchral  tones,  mournful  inflection,  woebegone 
countenance.  Then,  holding  the  ruffled  hat  well  out  §o  that  it  might 
have  due  effect,  he  solemnly  strode  forth  shaking  off  dust  of  House 
from  his  feet.  A  sight  to  make  angels  weep ;  but  ribald  House  only 
laughed. 
Business  done. — Rambled  round  Address. 

Tuesday  Nighl.  —  Still  thinking  of  forming  a  Fifth  Party. 
Engaged  in  studying  the  Fourth. 

"  Always  attend  to  details,"  as  NAPOLEON  THE  FIRST  said,  when 
crossing  the  Alps.  "  Trifles  are  the  seed  of  great  accomplishments." 

Fancy  there  must  be  something  in  the  oratorical  attitude  of  the 
Fourth  Party  that  has  led  to  their  success.  Each  has  distinct  way 
of  standing  whilst  addressing  the  House.  Sir  HENRT  WOLFF,  with 


\\v 


Toby  on  Guard. 


arms  akimbo,  legs  slightly  astride,  chest  expanded,  and  a  pleasant 
smile  lurking  about  his  massive  countenance,  stands  well  out  in 
view  of  the  House.  If  he  simply  stood  there  and  said  nothing,  the 
speech  would  be  eloquent.  "  Here  I  am,  a  buttress  of  Church  and 
State,  the  censor  of  diplomatic  iobs,  a  guardian  of  British  Honour, 
custodian  of  the  Mediterranean  from  Gibraltar  to  Alexandria." 

RANDOLPH  makes  all  his  points  with  his  left  toe.  If  the  SPEAKER 
were  to  rule  it  out  of  order  that  Members  addressing  the  House 
should  stand  on  their  right  leg,  with  the  left  heel  downwards, 
and  the  tip  of  shoe  pointing  to  the  ceiling,  RANDOLPH  would  be 
dumb.  Wish  we  'd  thought  of  that  when  Rules  of  Procedure  going 
through.  Fancy  could  nave  worked  in  an  Amendment  by  large 
majority. 

This  pedal  movement  more  remarkable,  since  Mr.  GORST,  watchful 
of  his  great  leader,  frequently  imitates  it,"in  variation  of  an  earlier 
manner  of  balancing  his  body  from  foot  to  foot,  as  if  the  iron  floor  of 
the  House  were  uncomfortably  hot.  Mr.  BALFOUR  bends  his  tall 
figure  over  the  House  as  if  he  loved  it,  certain  that  all  would  be  well 
it  it  would  yield  to  his  guidance  and  throw  out  Mr.  GLADSTONE. 
Shall  get  my  party  together,  and  drill  them  in  these  various 
attitudes. 

To-night,  full  opportunity  of  studying  the  Lord  Chancellor  GORST, 
who  moves  Amendment  on  Address,  and  trots  out  old  stories  about 
Kilmainham.  Rapturous  cheering  from  Mr.  WARTON,  Mr.  Alder- 
man FOWLKH,  and  Lord  RANDOLPH,  himself,  who  has  lent  his  seat  to 
the  LOHD  CHANCELLOR,  and  hands  him  up  his  extracts. 

"  A  six-and-eightpenny  sort  of  young  man,  GORST,"  said  HAR- 
COTTBT.  "  A  great  light  lost  to  Police-Court  practice.  Would  have 
shono  in  dark  recesses  of  County  Courts,  or  even  made  a  name  on 
the  blazing  roll  of  Quarter-Sessions  fame.  A  little  acid  for  the 
House  of  Commons." 

But  then  Mr.  GOKST  had  just  referred  to  the  HOME  SECRETABT  as 

incompetent." 

Business  done. — Strolling  through  Address. 

Wednesday  Night.— Very  dull  afternoon  in  House  of  Commons. 
FOHSTEK  coyly  hanging  'back,  waiting  for  PAKNKLL.  PARNELL 
waiting  for  FORSTKR.  Meantime,  hours  must  be  occupied,  and 
various  speeches  delivered. 

At  eight  o'clock  Liberal  Party  adjourned  to  Devonshire  Club. 
Elected  Mr.  CAINE  Speaker.  Very  interesting  proceedings.  Mr.  8. 
SMITH  took  the  oath  and  his  seat  for  Liverpool,  and  subsequently 
made  short  speech.  Speech  of  evening,  Lord  RICHARD  GROSVENOR'S. 


Summed  np  whole  duty  of  Liberal  Member  under  three  heads  :— 
(1)  Always  vote  with  the  Government ;  (2)  Always  dine  in  the  ROOM 
of  Commons  ;  (3)  Never  speak  unless  you  are  intimately  acquainted 
with  the  subject.  This  last  might  well  be  emblazoned  over  Speaker's 
chair.  Would  do  more  to  shorten  Parliamentary  proceedings  than 
any  other  form  of  eloture. 

Wonderful  dormant  talent  for  oratory  among  the  Whips !  Sir 
WILLIAM  DTKB  now  becoming  one  of  chief  orators  on  Front  Bench. 
Lord  RICHARD  never  speaks  in  the  House,  but  evidently  not  because 
ho  can't.  Lord  KENSINGTON  a  model  speaker.  Occasionally,  in 
capacity  of  Vice-Chamberlain,  brings  in  messages  from  high  lati- 
tudes. Does  he.  by  way  of  introduction,  glance  at  the  Heptarchy, 
trace  the  growth  of  Royalty,  touch  upon  the  interruption  of  the 
Commonwealth,  dilate  upon  the  domestic  felicity  of  the  GFOKOKH, 
summarise  the  principal  events  of  the  Victorian  Era,  and  then 
arrive  at  his  speech  P  He  does  not.  He  says,  "  A  Message  from  the 
QUBKN,"  walks  up  to  the  table,  reads  it,  and  then  goes  hit  way. 
We  want  a  little  more  of  that  kind  of  oratory  in  the  House. 

Stuineis  done.— Afternoon  wasted. 

Thursday  Night—  At  exactly  seventeen  minutes  to  eight  The 
0  K  KLLT  exploded.  Saw  it  coming  for  some  time.  Steam  up  within 
ten  minutes  of  FORSTKB'S  rising.  At  first  seemed  likely  that  Mr. 
O'BRIBN,  the  latest  messenger  of  peace  from  Ireland,  would  go  off 
first.  Fortunately,  had  O'DOHNELL  to  look  after  him,  who  suc- 
ceeded in  keeping  him  moderately  quiet. 

''Never  do  anything  violent,"  Mr.  O'DoHirKLL  whispered  in  ear  of 
neophyte.  "  Violence  doesn't  do  here.  Always  puts  you  at  dis- 
advantage. Be  calm.  Carefully  select  your  words,  and  you  will 
prosper.  But  never  throw  yonr  boot  at  the  head  of  the  SPBAKKB,  or 
tear  up  the  Bench  to  obtain  an  additional  argument  wherewith  to 
convince  a  Minister." 

This  counsel  prevailed  with  0'BRiEir,  still  young  to  the  place. 
But  the  O'KaLLT  too  old  a  steam-engine  to  be  cooled  down  by  jets  of 
that  sort. 

"When  the  O'KELLT  begins  to  simmer,  be  sure  he'll  bust," 
JOSEPH  GILLIS  said,  in  that  sententious  way  recently  adopted  ;  and 
"  bust "  he  did,  throwing  off  his  balance  for  a  moment,  FORSTKR,  who 
had  been  sitting  on  safety-valve. 

"  Dear  me !  "  said  Sir  CHARLES  FORSTER,  when  the  fragments  of 
The  O'EBixT  were  picked  np,  and  carried  out  in  two  baskets. 
"Place  begins  to  have  quite  a  home-feeling.  Been  sitting  here  a 
week  now,  and  this  is  the  first  Irish  Member  expelled." 

FOBSTER  walked  home  to  late  dinner  in  highest  spirits. 

"  My  dear  TOBY."  he  said,  stretching  his  mighty  limbs,  and  putting 
his  coat  on  upside  down  for  a  few  minutes  to  refresh  himself. 
(Wouldn't  have  noticed  the  change,  only  saw  him  do  it.)  "  This  it 
the  best  night  I  have  had  since  I  made  statement  in  the  House  on 
resignation,  and  gave  my  old  colleagues  a  dig^  here  and  there.  I 
have  suffered  a  good  deal  from  PAHNELL  and  his  friends.  Have  sat 
night  after  night,  and  been  pelted  with  mud  and  stones  by  them. 
Had  to  bear  it  patiently,  and  yon  know  I  did.  But  I  don't  forget, 
and  to-night  rather  think  I  paid  off  old  scores.  Am  a  man  of  peace, 
as  befits  my  Quaker  parentage.  But  I  own  I  like  a  fight,  especially 
when  1  choose  my  time,  get  a  man  in  a  corner,  and  can  pound  him 
at  leisure." 

llusinets  done. — Mr.  I'AKNKLL  indicted. 

Saturday.— PARK  ELL  came  np  to  time  to-night,  and  the  great 
wrestling- match  over.  Betting  up  to  last  moment  fifty  to  one  on 
the  heavy  weight.  Seemed  to  have  everything  in  his  favour,  espe- 
cially facts.  But  light  weight  made  np  in  skill  for  what  he  elsewhere 


"Time!" 

lacked.  Instead  of  getting  out  of  FOBSTBR'S  way,  ran  straight  at 
iim,  gripped  him  tightly,  and  if  one  had  not  been  so  heavy  and 
other  so  light,  might  have  thrown  him.  House  amazed.  In  sooth, 
regarded  as  play,  very  pretty.  But  only  play. 

Business  done.—tir.  GORSI'S  Amendment  rejected  by  250  votes 
against  176. 
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THE  MAGNATE  AND  THE  SILVER  STREAK. 
AIR—"  The  Magnet  and  the  Silver  Churn." 

A  MAGNATE  sat  in  a  big  board-room, 
Bat  on  his  brow  was  a  cloud  of  gloom  ; 
And  as  he  sits  in  the  Chairman's  chair, 
lie  talks  to  the  bold  Directors  there. 
He  rolls  his  eye  around  and  he  scans 
The  railway  maps  and  the  foreshore  plans : 
Says  he,  "Now  listen,  and,  while  I  speak, 
I  'II  quite  demolish  the  Silver  Streak  ! 

The  Silver  Streak !    The  Silver  Streak  ! 

"  Don't  think  1  'm  funning, 

But  I  've  a  cunning 
Plan  that  is  quite  unique : 

I  '11  sink  a  funnel, 

And  drive  a  Tunnel 
Beneath  the  Silver  Streak !  " 

The  Army,  Navy,  and  Royal  Marines, 
And  Dukes,  and  Bishops,  and  Rural  Deans  ; 
The  Volunteers  and  the  Coastguard  too. 
Said,  "  Oh  dear  me,  this  will  never  do !  " 
And  all  declared  they  should  be  much  vext 
If  Dover  to  France  were  thus  annext : 
They  howled  and  yelled  at  the  railway  clique, 
Who  sought  to  tunnel  the  Silver  Streak  ! 

The  Silver  Streak !    The  Silver  Streak ! 

While  this  emphatic 

And  autocratic 
Magnate  began  so  seek, 

As  much  as  ever, 

By  bold  endeavour — 
To  pierce  the  Silver  Streak ! 
[And  matters  have  progressed  no  further  at  present. 


AMBIGUOUS! 

Hi3  Own..    "  I   LIKE  TO   LEAN   AOAINST  YOUR  HEAD,   JOHN.      IT  's  80   SOFT  !  " 


THE  0' MULLIGAN,  who  is  loyal  to  the  last  drop  in  the 
handiest  whiskey-bottle,  found  great  difficulty  after  his 
seventeenth  tumbler  (he  had  been  on  the  floor  of  the  House 
several  times  in  the  course  of  the  argument)  in  denouncing 
"  th"  Ashshoahiashun  for  Ashshashinashun." 


A  MINISTERIAL  STATEMENT. 

SCENE— The  Palais  Bourbon,  if  either  of  the  two  objectionable  terms 
be  allowed.  Ministers,  prospective^  departed,  and  some  even 
present  mounting  the  Tribune  in  rapid  succession. 

President  Brisson.  Now,  then,  huissier,  who 's  the  next  Premier 
inscribed  ?  And  tell  that  crowd  of  Prime  Ministers  in  the  corridor 
to  keep  quiet.  One  can't  hear  the  simple  Deputies  for  the  noise  the 
Premiers  are  making.  M.  FERRY,  you  have  the  parole. 

Ferry  (confidently).  I  generally  have.  I  am  used  to  it.  But, 
huissier,  change  the  glass  of  sugar-and-water.  It  has  already  been 
used  by  three  Ministers  ;  and  if  they  weren't  particularly  thirsty,  1 
am.  I  have  just  been  haying  three  hours  with  Gfifcvr ;  and  if  you 
knew  how  dry  the  Elyeee  is— je  ne  vous  dis  que  <;a  !  I  demand  the 
nrtt  interpellation. 

President  Britson.  H  n'en  manque  pas :  we  are  only  at  the 
hundred-and-seventh  as  yet.  M.  CASSAGNAC  has  one  which  may 
amuse  the  Chamber  a  little  more  than  the  others,  and  perhaps  he 
will  oblige. 

[CASSAGNAC  obliges,  goes  through  his  usual  little  entertainment  of 
insulting  a  colleague  or  tieo,  calling  the  President  a  black- 
guard, being  censured  three  times,  and  is  received  into  the 
arms  of  CuNEO  D'OBLEANS  as  he  descends  from  the  Tribune 
After  a  little  shaking  of  fists,  the  President  of  the  Counci 
re-ascends. 
President  of  Council.  Gentlemen,  after  the  esteemed  speech  of  our 

honourable  colleague,  whom  your  legitimate 

[ Cris  a  Gauche :  "Legitimate!  Legitimate!  Pas  de  Legiti 
misme  !  Nous  sommes  vendus  !  The  Government  conspires 
Finis  Reipublicts  !  "  They  rise  in  the  attitude  of  DAVID' 
Picture  of  the  Girondins,  and  unitedly  protrude  thei 
tongues  at  the  Ministerial  bench. 

Ferry  (clinging  hard  to  Tribune).  Luckily,  the  Ministerial  benc 
is  emptv,  Messieurs,  otherwise  the  blood  of  legislators  must  hav 
flowed  this  evening,  or,  at  least,  to-morrow  morning  before  breakfast 
It  is  always  done  before  breakfast,  but  I  don't  know  why,  althoug 
I  am  an  Advocate,  and  have  been  three  times  Premier.  You  wan 


o  know  our  policy.    Well,  Messieurs,  our  policy  is,  to  begin  with, 
o  have  a  Government. 

\_Ecstatic  cheering  on  Government  benches,  wherever  they  may 
happen  to  be.    FERRI  comes  down,  and  is  carried  in  triumph, 
and  remarkably  uncomfortable  arms,  by  four  Gentlemen  who 
have  been  promised  bureaux  de  tabae/or  to-morrow. 
President  Brisson.   The  interpellation  of  M.  CLOVIS  HUGUES  is 
about  due.    He  can  come  up. 

Clovis  Hugues.  I  am  a  Poet  and  come  from  Marseilles,  theretorft 

you  can't  expect  any  oppressive  amount  of  coherence  from  me,  and 

also  beg,  as  a  Socialist—  (shrieks  and  scent-bottles  on  the  Right)— 

o  repudiate  the  opprobrious  epithet  of  Monsieur.  ( Groans  of  Centre.) 

As  simple  Citoven,  I  want  to  know  what  the  Government  are  going 

o  do  with  the  Princes  ?    I  can  reconcile  duty  with  mercy ;  and  I  do 

not  demand  the  guillotine. 

\_Falls  into  the  arms  of  enthusiastic  Left,  and  Citoyennes  in  caps 

throw  flowers— red— from  the  galleries. 

Premier  Ferry.  The  Government— (aside)— I  wish  the  Government 
would  come;  itmusthave  lost  theomnibus—  (aloud)—  the  Government 
has  every  intention  of  treating  the  Princes  with  every  respect  due  to 
their  rank,  together  with  every  respect  due  to  the  Republic. 

Chamber  (almost  united).  Bravo.!  Something  like  a  Ministerial 
statement,  that. 

Ferry  (flattered,  but  anxious).  Awfully  nice,  of  course ;  but  1 
wish  that  Cabinet  would  come.  I  '11  pay  them  fiacres  next  time-ana 
even  then,  perhaps,  they  wouldn't. 

SPECIAL  MEETING  OF  THE  BLUE  RIBBON  ARMY.— Thursday, 
March  15.  On  the  Banks  of  the  Thames,  between  Putney  and 
Mortlake.  _____ 

WHAT  the  English  Public  would  like  to  be  sure  of.  is,  not  that  all 
the  Assassins  will  turn  informers,  bnt  that  of  the  "  Murder-m- 
Irish"  conspiracy  none  of  the  Parnellites  are  approvers. 


NOTICE.  —  In   consequence   of   extra   go-to-press-ure   of   work, 
1  Another  Little  Holiday  "  is  unavoidably  postponed. 
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WILT,  IT  ALL  END   IN 
SMOKE  ? 

CERTAIN  Music-Halls  wish  to 
become  Theatres,  and  nightly 
break  the  law,  more  or  less,  to 
gratify  their  wishes.  Being 
prosecuted,  they  intend  to  apply 
to  Parliament  lor  a  special  Cen- 
sorship and  special  privileges. 
Certain  Theatres,  hearing  of  this, 
•will  want  to  become  Music-Halls, 
or,  in  other  words,  will  want 
that  liberty,  which  the  LORD 
CHAHBERLAIN  refuses  them,  to 
allow  smoking  in  the  auditorium. 
The  question  of  drinking  hardly 
enters  into  the  discussion,  as  the 
facilities  for  drinking  in  Theatres 
are  hardly  more  restricted  than 
they  are  in  Music-Halls.  The 
point  is  really  one  of  tobacco  : — 
Shall  the  Public  smoke  or  not  in 
the  face  of  the  British  Drama  '< 
The  Public,  if  consulted,  which 
they  never  have  been,  would  pro- 
bably answer,  Yes,  leaving  the 
Managers  to  settle  what  Theatres 
should  be  smoking-Theatres,  and 
what  Theatres  should  remain  as 
they  are.  In  London,  forty  years 
ago,  smoking-Theatres  were  per- 
mitted without  any  visible  injury 
to  the  Public,  to  Art  (with  the 
capital  A),  or  to  the  British 
Drama,  and  in  nearly  every  other 
European  city,  at  the  present  day, 
they  are  a  recognised  and  popular 
institution. 

Whether  the  two  most  Con- 
servative and  Protectionist  Bodies 
in  England— the  Theatre  Proprie- 
tors and  the  Music- Hall  Pro- 
prietors—will  face  this  free-trade 
difficulty  in  the  only  way  in  which 
it  can  be  faced,  remains  to  be 
seen,  but  our  own  impression  is 
that  they  will  not  have  the  ne- 
cessary courage.  The  Public — 
never  consulted  or  thought  of — 
may  have  to  wait  'for  the  New 
Municipal  Government  Bill,  and 
even  this  may  be  mangled  and 
worried  by  Vested  Interests. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    125. 


ALFRED  AUSTIN,  ESQ. 

HOLDING   BIS   NATIONAL  BIV1KW. 

"  Limpid  no  more  I  rush  to  court  assoil." 

"  Proud  of  the  stains  of  decorating  toil," 

"  Soul  soaring  upwards  far"  above  my  'leader*,' 

I  cry  "  No  Programme  !  " — and  I  get  no  readers. 

(From  "My  Satire  and  its  Censort"  —  adapted.) 


WHISTLER  IN  VENICE. 

A  GAVOTTE  IN  OAMBOO*. 

Go  to  the  Fine  Art  Society, 

Truly  a  marvellous  show, 
See,  in  a  wondrous  variety, 

Etching*  and  dry  points  a- row. 
Here  we  can  note  all  the  genesis 

Of  the  Whistlerian  art ; 
This  is  what  WHISTLER  thinks 
Venice  is, 

JIMMT  is  certainly  "  smart. " 

Strangely  adorned  is  the  Gallery, 

Done  up  in  gamboge  and  white, 
Even  the  flunkey  is  "  yallery," 

Made  a  most  exquisite  fright. 
We  may  be  thought  supercilious, 

But,  if  the  truth  mutt  be  told, 
It  looks  consumed!)-  bilious, 

This    new    "  arrangement    in 
gold." 

Then  there 's  the  Catalogue  criti- 
cal, 

In  which  the  versatile  JAMES 
Sneers  at  the  pens  analytical, 

Calling  them  all  by  their  names. 
Each  annotation  is  peppery, 

Full  of  American  gall ; 
WHISTLER  is  such  a  high  stepper, 
he 

Prances  at  will  o'er  them  all. 

It  must  be  said  too  with  gratitude, 

There  was  the  Artist  himself, 
Airy  and  artful  in  attitude, 

Truly  a  curious  elf. 
WHISTLBR  it  "  Niminy-Piminy," 

Funny,  fantastic,  and  quaint. 
Yet  he's  so  clever  that  JIM  Mr 
nigh 

Makes  men  believe  he  can  paint. 

What  of  his  works  P  why,  each 

etching  is 

Only  at  present  half  done. 
And  on  the  copper  the  sketching  is 

Simply  a  wild  piece  of  fun. 
Vainly  the  Critics  will  sit  on  him, 

Why  such  a  butterfly  slay  ? 
No  one  can  e'er  put  the  bit  on 

him — 

WHISTLKR'S   the  wag  of  the 
day. 


THE  SILVER  WEDDING. 

(By  our  Extra  Special  at  Pigglezwhistkzhof,  Berlin.) 
HERB  I  am  in  the  capital  of  Prussia,  enjoying  thoroughly  the 
festivities  inaugurating  the  second  quarter  of  a  century  of  the 
married  life  of  the  Princess  Royal  of  ENGLAND  and  the  Prince 
Imperial  of  GEBMANT.  All  the  way  to  this  beautiful  city  I  noticed 
the  natives  waiting  for  the  floods  to  subside  before  commencing  the 
sowing  of  wheat,  rye,  oats,  barley,  peas,  millet,  rape-seed,  and  the 
other  grain  mentioned  by  good  old  WHITAKBR  in  his  amusing 
Almanack.  I  could  see  by  the  expression  of  their  faces  that  they 
were  taking  a  great  interest  in  the  celebration,  and  were,  no  doubt, 
lamenting  that  the  water  kept  them  locked  in  the  Provinces  when 
they  would  have  preferred  to  be  in  Town. 

And  what  is  Berlin  like  ?  Well,  the  question  is  not  an  easy  one 
to  answer.  It  resembles  Rome  and  Wandsworth  equally,  but, 
perhaps,  is  more  like  Gravesend  than  either.  The  finest  building  in 
a  city  of  fine  buildings  is  a  large  edifice  not  unlike  St.  Paul's, 
Hampton  Court,  and  the  Crvstal  Palace,  called  Unter  den  Linden. 
It  was  in  this  magnificent  edifice  that  most  of  the  ceremonies  took 
place.  It  was  here  that  the  venerable  Emperor  danced  the  old 
saraband  (dear  to  every  Teutonic  heart]  with  Prince  Von  BISMARCK, 
whose  faltering  steps  were  superintended  by  the  State  Doctor.  It 
was  here  also  that  the  wedding  breakfast  (eaten  off  silver  plate,  in 
honour  of  the  day)  was  held. 

Here,  again,  a  certain  noble  Englishman  (whose  name  I  suppress 
for  obvious  reasons)  won  a  wager  that  he  would  ride  a  mule  forty 
miles,  without  turning  a  hair,  before  breakfast.  Here  once  more 
were  held  the  review  of  100,000  troops  and  the  afternoon  tea  given 


by  the  Empress  (two  days  since)  to  half-a-dozen  of  her  more  inti- 
mate friends.  Unter  den  Linden  is  indeed  a  marvellous  building,  and 
seems  a  suitable  place  for  any  and  every  kind  of  innocent  dissipation. 

All  the  world  is  here.  You  meet  Royalties  at  every  street- corner, 
and  the  contingent,  "  personally  conducted. "  by  the  first  of  English 
tour-organisers,  are  not  only  numerous  but  even  respectable.  The 
city  is  covered  with  bunting.  Flags  float  from  every  window  ;  and 
the  masses  of  colour  of  the  Ladies  resemble  a  parterre  of  flowers. 

Of  course  the  great  attraction  are  the  presents.  In  honour  of  the 
event  they  are  all  of  silver.  Perhaps  the  prettiest  article  is  a  gold 
workbox  made  entirely  of  the  whiter  metal.  Then  there  are  silver 
boots,  silver  handkerchiefs,  silver  gloves,  and  silver  sealing-wax. 
The  only  thing  that  is  not  of  silver  is  a  silver  thimble,  which  is  made 
of  gold.  This  curious  little  article  was  presented  by  the  Padishah, 
who,  as  everyone  knows,  is  proud  of  his  Irish  extraction. 

Last  night  there  was  a  grand  torchlight  procession.  A  thousand 
flares,  a  thousand  shadows,  dots  of  colour  here  and  there,  relieved  by 
dark  stone  masonry.  The  joy-bells  of  cathedrals,  and  the  sad  tinkling 
of  the  sounding  brass  of  many  military  bands.  In  the  background 
the  stern  mountains  tipped  with  snow,  and,  over  all,  a  glorious  moon 
floating  through  scores  of  purple  clouds,  gorgeous  with  the  hues  of  a 
hundred  sunset  tinges. 

And  here  1  pause,  as  I  have  just  been  summoned  to  join  in  the 
Elizabethan  Uuadrille,  which  is  now  about  to  be  danced  in  the 
Winter  Palace. 

[It  U  only  just  to  ourselves  and  the  Public  to  say  that  the  envelope  con- 
taining the  above  communication  bean  the  Chelsea  pogt-mark.  We  print  the 
article,  however,  as  it  seems  to  be  the  kind  of  thing  published  in  the  columns 
of  our  contemporaries. — EDITOR.] 
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ROBERT"    INTERVIEWED. 


I  WAS  a  setting  quietly  at  home  one  day  last  Autum.Jin  our  slack 
season,  when  a  ring  cum  to  our  bell  and  then  a  nock  come  at  my 
door,  and  1  says,  "  Come  in,"  says  I,  and  in  come  a  Gent  as  I  never 
seed  afore  and  have  never  seed  sence,  and  he  says  to  me,  says  he, 
"  Are  you  Mr.  ROBERT,  tho'  I  needn't  ask,  for  I  nose  you  at  once  by 
your  likeness,"  and  he  pulls  out  a  coppy  of  the  emusin  publikashun 
in  which  I  sumtimes  appears,  need  I  say  Punch,  scarcely,  praps. 
Well,  he  then  tells  me  as  how  he  was  interwooing  all  the  horthers 

and  hartists  of  Punch,  at  the  request  of  the  P e  of  W s,  for 

his  privet  eollecshun  of  the  sillybraties  of  the  Age,  and  will  I  mind 
angering  him  a  few  questions. 

Well,  I  was  natrally  ighly  flattered  and  not  a  little  pleesed  at 
Bitch  an  igh  honner,  and  sed  yes,  I  thort  I  would  if  they  wasn't  not 
hobjectionabel  as  regards  pecoonary  matters.  So  out  he  takes  a 
longiah  littel  book  and  off  he  starts  with  such  a  list  of  questions  as 
amost  made  my  air  stand  on  end  with  trying  to  anser.  Wen  he  had 
quite  dun  he  shook  ands  with  me  wery  f  rendly,  and  he  says,  says  he, 
"  Mr.  ROBBHT,  I  am  that  obligated  to  you  for  your  kyindness,  that 
I  shall  report  werry  favorably  to  His  Royal  Ighness,  and  I  calclate 
as  you  '11  ha  sure  to  reseeve  at  the  propper  time  the  customerry 
dimond  snuff-box."  I  bleeve  I  axshally  terned  pail  with  surpressed 
astonishment.  He  added  as  he  thort  as  how  his  work  would  be 
finished  and  all  complete  by  about  nex  April,  early  in  April,  perhaps 
the  werry  erliest  day  in  April,  on  which  day  he  thort  I  might  safely 
calklate  on  receving  my  dimond  box.  I  wentured  to  hint  as  I  hoped 
he  would  say  as  many  good  words  for  me  as  he  could  consienshusly, 
when  he  said,  "  Why,  cert'nly,"  and  away  he  went. 

I  leave  my  reeders  to  judge  of  my  state  of  mind  after  my  Miss 
Terryhus  friend's  departure,  and  I  draws  a  whale  over  Mrs. 
ROBERT'S  emotion  wen  I  told  her  all  about  it,  and  how  she  nat'rally 
regretted  as  she  was  out  a-shoppin  at  the  Grosers  wen  it  all  apened, 
or  she  would  suttenly  have  surgested  a  Broehe  or  a  Brayslet  instead 
of  the  snuff-box.  Well,  munse  rolls  by,  and  April  seems  still  a 
werry  long  ways  off,  when  ony  yesterday  I  receeves  a  noosepaper 
and  a  letter  from  Ameriky  to  the  following  stronery  effec :  — 

"  Botton  Journal  Office,  U.S. 
"  DEAR  MB.  ROBEHT,  March,  1883. 

"  RECALLING  to  your  recollection  our  very  pleasant  inter- 
view in  October  last,  and  apologising  for  some  slight  variation  from 
the  actual  facts  of  the  case  in  which  I  indulged  on  that  interesting 
occasion,  I  now  beg  to  inform  you  that  although  it  was  not  strictly 
true  that  I  was  collecting  valuable  information  for  H.R.H.  the 

P e  of  W s,  yet  that,  as  my  Editor  is  the  Prince  of  Good 

Fellows,  it  comes  to  much  the  same  thing,  and  although  he  has, 
unfortunately,  no  diamond  snuff-box  that  he  can  conveniently  spare 


at  the  present  time,  I  send  you,  at  his  request,  a  copy  of  his  priceless 
Journal,  in  which  you  will  find  our  interview  almost  literally 
reported,  for  the  instruction  and  amusement  of  some  thirty  millions 
of  the  smartest  people  in  all  creation. 

"  Yours,  with  all  due  respect,          WASHINGTON  JONES." 

I  dare  not  trubbel  you  with  the  whole  account,  so  I  sends  you  a 
few  extrax : — 

"  I  found  Mr.  ROBERT  in  a  very  decent  sort  of  room,  nice  and  clean 
and  comfortable,  and  he  answered  my  questions  with  the  greatest 
readiness  and  affability,  and  our  interview  was,  upon  the  whole,  one 
of  the  most  amusing  1  ever  had  with  any  literary  celebrity. 

"When  were  you  born,  Mr.  ROBERT?—!  don't  exacly  know. 
Most  likely  in  the  middle  of  the  night, — most  people  is,  I  think. 

"  But  what  year  were  you  born  ?  I  haven't  the  least  idea,  but  I 
knows  as  I  'm  just  fifty-eight. 

"  Where  were  you  born  ?— In  Whetstone  Park. 

"  Oh,  indeed !  Pray  in  what  County  is  the  Park  situate  ?— I  don't 
know  what  County,  but  I  think  it 's  in  the  Parish  of  St.  Giles's,  the 
same  as  the  Seven  Dials. 

"Where  were  yon  educated  ?— Well,  I  can't  say  as  I  was  reg'lar 
eddicated  anywheres  in  partickler.  My  werry  erliest  recklections 
being  connected  with  carrying  home  of  greens  and  taturs  for  my 
Father,  who  was  a  Green  Grocer,  and  used  to  go  out  a  waiting  at 
dinners  and  heavning  parties,  dressed  just  like  a  Parson,  to  the 
admirashun  of  all  on  us,  and  it  was  that  as  kindled  the  burning 
desire  in  my  manly  buzzum  to  become  some  day  a  real  Waiter  ! 

"  And  Fortune  has  smiled  upon  your  efforts  P— Well,  Fortune  has 
guy  me  about  three  pound  a  week,  which  'ud  make  most  people 
smile.  I  should  think. 

"  Why  cert'nly.  What  first  induced  you  to  turn  your  attention  to 
literature  ? — Well,  Sir,  it  apened  in  this  most  remarkabel  way.  The 
Punch  Staff  was  a  dining  at  the  onnered  Albion,  one  night,  and  the 
well-known  Hediter  appened  to  sajr  'There's  no  man  living  as 
couldn't  find  sumthink  emusin  to  say  if  he  only  knew  how  to  say  it. 
Why,  this  werry  respectable  Waiter,'  says  he,  '  who  is  atending  to 
us  so  admirably,  could  tell  us  many  a  good  story  if  he  chose.'  And 
turning  round,  he  says  to  me,  with  his  merry  blue  eyes  a  twinklin 
with  fun,  'What's  your  name,  Waiter?'  'ROBERT,'  says  I. 
1  Well,'  says  he, '  ain't  I  right,  ROBERT  ? '  '  Well,  praps  you  are,  and 

Eraps  you  ain't,  Sir,'  says  I.  '  Will  you  try  ? '  says  he,  with  a  merry 
lugh.  '  I  don't  much  care  if  I  do,'  says  I.  '  Then  write  down 
sumthink,' says  he, '  and  bring  it  to  me  in  a  day  or  two.'  And  so  I  did, 
and  1  've  writ  him  enuff  since  then  to  about  fill  a  littel  wollume. 

"Would  it  be  an  impertinent  question  to  ask  what  amount  of 
remuneration  you  receive  for  your  priceless  contribution  ? — Yes,  it 
would  be  a  werry  imperant  question,  and  wot 's  wuss,  a  werry  use- 
less one.  But  you  can  judge  for  yourself  of  its  fabbulous  amount 
wen  I  tells  you  as  it  ennables  me  to  send  my  boy  WILLIAM  to  the 
Uniwersity  of  Cambridge. 

"  The  University  ! — Yes ;  the  Uniwersity.  I  remember  one  of  my 
pleasant  paytrons  onoe  asking  me  weather  he  went  as  a  Sizer,  or  as 
a  Pensioner,  or  as  a  Fellow  Commoner  ? — and  I  said  as  1  thought  he 
might  be  said  to  be  all  three. 

"  How  so,  Mr.  ROBERT  ?— Well,  as  he  stands  6-foot-2  in  his  stock- 
ings, let  alone  his  boots,  he  may  fairly  be  called  a  good  Sizer,  and  as 
I  allows  him  no  less  than  10*.  a  week,  he  must  suttenly  be  a 
Pensioner,  and  as  he  allus  has  his  commons  with  his  fellow  Waiters, 
he  may  propperly  be  called  a  Fellow  Commoner. 

"Bravo,  Mr.  ROBERT!  that's  one  to  you,  as  we  say  at  the  Club, 


as  how  they  could  give  even  the  old  Copperation  one  course  as  a 
start,  and  yet  win  in  a  canter. 

"  And  does  your  son  find  it  so  ?— He  does,  and  speaks  of  'em  with 
that  amount  of  enthoosiasm  as  amost  draws  tears  from  my  eyes. 

"  I  suppose  you  sometimes  hear  things  said  that  would  very  much 
astonish  the  public  if  known  ? — Ah,  you  're  about  right  thare,  Sir. 
You  see  when  men  are  full  of  wittles  and  full  of  wine,  whether 
they 're  Princes  or  Statesmen  or  even  Lord  Mares,  they're  a  good 
deal  off  their  gard.  and  they  all  seems  to  think  as  us  Waiters  is  def, 
which  we  ain't.  Why  sumtimes  wen  I'm  just  a  little  short  of 
money,  about  this  time  of  the  year,  I  has  thnrts  of  offering  to  some 
emmenent  Publisher  my  "  Rewelations  of  an  Head  Waiter,"  but  then 
comes  my  2nd  thorts,  which  in  this  case  is  allus  the  best,  coz  they  're 
the  most  honnerablest,  and  I  says  to  myself.  No,  ROBERT,  endure 
your  honnerabel  poverty  and  enjoy  your  self-respec,  and  never 
betray  the  confidens  reposed  in  your  honnerabel  profession  for  the 
sake  of  filthy  Inker.  And  so  the  mean  thort  wanishes  away,  and  I 
am  still  abel  to  look  all  my  Paytrons  in  the  face  without  the  blush 
of  Sham." 

We  had  a  good  deal  more  tork  afore  he  went  away,  all  ot  which 
he  has  bin  and  gone  and  writ  down,  but  I  dessay  my  readers  has 
had  about  enuff  of  his  American  imperance,  as  I  have  of  his  shameful 
desepshun.  ROBERT. 


TO  CORBESPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,   be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envdooe  or  Cover.       Comes  of  MS    should  be  kent  bv  tbe  Senders. 
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THE  LATEST  FROM  THE  STOCK  EXCHANGE. 

'Hi!  BROWN!    War  ARB  TOD  LIKE  AN   IRISH  DKTKCTIVB  f    Giv« 
IT  UP?     BECAUSB  YOU  'BB  ALWAYS  LOOKING  AFTER  'No.  1 '  1" 


THEATRE  ROYAL,  WESTMINSTER. 

Under  the  Management  of  Sir  Verdant  Harcourt,  the  Scldom-at-Home 
Secretary. 

THE  Manager  begs  to  announce  that  the  Old  English  Comedy  of 
The  Government  of  London,  in  Two  Act*,  which  has  had  a  successful 
run  of  nearly  thirty  vears,  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  an  enlightened 
Public,  will  be  shortly  replaced  by  a  Screaming  Farce,  in  One  Act, 
entitled  The  Brand  New  Municipality  ;  or,  A  Leap  in  the  Dark. 
He  is  also  happy  to  be  enabled  to  announce  that  the  characters  of 
"The  Three  Solemn  Leaguers"  will  be  played  by  "The  Bounding 
Brothers  of  Chelsea,"  and  that  fabulous  terms  have  been  offered  to 
His  Grace  the  Duke  of  PIMLICO,  to  induce  him  to  take  the  part  of 
The  NKW  Lard  Afuyor,— that  arrangement  failing,  the  part  will  be 
offered  to  Mr.  TOOL'E. 

The  Manager  submits  the  first  two  Scenes,  as  a  sample  of  what  the 
PubKc  may  expect : — 

SCENE— A  blotted  Heath.      Thunder,  lightning,  and  drenching  rain. 
Enter  The  Three  Solemn  Leaguen,  with  umbrellas  up. 

First  Leaguer.  "When  shall  we  three  meet  again  ? 

When  there  ain't  quite  so  much  rain  ? 
Second  Leaguer.  When  the  Corporation  's  done, 

When  we  have  our  good  berths  won. 
Third  Leaguer.  Then  we  '11  have  some  jolly  fun  I 
Ftrtt  Leaguer.  Where  the  place  ? 
Third  Leaguer.  Oh,  in  some  dark  Court, 

There  to  meet  with  rash  McHAKCOUKT. 

Two  drums  !  two  drums!  MCHAHCOUKT  comes! 
Alt  Three.  The  Three  Leaguers,  hand  in  hand, 

Sick  at  sea  and  mocked  on  land, 

Thus  do  go  about,  about, 

Three  good  lies,  and  three  of  thine, 

And  three  of  thine  to  make  up  nine, 

Peace  !  the  charm  's  wound  up  ! 


Enter  McHABCOUBT  and  McDtLKB,  m  tourist  ntitt,  followed  by 
_  two  Detectivei  ditguised  at  Keeper!. 

McHarcourt.  Nor  fowl  nor  hare  to-day  I  have  not  teen. 

Me  I  Hike.  How  far  U  't  called  to  Chelsea  P 

McJfarcourt.  Who  are  you  ?    You  should  be  gentlemen, 
And  yet  yuur  seedy  looks  do  make  me  doubt 
That  you  are  so.     Speak,  if  you  can !    What  are  you  P 

First  Leaguer.  All  hail,  MCHAKCOUKT  !    Hail  to  thee,  great  M.P. ! 

Second  Leaguer.   All  hail,  MCHAKCOUKT  !    Bail  to  thee,  Home- 
tiecretary ! 

Third  Leaguer.  All  hail,  McHABCOUBT !    That  ihalt  the  PBKMIXB 
be  !  [  They  vanish. 

McDilke.  This  heath  hath  humbugs  e'en  as  Chelsea  Lath, 
And  the»e  are  of  them. 

McHarcoart.  Would  we  had  never  seen  them !  [Exeunt. 

SCEBB  II.— ^4  Printing  Office  in  the  Strand. 

Enter  the  Three  Solemn  Leaguers. 
Firtt  Leaguer.  Thrice  the  gin  punch  have  we  brewed ! 
Second  Leaguer.  Thrice  ;  and  once  on  pig  we  'ye  dined  I 
Third  Leaguer.  HAKCOURT  cries,  'Tis  time  !  'tis  time  ! 
Fint  Leaguer.  Now  about  our  task  we  '11  go  ; 

In  the  poisoned  slanders  throw. 

Lies  that  in  the  month  that 's  come — 

Days  and  nights  just  thirty-one — 

Fools  and  doju  for  truth  have  took, 

Put  we  first  in  our  lying  book  ! 
All.  Hubble,  bubble,  toil  and  trouble. 

Lies  and  shams  and  sneers  we  double. 
First  Leaguer.  Here 's  a  sting  like  a  gnat. 
Third  Leaguer.  Put  in  that,  put  in  that. 
Second  Leaguer.  Here  's  BADLAW'S  brain. 
Third  Leaguer.  Put  in  a  grain. 

First  Leaguer.  Here 's  mud  from  cads,  and  slime  that 's  badder. 
Third  Leaguer.  That  will  make  our  foes  much  madder. 
All.  Hubble,  bubble,  *c.,  &c. 
Third  Leaguer.  Oh,  well  done !    He  '11  commend  our  pains, 

And  everyone  shall  share  the  gains. 

All  goes  right,  and  nought  goes  wrong, 

80  let  us  sing  our  jolly  song. 

SONQ   (WITH  CHORUS). 
Aw— "  If  I  had  a  Thousand  a  Year." 

Firtt  Leaguer. 
I  once  was  a  Member  of  Parliament, 

And  had  two  thousand  a  year. 
But  I  couldn't  control  my  unruly  tongue. 

So  now  I  find  myself  bare. 
But  in  the  New  Munioipalitee 
I  a  something  shall  find  that  will  just  suit  me, 
So  that  is  why  I  am  here,  my  Boys,  I  Repeat  in 
So  that  is  why  I  am  here.  J    Chorus. 

Second  Leaguer. 
Though  I  am  a  Member  of  Parliament, 

I  have  not  two  thousand  a  year  ; 
But  I  soon  got  a  little,  and  hope  to  get  more, 

Though  I  shall  have  to  wait  long,  1  fear : 
But  in  the  New  Municipalise,  &c. 

Third  Leaguer. 
I  ne'er  was  a  Member  of  Parliament, 

And  never  shall  be  one,  I  fear  ; 
But  the  be-all  and  end-all  of  my  public  life 

Is  to  get  just  two  thousand  a  year. 
And  in  the  New  Municipalitee,  Ac. 

[At  the  end  of  the  Chorus  they  join  hands  and  dance  to  the  tune 
of  "  We  are  a  Merry  Family,  tee  are,  we  are  !  "  and  vanish 
—  till  they  reappear  in  their  next  Scene. 


THE  "ROTAL"  AMUSBMESTS.  —  There  are  a  wonderful  pair  of 
Clowns— no  not  Pantaloons— styling  themselves  "  The  Two  MACS," 
now  performing  at  the  Royal  Music-Hall.  Their  fight  is  one  of  the 
most  astonishing  and  amusing  things  we  've  seen  for  a  long  time. 
They  ought  to  call  their  entertainment  "  The  Two  MACS  and  the  Filty 
Smacks,  which,  being  successful,  they'll  stick  to  like  wax."  And 
they  really  seem  to  like  whacks.  The  Proprietors  must  be  doing  un- 
commonly well,  as  there's  a  considerable  amount  of  COIKB— no 
duffer,  but  the  genuine  article  every  evening.  But  when  shall  we 
have  the  part-songs  and  the  glees,  ancient  and  modern,  back  again, 
as  in  the  good  old  days,  Contule  "PADDT"at  EVANS'S?  Just  a 
sprinkling  of  these,  sung  by  welj-tTained  choristers,  would  be  highly 
acceptable  to  a  considerable  portion  ot  the  public,  which  is  at  pre«  i 
prejudiced,  and  not  altogether  unreasonably,  against  the  usual  kind 
of  Mueic-Hall  Entertainment. 
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BtWARE!" 

He  (poetical).  "OH,  AMANDA!  WHT  TO  YOU  fHRiNK  FROM  MY  EMBHACR  AS  THE  STABTLBD 

FAWN  1REMBLES  AT  THE  RU8TLINO  OF  THB  AUTUMN    LEAVES?      WHY " 

She.   "'CAUSE  I'VK  jtrsr  BRRN  VACCINATED!" 


POPULAR  SUPERSTITIONS  EXPLAINED. 

1.  It  is  unlucky  to  spill  salt.    Of  course,  for  it  shows  that  you  are  either  naturally  clumsy, 
or  that  your  hand  is  unsteady  from  over-indulgence  in  tobacco,  and  anyhow  it  is  certain  tc 
raise  the  wrath  of  your  host. 

2.  It  is  unlucky  to  pass  under  a  ladder.    This  is  when  the  Gentleman  on  the  ladder  is  con- 
versing with  a  fellow  labourer,  and  lets  fall  a  hod  of  mortar,  or  a  pot  of  red  paint  on  your  head. 

3.  It  it  unlucky  to  pass  outside  a  ladder.    This  is  when  the  ladder  projects  to  the  curb- 
stone, the  road  is  very  muddy,  and  a  runaway  van  is  in  your  immediate  neighbourhood. 

4.  It 's  lucky  to  have  a  black  cat  in  the  house.     Its  presence  accounts  for  the  disappearance 
of  crtam,  cold  game,  and  other  viands  notoriously  detrimental  to  the  health. 

5.  It  is  unlucky  to  dream  of  a  black  dog.     Of  course,  as  it  shows  that  your  present  habil 
of  late  suppers  will  shortly  be  stopped  by  your  medical  attendant. 

6.  It  is  unlucky  to  meet  a  woman  with  a  squint.    It  is  a  great  misfortune  to  encounter  an 
ugly  woman  anywhere. 


7.  It  is  unlucky  to  sneeze  on  a  Friday.    It 
not  particularly  fortunate  on  any  other 

day  of  the  week,  as  it  probably  shows  you 

are  in  for  a  severe  cold. 

I.  It  is  lucky  to  hop  up-stairs  as  the  New 
Year  comes  in.     It  ameliorates  your  grief 
at  the  follies  of  last  year,  as  it  shows  how- 
ever capable  of  idiocy  you  were  then,  you 
are  still  more  capable  this  year. 

9.  It  is  unlucky  to  see  a  tingle  magpie.   It 
.ndicates  that  there  are  more  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood ;    and  for  discordant  noises  the 
magpie  is  pre-eminently  gifted  among  birds. 

10.  It  is  lucky  to  see  the  firtt  lamb  of  the 
year  with  its  face  towards  you.     It  any  rate 
shows  that  neither  your  visage  nor  your 
apparel  is  so    absolutely   repulsive    as  to 
frighten  a  beast  of  the  field. 

II.  It   is  unlucky   to    lit  down  to   table 
thirteen  in  number.     It  is  equally  unlucky 
to  sit  down  twelve  if  there  is  only  elbow- 
room  for  eight. 

12.  There  is  luck  in  odd  numbers.  This 
entirely  depends  upon  the  game  you  are 
playing,  and  what  the  other  man  has  up  his 
sleeves.  

PRIVATE  AND  CONFIDENTIAL. 

AlR—  "  Mows  nnd  Aaron." 

As  JIMMY  and  'ARBY  were  talking  abuut 

Art, 
Says  JIMMY  to  'ARRY,  "  Oh,  on  that  lay  1  'm 

smart. 
I  know  the  way  to  fetch  the  Mob, 

The  Swells'  applause  to  carry, 
And  pouch  the  proletariat  '  bob.'  " 
"Lori   'Ow's  it  done!"' says 'ARRY. 

Says  JIMMY  to'AnuY,  "The  art  of  Art's  to 

No,  not  like  MICHAEL  ANGELO,  but  BARMJM. 

That 's  the  law. 
You  play  on  fashionable  fad, 

And  your  reward  won't  tarry. 
Society  on  Art  is  mad." 
"  Oh,  right  you  are !  "  says  'AHBY. 

Says  JIMMY  to  'AEEY,  "  You  do  a  lot  of 

scrawls, 
And  frame  them  very  carefully,  and  stick 

them  on  huff  walls, 
You  deck  the  place  with  saffron  silk, 

And  pots  the  hue  of  mustard, 
A  harmony  in  eggs  and  milk — : 
Says  'ARBY,  "  Like  a  custard!  " 

Says    JIMMY   to  'ARRY,    "Now  that's   a 

Cockney  joke, 
Fit  for  a  '  cad,'  a  '  Philistine,'  a  '  buffer,' 

or  a'  bloke.' 
The  only  paying  jest — a  sell — 

With  gravity  you  carry  ; 
Laugh  in  your  sleeve— does  just  as  well!" 
"Ah,  ah!     / 'm  fly  I  "  says 'ARBY. 

Says  JIMMY  to  'A.BRY,  "Society 's  a  sham  ; 
Whene'er  'tis  seized  with  new  fad,  to  tit  it 

with  a  flam 
Is  work  for  the  smart  charlatan, 

Who  brain  and  bounce  can  marry^; 
And — do  you  know  the  sort  of  man?  " 
"  You  bet  I  do !  "  says  'AERY. 

Says  'ARRY  to  JIMMY,  "  It  seems  a  rummy 

start ; 
But  if  you  stick  up  Smudge  or  Scrawl,  and 

kid  the  world  it 's  Art, 
You  draw  the  dollars  of  the  mugs, 

The  werdicts  of  the  whimmy  I 
Yer  fist !  We  match  like  two  pint  jugs ! ' 
"  Oh,  hang  your  cheek  I "  says  JIMM.T, 


NEW  BOOK. — Shortly  will  be  published, 
New  Pullman  Nights.  By  the  Author  of 
Old  Coaching  Days. 
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LIBERTY,    EQUALIIY,    FRATERNITY!" 


Interesting  Discovery. 

Is  making  some  alterations  at  the  Gaiety  Theatre  the  other  day, 
the  fossil  remains  of  an  enormons  Mashtodon  were  discovered. 
Mr.  JOHN  HOLLINGSHEAD  will  shortly  read  a  paper  befor*  th« 
Society  of  Antiquaries,  entitled  "The  Solitaire  of  the  Mashtodon 
discovered  in  making  Recent  Excavations  at  the  Gaiety  Theatr*." 
This  solitaire  is  BO  less  than  three  feet  in  diameter— about  the  size 
of  an  ordinary  school-room  globe— so  it  would  appear  the  race  has 
of  late  years  greatly  degenerated. 


Echo  on  the  Situation. 

appears  to  give  our  wranglers  satisfaction? 

Echo.  Faction ! 
What  is  hopeless  made  by  wrangling,  jangling  faction  ? 

Echo.  Action  ! 
Should  men  share  or  shun  this  palsying  of  action  ? 

Echo.  Shun  ! 


BI-LL'S  BEBH)iCTiO!T.—  Tax 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED   FROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

~  MONDAY  Night,  February  26.— Great  joy  in  House  of  Lords  to- 
night. A  Bill  is  brought  in,  and  prospect  of  some  work.  Rather 
hard  on  Noble  Lords  of  late.  Come  down  regularly  at  four  o'clock ; 
see  LORD  CHANCELLOR  enter  with  bag  and  baggage  ;  hear  youngest 
Bishop  say  prayers  ;  sit  and  look  at  each  other  ior  a  few  minutes  ; 
then  somebody  asks  question,  somebody  else  answers  it ;  and  they 
walk  wearily  away. 

"  Lords  might  as  well  be  abolished  at  once,"  says  Our  Only 
General  and  Latest  Peer.  "  Every  night  I  come  down  here  I  feel 
like  SCHACABAC  going  to  dine  with  BARMECIDE." 

"  SCHACABAC  ?  "  said  Our  Only  Commander-in-Chief.  "  SCHACA- 
BAC?  Don't  seem  to  remember  him  ?  What's  his  regiment  ?" 

"  He  was  not  in  the  Army,  Sir,"  WOLSELEY  explained.  "  He  was 
a  Scotchman  travelling  in  the  East." 

WOLSELEY  's  picked  up  a  good  deal  of  information  since  he  went 
to  Cairo.  Quite  pathetic  interest  round  Oar  Only  Bill,  which  is  for 
electing  Scotch  Representative  Peers.  Marquis  of  HUNTLY  dread- 
fully afraid  we  shall  gobble  it  up  at  one  meal,  and  begs  LORD 
CHANCELLOR  not  to  hurry  along  with  Second  Reading.  LORD  CHAN- 
CELLOR promises,  and  Peers  go  home  pleased. 

In  House  of  Commons  another  dull  night.  Still  harping  on  the 
Address.  Had  Ireland  with  us  through  most  of  last  week,  on  one 
Amendment  or  other.  Now  Ireland  has  an  Amendment  all  to  her 
unhappy  self.  Begin  afresh,  and  go  through  the  old  familiar  story. 

"Quite  a  mistake,"  Mr.  COCRTENEY  complains,  "  to  say  you  can't 
eat  your  cake  and  have  it.  Irish  Members  ate  their  cake  last  week 
on  WORST'S  Amendment,  and  now  here  it  comes  served  up  again  full- 
size,  and  they  munch  it  all  night." 

In  distress  of  body  and  soul,  under  this  wearisome  wet  blanket  of 
words,  House  spasmodically  attempts  to  be  merry.  Determines  to 
laugh  "  whateffer  "  as  Mr.  MACFARLANE  says  since  he  has  been  to 
Styornaway.  To-night,  for  example,  Mr.  CALLAN  up  ;  referring  to 
some  statement  he  doesn't  believe  says,  "  Well,  I  can  swallow  a 

good  deal,  but "  Here  the  House  breaks  in  with  roar  of 

laughter.  Laughs  consummately  for  space  of  three  or  four  minutes. 
Suppose  there 's  a  joke  somewhere.  Talk  it  over  with  Sir  GEOKOB 
BALFOUR  and  Mr.  RAMSAY.  We  give  it  up. 

JButinest  done. — None. 

Tuesday  Night. — Peers  terrible  fellows  to  work  when  once  begin. 
Only  yesterday  Bill  brought  in  dealing  with  election  of  Scotch  Peers : 
to-day  Lord  GALLOWAY  brings  in  another. 


"The  Chamberlain  Light." 

T  "jlfi. .tnin?s  %°  on  at  this  rate,"  I  say  to  Lord  REDESDALE,  "your 
Lordship  will  have  to  retire  to  Cannes  for  a  week  or  two." 

No,  TOBY  "  says  Chairman  of  Committees,  "  I  '11  die  at  my  post, 
•e  s  a  good  many,  including  SALISBUKY,  who  would  like  to  hear 
1  was  off  to  Cannes  or  anywhere  else  out  of  the  way.  Some  of  the 
young  Peers,  too,  are  inclined  to  be  fractious,  and  sneer  at  my  little 
ways.  But  I  know  what  I  owe  my  country,  and  I  '11  pay  it  to  the 
ittermost  snarl.  The  country 's  going  to  the  dogs,  (no  offence  to 
yon,  TOBY)  ;  but  as  long  as  I  can  hold  it  back  I  '11  hang  on." 

In  House  of  Commons,  Mr.  JOHN  MORLEY.  Elect  of  Newcastle -on- 

.yne,  enters  amid  thunderous  applause.    House  knows  a  good  man 

when  it  eees  him,  and  here,  take  him  all  in  all,  is  the  best  that  has 

rrived  suice  bye-elections  began.    Took  an  opportunity,  when  the 

crowd  had  departed,  of  giving  him  a  little  advice. 


"  There's  a  good  deal  expected  of  you  here,  my  Jo- John,  which  is 
a  bad  thing  to  start  with.  A  man  might  as  conveniently  walk  up 
to  table  to  take  the  oath  with  a  millstone  round  his  neck,  as  with 
special  reputation  earned  outside.  You  '11  have  to  fight  hard  against 
your  own  reputation.  There  is  one  help  to  victory,  simple  and  effi- 
cacious. Whatever  happens,  under  any  provocation,  don't  open  your 
lips  to  speak  this  Session.  By  next  year  the  House  will  nave  got 
used  to  your  presence.  You  will  be  JOHN  MORLEY,  M.P.  If  you 
make  good  speech,  you  will  be  one  of  us,  and  that  will  be  all  right. 
If  you  speak  in  first  Session,  you  are  still  outsider,  and  will  be  dealt 
with  as  such.  Deal  of  human  nature  here,  JOHN,  including  preva- 
lence of  the  'arf-a-brick  principle  when  we  see  a  stranger,  especially 


"  Who  cares  for  the  Government  of  London  ?  " 

Lord  Randolph  Churchill' t  Speech  at  Woodstock. 

if  he 's  made  a  name  outside  and  thinks  he 's  coming  here  to  crow 
over  us." 

J.  M.  made  note  of  these  remarks.    Promised  to  think  them  over. 

Business  done. — Still  roaming  round  the  Address,  with  little  inter- 
ludes touching  Kilmainham  Treaty.  Odd  word  "Kilmainham." 
RICHARD  POWER  says  so  called  because  inconvenient  questions  con- 
nected with  it  Can't  be  Hilled. 

Wednesday  Afternoon. — Still  on  the  Address.  More  than  a  little 
tired  of  it.  Irish  Members  not  managed  with  the  old  success  in 
giving  it  appearance  of  reality.  Got  a  shock  last  Monday  that 
settled  me  for  week.  Didn't  mention  it  at  the  time,  being  ashamed  of 
my  own  weakness ;  but  may  as  well  make  clean  breast. 

Came  in  whilst  Mr.  O'BRIEN,  the  latest  messenger  of  peace  from 
Ireland,  was  on  his  legs.  Much  struck  with  manifest  earnestness  of 
the  man.  With  hands  clenched,  teeth  set,  and  eyes  flashing  under 
overhanging  brow,  he  literally  wrestled  with  his  thoughts.  Words 
well  chosen,  carefullv  enunciated ;  seemed  as  if  he  had  other  things 
to  say,  but  recognised  his  position  and  the  place,  and  after  infinite 
struggle,  kept  back  phrases  that  would  bring  down  on  him  reproof 
from  Chair. 

Still,  words  sufficiently  burning  and  not  without  reason.  Was 
talking  about  the  memorable  massacre  at  Maamstresna.  A  helpless 
family  butchered  in  the  night  by  cowardly  ruffians,  who  deliberately 
set  forth  to  accomplish  the  infamy.  Neither  grey  hairs  nor  infant 
cries  regarded.  All  butchered  in  their  beds,  the  skulking  murderers 
making  off  in  dead  of  night,  and  long  eluding  justice.  O'BRIEN'S 
frame  trembled  with  honest  indignation  as  he  spoke  of  it.  A  little 
puzzled  to  hear  him  denouncing  the  Irish  Executive  and  the  present 
Chief  Secretary.  But  that,  I  suppose,  is  the  way  of  Irishmen.  Only 
just  came  in  whilst  O'BRIEN  hissing  forth  through  clenched  teeth  his 
honest  indignation.  Dare  say  he  was  commenting  on  length  of  time 
that  elapsed  between  murder  and  conviction.  LOWTHER  standing  by 
me  at  the  Bar  listening. 

"  There,  JAMES,  you  see,"  I  said  to  him,  "these  fellows  aren't  all 
hardened.  Here 's  0'BniEN,  who  speaks  strongly  enough  on  political 
questions,  comes  out  like  a  man  when  murder's  the  matter.  This 
powerful  denunciation  of  the  murderers  of  the  JOYCE  family  will  surely 
have  good  effect  in  Ireland." 

"  Bah  1  Young  Innocence,"  said  JAMES,  turning  on  his  heel. 
"It's  not  the  murders  he's  lamenting,  but  the  hanging  of  the 
murderers." 

And  so  it  was,  as  I  learned  on  fuller  inquiry.  These  clenched 
hands,  this  quivering  body,  these  flashing  eyes,  and  this  passionate 
voice  all  for  the  men  who  skulked  by  night,  and,  in  fancied 
security,  slew  the  helpless  family  !  Not  a  word  of  regret  for  the 
victims.  Only  bitter  denunciation  for  Judge,  Jury,  and  Executive 
that  hanged  the  murderers.  This  seems  to  give  one  enough  of  Irish 
Members  for  one  week. 

llusinest  done. — Put  another  spoke  in  wheel  of  the  Address. 

Thursday.—  Quite i  affecting  scene  at  witching  hour  of  midnight. 
LYON  PLAIFAIR  resigned  Chairmanship  of  Committees.  Did  it  in 
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speech  of  excellent  feeling  and  taste.  Lord  HAHTIRGTON  said  some 
things  both  pleading  and  true,  and  Sir  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTK  having 
gone  home,  not  knowing  affair  coming  off,  SCLATKR-BOOTH  spoke  on 
behalf  of  Opposition.  .80,  amid  salvos  of  cheering,  LYON  retired 
from  the  Treasury  Bench,  and  went  to  lie  down  with  the  lambs  be- 
hind. Sir  CHAKLES  FORKTER  affected  to  tears. 

Fancy  conscience  of  some  of  the  gentlemen  on  the  Opposition 
benches  must  have  been  ruffled  as  they  cheered.  Have  always  said, 
and  will  always  stick  to  it,  that  PLAYFAIR  hadn't  Fair-play.  He 
held  Chair  in  exceptionally  troublesome  times,  and  a  dead  set  was 
made  against  him  from  below  the  Gangway  opposite. 

Got  through  debate  at  last,  after  luminous  speech  from  ASUMEAD- 
BARTLETT,  from  which  I  gather  that  things  are  looking  bad  abroad 
and  rather  shaky  at  home. 

"  Wonderful  man,  A.-B.,"  I  say  to  Sir  C.  DILKE.  "  Such  a  grasp 
of  the  situation.  Sees  everything  whether  at  home  or  abroad." 

"  So  he  ought,"  said  Sir  CHAHLES.     "  He 's  Member  for  Eye." 

Fancy  DII.KK  was  sneering.  But  A.-B.  had  just  mentioned  that 
when  Under  Foreign  Secretary,  DILKE  had  "  succeeded  in  failing  in 
everything." 

Business  done. — Address  disposed  of. 

Friday  Night. — Ireland  again,  of  course,  though  Address  is  passed 
through  all  stages.  But  this  time  Ireland  usefully.  Mr.  O'SnAUOH- 
NF.88Y  brings  in  Resolution  pledging  House  to  agree  to  compulsory 
education,  for  Ireland.  TBRVELYAN  accepts  on  part  of  the  Govern- 
ment. This  is  to  be  the  Coercion  Bill  for  next  year.  The  best  of 
long  series. 

More  post-mortem  examinations.  "  I  thank  thee,  MACFAHLAKK, 
for  teaching  me  that  word."  WILFRID  LAWSON  on  Egyptian  War. 
Funereal  aspect  of  House.  Ghosts  of  jokes.  Difficulty  in  getting  a 
Jury.  Verdict— "Now,  for  goodness'  sake,  WILFRID,  don't  let's 
have  any  more  of  this." 

li  millets  done. —  Supply. 


NAME!   NAME! 

AN  item  of  really  important  Parliamentary  news  in  the  Daily 
Telegraph,  last  week,  was  this : — 

"Mr.  CHOPPER  is  to  take  the  place  of  Mr.  GCBST  as  a  member  of  the 
Common*'  Kitchen  Committee." 

Something  in  names  occasionally.  CROPPER  would  find  his  place 
in  the  kitchen  department  as  a  Hare-dresser ;  and  a  Guest  clearly 


A  Caught  Han  dresser. 


Muter  Croppvr. 


ought  to  be  at  table.    By  the  way,  why  is  u  huntsman  who  doern't 
come  olf  when  his  horse  unexpectedly  refuses  a  fence  like  the 
Member  for  Kendal  P   Answer:  Because  he's  just  missed  a  Cropper  1 
"  I  Guest  it  1  "  exclaimed  the  Member  for  Wareham. 


Programme  and  Progress. 

As  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM  would  put  it,  "  Modesty  is  always  the  best 
policy,"  and  Mr.  LEADER,  who  seems  conscious  that  his  self-elected 
position  as  Manager  of  HEK  MAJESTY'S  Theatre,  is  one  of  no  slight 
responsibility,  seems  determined  to  act  up  to  the  spirit  of  the  good 
old  familiar  proverb. 

"  We  shall,"  (he  says),  "  I  trust,  be  diverting,  but  not  irreverent ;  grand, 
but  not  gaudy;  mirthful,  but  not  meretricious;  decorous,  hut  never  depres- 
sing. A  band  of  tried  talent,  conducted  by  a  director  of  acknowledged  skill 
and  experience  —  a  ballet  of  beauty  displayed  with  costliness  and  magni- 
ficence— a  stage  set  with  all  the  grace  and  fancy  that  modern  scenic  art  can 
•uppiy—  will  be  but  the  guiding  force  of  a  company  specially  selected  for  its 
pungency  of  humour,  it*  love  ot  art,  and  its  power  of  song." 

After  this,  Mr.  Punch  can  only  advise  every  Manager  in  London, 
"  Follow  my  LEADER.^ 

Nsw  BOOK.—"  A  Nicht  wi1  Burns  "—dedicated  to  Captain  SHAW. 


PROSPECTS  OF  THE  BRIGHTON  REVIEW. 

BY    iH'Mlt-CllAMlto. 


Fart  worn  great-coat*  will  be  issued.      Undue  Opening  Out  on  the  March 

U  to  be  (.voided. 


The  Troop*  are  to  more  over  the 
Ground  u  rapidly  u  potable. 


A  small  Body  hu  succeeded 
in  Landing. 


"  IRISH  IDEAS." 

"IRELAND  should  be  managed  according  to  Irish  idea*."—  Homt-R*U 
Axiom. 

Molloy.  Ould  Oireland  is  sick.    The  best  rimidy,  bar  none, 

Is  simply  migration  to  waste  lands. 
The  O'Donoghue.  There  are  none. 

Migration 's  all  bosh,  for  our  o'ererowded  nation 

Theproper  specific  is  jnst  emigration. 
Parnell.  What !  expatriation  for  Pat  P    Simply  villanons  I 
Blake.  With  mere  pertaties  we  can't  go  on  tillin'  us. 

Cannot  eat  more  than  some  five  pounds  per  ditm, 

Fourteen  required  to  support  one.    You  try  'em  ! 

Give  us  a  more  satisfactory  edible, 

Or  a  new  Sun  !    You  may  deem  it  incredible, 

But  I  asshure  ye  onr  Sun 's  got  a  chill  on  ; 

Cooling  down  last,  though  of  old  hot  as  DILLON. 

Soon,  like  the  Moon,  will  die  out  to  a  cindher. 

Cure  these  two  ills,  and  there  'a  nought  else  to  hindher. 
Nolan.  Public  Works! 

Carry.  No,  Public  Workhoniefl  1 

& Sullivan.  Query,  all ! 

My  hope  for  Oireland's  in— drainage  arterial. 
Conflicting  Charivari  of  Voicei.  Fisheries !    Narrow-gauge  Bail- 
ways  !  1    More  factories ! ! ! 

Clear  out  the  Castle!!!!     Sack   Rads   and   bring   back 

Tories ! ! ! !  I 

John  Bull  (deafened  and  disheartened).   Well,  to  receive  good 
advice  one  rejoices, 

But  by  St.  Patrick  the  "  Isle's  full  of  voices," 

Irish  ideas  may  perchance  gain  the  victory — 

When  their  mad  chaos  is  less  contradictory. 


A  FRSSH  DISTRIBUTION  OF  SEATS.— A  lively  political  meeting, 
when  all  the  benches  are  shied  at  the  Chairman. 


Demand  and  Supply. 

"  SUPPLY  and  Demand,"  once  held  equal,  of  late 
The  House's  economists  greatly  must  try  ; 

The  supply  of  demands  on  its  time  is  so  great 
As  to  dock  the  time  due  to  demands  of  Supply. 

EXHIBITION  OF  DRY  Ponrrs.— The   Pens   of   Mr.  WHISTLER'S 
future  Critics.  

NEW  STARS  ON  THE  STAGE.— Electric  lights  at  the  Savoy,  where 
each  girl  appears  with  her  own  spark. 


DIPLOMATIC  "  FUTURE  IN  RUB."— MUSUHUS. 
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SPEED    THE    PARTING    GUEST." 

(THINGS  ONE  WOULD  RATHER  HAVE  LEFT  UNSAID.) 

"WB'V«  HAD  SUCH  A   PLKA8ANT  EVSNING,    MR.    JONES  !      MAY  I   BEG   OF  YOU  TO  ASK  ONE  OF   TOUR  SERVANTS  TO  CALL  A   HANSOM! 

"WITH  PLSASUHS,  MRS.  SMITH!" 


THE  OLD  "STROKE." 

Locum  Tenens.  Hillo  I    Here  you  are  !    This  is  really  A  1, 
And  by  Jingo,  old  man,  you  look  thundering  "  fit "  ! 
Old  Stroke  (peeling).  Oh,  yes  1    I  was  right  out  of  form,  Sir,  clean 

done, 

But  I  'm  glad  to  believe  I  have  pulled  up  a  bit. 
The  Sawbones  would  have  it,  you  know— couldu't  shirk, 

And  I  really  did  feel  most  tremendously  stale, 
But  I  think  I  'm  now  game  for  a  good  bit  of  work. 
Locum  Tenens.  We  want  it,  old  fellow.    Haw  much  do  yon  scale  ? 
Old  Stroke.  Oh,  the  old  "  fighting  weight."    You  appear  "  cherry 

ripe," 

And  "  the  Rhodian's  "  back  looms  as  broad  as  of  old. 
Locum  Tenent  (aside').  Lots  of  go,  but  will  splash.    Wants  a  quiet 

tongue- wipe. 

Old  Stroke.  And  young  Brum  ? 

Locum  Teneni.  Pulls  his  ounces,  and  gets  a  fair  "  hold  " 

™  7  c.     ,  so^e  tendency  has  to— well,  pull  the  boit  round. 
(Jut  stroke.  \  ou  've  been  doing  good  work  ? 
L,,cumTenen,.  Bit  behind  in  our  practice, 

1  wo  weeks  cut  to  waste,  more  or  less. 
Old  Stroke  I '11  be  bound 

I  hat  it  wasn  t  your  fault. 

Locum  Ttnens.  May  be  not ;  but  the  fact  is 

«;j  c.     7  haven  i  your  we>sht  or  trained  style. 
°"  Stroke  You 're  too  modest, 

1  our  long  steady  stroke  will  win  many  a  race. 

The  rival  lot,  eh  ? 

Locum  n«MM.  Well,  their  style  's  of  the  oddest- 

All  over  the  shop.    Though  some  of  them  show  pace, 
Ihey  are  like  a  scratch  crew-very  seldom  together, 

And  as  iur  their  cox.,  he  's  the  cheekiest  lad  ; 
loo  much      patter"  on  board.      Then  we've  had  beastly 

weather, 
And  floods— oh.  great  Swithin  !  what  drenches  we  Ve  had ! 


Van  Dunk's  draught  or  the  Castlereagh-pump  flow  not  in  it. 
Old  Stroke.  Well,  well,  we  '11  make  up  for  lost  time,  never  fear. 

With  the  work  we  've  to  do  we  should  not  lose  a  minute. 
Locum  Tenens.  Jolly  glad  to  see  you  back,  old  fellow  ! 
Jioat't  Crew  (in  chorus). 


Hear !  hear ! 


An  Irish  Initiative. 


Ma.  T.  D.  SULLIVAN,  on  his  legs  the  other  night  in  the  House, 
"  declared  that  the  only  remedy  for  Irish  evils  was  for  England  to 
adopt  the  policy  of  '  hands  off"1  Yes,  indeed,  only  let  the  Gentle- 
men of  the  Irish  Assassination  Society  begin  it. 


A  New  "Whip." 

"Specimens  of  the  kourbash  and  the  bastinado,  just  brought  from  E*ypt, 
have  been  examined  with  much  curiosity  and  interest  by  a  number  of  Mi-iu- 
bers  of  Parliament." — Daily  News. 

THIS  opens  up  a  vista !    Conld  one  use 
The  Turk's  sole  argument,  the  bastinado, 
Upon  each  Parliamentary  desperado 
Who  England's  long,  long  patience  doth  abuse, 
The  heeling  measure,  to  a  sore  time  suiting, 
Perchance  might  place  things  on  a  fairer  looting. 


AN  ambitious  Actor  confided  to  a  friend  that  he  intended  to  strike 
out  a  line  for  himself.  "  Not  one  in  the  part  I  've  written  for  you," 
bhouted  a  tyrannical  Author. 


"THE  Goose  with  the  Golden  Eggs?"  said  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM. 
"Ah,  I  suppose  that  was  one  of  the  Geese  that  saved  the  Capital— 
a  thing  very  few  Geese  do  in  the  present  day." 
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FIRST-RATE    CARDS. 


THK  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS  AND  THE  ACE. 

[Her  MAJESTY  hat  stated  that  the  u  greatly  pleated  with  the  photograph 
of  Miss  JBSSIB  ACE,  both  a>  a  work  of  Art  and  ai  a  memento  of  a  noble  act.] 


AMATEUR  ACTORS  OFF  THE  LINE. 

(  To  the  Editor.) 

VERY  DEAR  SIR, 

IN  the  course  of  the  correspondence  about  Sir  PERCY 
SIIK.I.I.EV'S  Theatre,  Mr.  HORACE  WIGAN  declared  that  the  Hon. 
SLINGSBT  BKTHKLL  made  no  objection  to  the  performances  BO  long  as 
he  was  taking  a  personal  part  in  them.  To  this  Mr.  BKTHKLL  replied 
he  had  only  played  once,  and  then  had  been  fitted  with  "  a  very 
humble  part  without  lines."  The  Hon.  Gentleman  seemed  to  think 
that  a  non-speaking  rule  was  beneath  his  dignity  as  a  distinguished 
non-professional  Actor  of  many  years'  standing.  Surely  the  Hon. 
Gentleman  was  wrong,  as  a  thoughtful  Amateur  can  take  the  smallest 
possible  character,  and  with  a  little  earnest  attention  "  invest  it  with 
considerable  artistic  merit."  As  I  have  spent  the  greater  part  of  a 
long  life  in  considering  the  "  very  humble  parts"  of  the  recognised 
Amateur  Drama,  a  few  extracts  from  my  note-book  may  prove 
acceptable  as  illustrating  my  meaning,  and  serving  as  a  collection  of 
useful  examples  to  the  persevering  student  in  the  same  line. 

Lady  of  Lyons. — Fart  of  Third  Officer.  Object  of  Introduction. — 
To  talk  with  enthusiasm  of  the  rapid  promotion  of  Claude  Melnotte. 
Conventional  Rendering. — To  dress  him  as  a  very  young  man,  and 
to  make  him  speak  with  enthusiasm.  Recommended  Improved 
Rendering. — To  cause  him  to  utter  the  words,  "  Promotion  is  very 
rapid  in  the  French  Army— I  was  made  a  lieutenant  yesterday,"  in 
a  quavering  voice,  tremulous  from  extreme  old  age.  Dress  him  as  an 
ancient  officer,  with  long  white  hair  and  sunken  cheeks.  He  should 
support  himself  with  a  long  stall',  be  troubled  with  rheumatism,  and 
be  subject  to  a  "churchyard  cough."  Rip  Van  Winkle,  after  his 
long  sleep,  will  serve  as  an  excellent  type  upon  which  the  Third 
Officer  may  be  modelled.  Played  with  carelul  attention  to  detail,  he 
is  sure  to  prove  effective. 

A  Sheep  in  Wolft  Clothing.— Part  of  John  Zoyland  the  Black- 
smith. Object  of  Introduction. — To  break  open  a  door  in  a  cup- 
board in  which  a  proscribed  cavalier  is  supposed  to  be  concealed, 
in  the  presence  of  his  heart-broken  wife  and  household  and  his 
military  pursuers.  Conventional  Rendering. — To  come  in  dressed 
as  an  ordinary  workman,  and,  after  breaking  open  the  cupboard, 
retire  quietly.  Recommeded  Improved  Rendering. — To  enter  in 
holiday  costume.  It  is  his  birthday,  and  consequently  he  has  been 
"  keeping  it  up  "  in  the  usual  manner.  He  tries  to  kiss  the  maid- 
servant, and  .salutes  Colonel  Percy  A'irA,  who  is  present  to  arrest 
the  proscribed  traitor,  with  comic  obsequiousness.  Next  he  can't 
find  the  cupboard,  and  begins  to  nail  up  a  wrong  door.  Set  right, 
he  does  his  work  in  the  leisurely  and  inaccurate  fashion  common 
amongst  the  inebriated.  Ultimately  he  insists  in  dumb  show  upon 
being  paid,  and  pantomimieally  expresses  his  contempt  at  the 
smalmess  of  his  remuneration  to  all  the  characters  in  succession, 
giving  special  attention  to  the  heart-broken  wife.  Played  with 
spirit,  this  little  part  should  be  one  of  the  "features'1  of  the 
performance. 

Pint  and  Pattion. — Part  of  officer  in  charge  of  troops.  Object  of 
Introduction.— -To  arrest  M.  Fouche  at  the  instigation  of  Berthier, 
Prince  of  Neufchdtel,  and  in  the  presence  of  Marie  (heroine  of  the 
piece),  her  lover,  and  Desmareti,  a  police  spy,  at  the  end  of  the  Third 
Act.  Conventional  Rendering. — To  stand  at  the  back  of  the  stage  in 
one  position  until  the  fall  of  the  Curtain.  Recommended  Improved 
Rendering, — To  remember  that,  as  an  officer  of  a  crack  regiment 


stationed  at' Paris,  he  would  certainly  have  met  all  the  characters 
present  in  general  society.  Consequently,  he  should  approach  3farit 
and  gallantly  kiss  her  hand,  offer  snuff  to  her  lover,  and  strike  Dei- 
mareti  playfully,  but  scornfully,  with  the  flat  of  his  sword.  Should 
he  have  time  before  the  fall  of  the  Curtain  to  do  more,  he  may  u«e- 
f  ully  employ  his  leisure  in  whispering  to  the  Prince  de  tfeufchdul 
a  "  good  story  "  with  gesticulation  suggestive  of  limitless  merriment. 
Played  in  this  fashion,  this  very  subordinate  part  will  not  be  easily 
forgotten. 

The  Bengal  Tiger. — Part  of  one  of  the  Indian  attendants  upon  Sir 
Paul  Pagoda.  Object  of  Introduction. — To  bring  in  a  snuff-box. 
Cunrentumiil  Rendering. — To  wait  in  complete  repoM  for  the  orders 
of  his  master,  and  then  to  obey  them  without  attracting  attention. 
Recommended  Improved  Rendering. — To  bear  in  mind  that  as  pro- 
bably the  Indian  attendant  was  a  prince  in  his  own  country,  he 
should  wear  the  most  gorgeous  costume,  jewelled  turban,  robe  of 
gold,  diamond-hilled  scimitar,  &o.  Sir  Paul  would  permit  this 
dress,  as,  having  the  supreme  contempt  of  old-fashioned  Anglo- 
Indians  for  "niggers,"  he  would  regard  the  apparel  of  his. servant 
with  cold  indifference.  If  the  attendant  had  royal  blood  in  his  veins, 
he  would  at  every  command  of  his  master  half  draw  his  sword,  and 
then,  by  a  mighty  act  of  self-repression,  control  himself.  He  would, 
no  doubt,  be  a  Buddhist,  and  consequently,  when  he  had  no  better 
employment,  he  would  usefully  fill  up  his  time  in  worshipping  a 
small  idol  he  would  carry  about  with  him.  Finally,  at  the  end  of 
the  piece,  finding  the  drudgery  of  having  to  hand  a  snuff-box  about 
to  an  irritable  old  gentleman  too  much  for  him,  he  would  commit 
sensational  suicide  with  a  knife  or  a  pistol.  Thus  played,  the  little 
part  would  stand  out  from  other  little  parts  in  bold  relief. 

And  now  I  think  I  have  written  enough  to  show  that  Mr.  BETHILL 
was  wrong  to  write  disparagingly  of  a  very  humble  part  "  without 
lines."  All  that  is  wanted  in  improving  such  a  character  is  bold- 
ness and  the  courage  of  your  opinions.  Your  innovations  are  not 
likely  to  be  very  popular  with  your  fellow-actors.  But  what  of 
that  ?  Professional  jealousy  is,  as  everyone  knows,  the  rule,  and  not 
the  exception.  And  remember  if  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  yon 
can  always  run  for  your  life,  and  the  police  are  bound  to  protect 
yon. 

Apologising  for  monopolising  so  much  of  your  space,  I  remain, 

Sincerely  yours, 
(Signed)       Air  EXTINGUISHED  AMATEUR. 

Starch  Hare1 1  Day.    Junior  Shakspeare  Club. 

Pope  Adapted. 

(By  a  Birmingham  Coniervatire.) 

TRUE  Toryism  marks  off  man  from  fella', 

And  all  the  rest  is— CHAMBERLAIN  and  MUNDELLA. 

Br  BIRD  PERMISSION  OF  THE  VESTRY.— The  Mudlarkyologioal 
Society  will  hold  its  meetings  in  London  until  further  notice. 


WHAT  SHALL  WE  DO  WITH  IT? 


A  SUGGESTION  to  the  First  Commissioner : 
—Invest  it  with  artistic  merit ;  i.e..  slightly 
alter  the  nose,  give  it  a  pair  of  collars,  and 
it  will  appear  as  an  admirable  Equestrian 
Statue  of  the  Grand  Old  Man,  mounted  on 
some  hobby  or  other,— say  Cloture  far 
choice. 


DUBLIN  COUNTY.— 
Mr.  McMAHOif,  a  Par- 
nellite,  beaten  by  a 
majority  of  1086.  "The 
High  Sheriff,"  says  the 
D.  T.  report,  "  having 
declared  the  state  of 
the  poll,  there  were 
enthusiastic  and  pro- 
longed cheers  and  cries 
for  'The  Colonel.1" 
"Why,oert'nly"-and 
as  there  was  no  true 
Liberal  candidate,  we 
congratulate  Colonel 
KuiO-IlAKMAN  on  his 
victory,  as  his  senti- 
ments are  in  Harman-y 
with  Law  and  Order. 


IN  last  week's  World 
appeared  an  eccentric 
letter  with  a  still  more 
eccentric  signature, 
from  Mr.  WHISTLER, 
dated  from  Tite  Street. 
Very  suggestive,  but,  let 
us  hope,  not  true.  At  all 
events,  "Tite"  Street 
wouldn't  be  at  all  the 
sort  of  place  f  or  Sir  WIL- 
FRID LAWSON  to  live  in. 
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LAW  AND  EQUITY   UNDER 
ONE  ROOF. 

(From  the  Diary  of  a  Q.C.) 

9'30  A.M.— At  chambers.  At- 
tended half-a-dozen  consultations, 
and  signed  twenty-three  opinions. 

10  A.M. — Opened  in  a  breach  of 
promise  of  marriage  case.     Got  a 
lot  of  fun  out  of  the  love-letters. 
Had  to  cut  it  rather  short,  how- 
ever, as  I  soon  found  myself  due 
in  another  Court  next  door. 

11  A.M. — Examined  in  chief  the 
Defendant  in  an   accident  case. 
When  I  came  to  a  critical  point, 
had  to  turn  it  over  to  my  Junior. 
Due  elsewhere  over  the  way. 

12  NOON. — Argued  a  matter  in 
Chancery.     Rather  loose  ia  my 
reasoning,  in  consequence  of  hav- 
ing to  think  over  a  speech  I  had 
to  deliver  later. 

1  P.M.— Opposed  an  application 
in  bankruptcy  upstairs,  took  some 
lunch  downstairs,  and  attended 
consultations,  and  signed  opinions 
until  it  was  time  to  reappear  in 
Court. 

2  P.M. — Made  a  speech  in  de- 
fence of  a  libel  action.     Inter- 
rupted once  or  twice  by  the  Judge, 
being  a  little   imperfect  in   my 
facts,  having  been  elsewhere  when 
the  case  was  opened  for  the  Plain- 
tiff. 

3  P.M.— Before  the  Lords  Jus- 
tices  in    an    appeal  ease — third 
door  to  the  right.      Again  rather 
shaky,  but  was  cleverly  picked 
up    and  prompted   by  a  bright 
young  Junior. 

4  P.M.— In  the  Divorce  Court 
(second    turning   to    the    left), 
summed  up  in  defence  of  a  co- 
respondent.   Afraid  I  must  have 
gone  wrong  somewhere,  as  I  heard 
subsequently    that    the    Jury 
awarded  £6,000  damages. 

4'30  P.M.— Just  put  the  finish- 
ing touch  to  a  railway  accident 
case  (court  at  the  end  of  corri- 
dor), and,  through  a  misconcep- 
tion, nonsuited  my  client. 

5p.M. — Horriedlydiscovered  by 
my  Clerk.  All  my  oases  gone 
wrong,  and  held  personally  re- 
sponsible for  the  lot.  Indigna- 
tion meeting  in  the  Great  Hail  of 
disappointed  suitors,  Ran  back 
to  my  chambers  to  save  my  life! 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    126. 


MR.    JUSTICE    FIELD; 
OB,  IHK  LEGAL  "  No  1." 

"  'NtJMBBR  ONS.'— Mr  Justice  FIBI.D  :  This  Court  is  Number  Two, 
but  I  am  not.     I  am  Number  One.     (Great  laughter  ) ' 

Law  Report— Morning  Post-Yub   27. 

BRAVO,  TOUR  LIRDSIHP  !     MAY  you  LONO  REMAIN   so,  AND  BK 
A  "  FAIK  FIELD  AND  NO  FAVOUR." 


THE  CORRECT  CHORD. 

AIR— SULLIVAN'S  "  Lott  Chord." 

SEATED  for  years  at  the  organ, 

Just  trying  the  stops  and  keys, 
And  wondering  how  the  pedals 

Might  be  got  to  work  with  ease : 
By  ear,  with  my  notes   in  my 

pocket, 

Performing— as  few  men  can, 
I  struck  such  a  chord  that  the 

organ 

Burst  out   "You're  a  Grand 
Old  Man." 

It  flooded  the  daily  papers, 

Like  the  name  of  a  comic  song, 
And  I  felt  several  inches  taller 

As  I  quietly  bowled  along. 
I  think  that  it  nettled  NORTHCOTE, 

Polite  as  he  can  be  in  strife, 
Though  it  seemed  a  sensible  echo 

From  the  din  of  my  Public  life. 

But  it  brought  down  chaff  by  the 

cartload, 

That  possibly  may  increase  ;- 
For  till  CHURCHILL  's  in  with  hia 
Party, 

I  never  shall  know  any  peace. 
But  I  take  the  whole  thing  calmly, 

For  the  chord  has  a  swell  that  's 

tine ; 
And  I  "m  glad  the  popular  organ 

Has  a  touch  that  answers  mine. 
And  whether  I  stick  to  the  Com- 
mons,— 

And  I  certainly  will  if  I  can, — 
Or  go  to  the  Peers, — no  matter, 

I  shall  still  hear  "that  Grand 
Old  Man!" 


A  CLAUSE  in  the  Act  for  Regu- 
lating Theatres  says,  ''In  every 
uase  where  any  money  shall  be 
taken  or  charged,  &o.,  every 
Actor  shall  be  deemed  to  be  acting 
for  hire."  But  in  most  Ama- 
teur performances  there  are  no 
"  Actors,"— only  Sticks.  "Would 
this  be  a  sufficient  defence  in  the 
Shelley-Theatre  case  'f 


"  NUSTBBR  ONE"— and  JL>w  to 
Take  Care  of  Him. — This  book, 
by  Dr.  JOSEPH  POPB,  we  strongly 
recommend  to  every  "  worthy 
soul "  interested  in  taking  care 
of  everybody.  Useful  also  te 
Detectives  just  now.  It  is  likely 
to  be  very  Pope-ular. 


POETRY  OF  THE  SCOTTISH  PEERAGE. 

SANDIE,  strike  up !    A  flourish  on  the  Bagpipes ! 

It  seems  that  there  are,  or  till  lately  were,  two  Earldoms  of  Mar, 
a  senior  and  junior  Earldom  ;  the  Earldom  of  Mar  pure  and  simple, 
and  the  Earldom  of  Mar  and  Kellie.  The  latter  was  created  by 
MART  tiueen  of  Scots  ;  the  creation  of  the  former  prehistoric  ;  its 
date  "lost  in  antiquity,"  perhaps  but  a  little  subsequent  to  the 
general  creation— if  that  may  be  alluded  to  without  offence  to 
evolutionists. 

The  two  Earldoms  are  said  to  have  been  contemplated  by  one 
claimant,  who  claimed  both  of  them,  as  forming  a  sort  of  compound 
Earldom.  He  contended  that  the  junior  Earldom,  with  its  limita- 
tion to  the  male  line,  is  superimposed  upon,  but  does  not  destroy 
or  supersede  the  senior,  and  that  whilst  the  heir  male  is  at  liberty  to 
call  himself  Earl  of  MAR  and  KELLIE,  he,  tu  heir  general,  inherits 
from  his  mother  the  original  title  of  Earl  of  MAR.  Thus  regarded— 

"The  peerage  is  conceived  as  consisting  of  two  layers,  to  the  upper  part  of 
which  the  Earldom  of  Kellie  has  been  joined,  but  the  lower  and  more  ancient 
of  which  remains  unaffected  by  chance  and  change,  and  follows  the  laws 
inherent  m  its  nature." 

According  to  this  view  of  its  twofold  composition,  how  remarkably 


does  the  Earldom  of  Mar  (Scotch)  resemble  the  Black  Grouse  (Scotch 
als>)  whose  flesh  (as  we  all  know,  don't  we  ?)  is  divided  into  two 
layers,  dark  meat  one  of  them  and  the  other  white.  What  a  pleasing 
analogy,  thinks  the  epicure  and  the  Scotchman— for  there  are  now- 
a-days  at  least  Scotch  as  well  as  "  English  epicures,"  by  your  leave, 
Macbeth. 

Here  allow  a  countryman  of  Braus  to  observe,  with  all  due  defer- 
ence to  SWIFT,  POPE,  and  ARBUTHNOT,  that  every  genuine  Scot  must 
decidedly  object  to  MARTINUS  SCBIBLERUS'S  celebrated  illustration 
of  an  anticlimax  : — 

"  And  thou,  DALHOUSY,  the  great  god  of  war, 
Lieutenant-Colonel  to  the  Earl  of  MAB." 

However  great  the  god  of  war  may  have  been  in  the  ages  of 
mythology,  a  greater  must  be  acknowledged  in  an  Earl  the  creation 
of  whose  Earldom  had  long  preceded  them.  No,  very  Reverend  Sir. 
No,  Gentlemen.  There  is  no  drop,  there  is  no  plunge,  there  is  no 
bathos  whatever,  in  putting  "  Mars  "  after  "MAB."  Eh,  Sirs,  no 
anticlimax  at  all ;  but  just  the  reverse.  The  Earl  of  MAB  was  a 
Generalissimo  undeniably  fit  and  proper  to  be  the  commanding 
officer  of  even  Mars  himsel'. 

NEW  SIGNS  FOR  THE  BIBLIOPHILIST'S  ZODIAC— Libri  and  Scorpio. 
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"ENFANT  TERRIBLE." 

Grandmamma  (maternal).  "WHAT  A  FIDGET  YOU  ABB,  GEOROK  I    WHAT  ARK  Ton  LOOKING  ABOUT  FOB  sowt' 
Grofwfcon.  "GBAH'MA,  WHBRB 's  THAT 1  WAS  LOOKIHO  FOB  THAT  'Mis«RABt«  TABLE,'  PA'  JATS  TOP  KKIP! 


BUMBLE  AND  THE  TROGLODYTE. 

("  Extremes  meet."— Old  Adage.) 

[See  cane  "  Qoodacre  v.  W»t»on."  Mr.  WATSOM  had  been  utilising  " «ofl 
core,"  consisting  of  animal  and  vegetable  refute,  as  a  substitute  for  the  gravel 
he  had  dug  out,  in  preparing  a  place  called  Dancer's  Land  asa"(itefor 
houses."  "The  Fulham  Local  Board  perceived  no  impropriety  in  hit 
proceedings." — Timtt.] 

Bumble.  River-drift  Man,  garmentless  Cave-dweller, 
Primitive  party,  early  ichthyophagist, 
Poor  flint-chipping,  troglodytish  varlet, 
How  I  pity  you ! 

Troglodyte.  Verily,  Gorgeous  Portent,  that  seems  kind  of  you. 
Yet,  without  ingratitude  cold  or  querulous, 
I  would  ask  precisely  why  my  destiny 

SOB  oommiserate  ? 

Bumble.  Why  ?    Good  gracious !     Need  you  thus  interrogate  ? 
0  Cave-dweller !     Fancy  your  existence  now- 
Mouldy,  tenebrous,  smoky,  subterranean 

Toad-in-the-holish ! 

Chimneys  none,  no  windows,  no  front-door  at  all, 
Lightless,  drainless,  paintless,  flrelesi  possibly, 
Stairless,  cold,  un ventilate,  void  of  furniture— 
What  a  residence ! 

Troglodyte.  Oh !  I  see.  Well,  'twasn't  all  sheer  luxury  ; 
Grub  ran  short  sometimes,  and  caves  were  stuff yish  ; 
But,  concerning  my  abode,  the  question  is, 

Have  you  bettered  it 'f 

Bumble.  Bettered  it  P    Why,  bless  yoar  unsophisticate 
Savage  soul,  our  houses  now  are  gorgeous  I 
Even  our  reetaurantt  are  marble  palaces, 
Fit  for  Doges. 


Troglodyte.  Humph  I    I  'ye  been  perusing  certain  Law-reports, 
"  Goodacre  v.  Walton  "— that  was  one  of  them. 
Dancer  f- Land!  do  you  know  that  locality, 
Gorgeous  Being  ? 

Bumble.  I— oh— come  now !— that  is,  really,  Troglodyte, 
Can  you  read,  who  antedated  CADMCS 
By  as  many  yean  as  the  tail  of  a  comet 
Has  of  inches '( 

Troglodyte.  That 's  irrelevant !    Strikes  me,  Falham's  dustbin*, 
And  road- scrapings  swept  from  wheel- worn  Kensington, 
Seem  suggestive  of  more  utter  Hastiness 

Than  my  Cave  was. 

Cinders,  ashpit  refuse,  brick-kiln  rubbish, 
Midden-muck  and  vegetable  rottenness, 
Are  "  foundations  "  I  should  not  have  cared  about 
For  my  domicile. 

Earth  and  fish-bones  make  a  concrete  passable, 
But  your  compost,  nasty  and  malodorous, 
The  "  soft-core  "  of  Dancers'-Land  !— no,  verily. 
'Twere  too  horrible ! 

Therefore  doubt  I,  Man  of  garb  astonishing, 
If,  with  all  your  Boards  and  Jerry  Builders,  you 
Have  improved  so  much  upon  the  Troglodyte  1 
Bumble  (ditguttedly).  Oh  I  get  out  with  you ! 


"  TBB  Bishop  of  MAKCHBSTER  presented  an  extraordinary  appear- 
ance at  his  ordination."  If  he  had  presented  an  " 
appearance  it  would  have  been  appropriate ;  but  he  wore,  says  1  ruth, 
"a  black-sleeved  Cope."  This  must  be  a  wonderful  garment.  Umte 
a  new  thing  in  Copes,  which,  since  they  were  first  invented  as  Pagan 
waterproofs,  never  had  sleevts  at  all.  The  Bishop  will  be  known  as 
"  Johnny  Cope." 
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BOX    AND    COX. 


Duke  of  C-mbr-dge  (at  Sergeant  Bouncer) — 
Rataplan !     Rataplan ! 
I  'm  a  military  man ! 

Bless  you,  my  boys ! 
Lieut.-Col.  B-rn-by  (as  Sox}.  And  if  our  friends  in  front  are 

only  satisfied,  then  Box 

Major- Gen.  O.  W-ll-ms  (as  Cox).  And  Cox 

Both.  Are  satisfied. 

ENSEMBLE. 

Rataplan !    Rataplen  I 
We  are  military  men  I 

(Curtain.     Great  applause.) 


PRATTLE  FROM  THE  PROVINCES. 

LLANDONTNO. 

A  WEEK  ago  a  party  of  fire  Spring  tourists  set  out  from  this  place, 
intending  to  make  the  ascent  of  Snowdpn  by  a  devious,  dangerous, 
and  inaccessible  route.  They  were  described  as  Londoners,  who  were 
utterly  unacquainted  with  mountaineering.  Nothing  has  since  been 
heard  of  them,  and  the  worst  fears  are  consequently  entertained. 
Two  young  men,  accompanied  by  two  young  women,  hired  a  boat 
yesterday,  in  spite  of  the  warnings  of  the  boatman  that  it  was  only 
constructed  to  carry  two  persons  with  safety.  The  party— none  of 
whom  could  swim — was  observed  through  telescopes  to  be  "  skylark- 
ing "  in  the  frail  craft.  Their  bodies  have  not  yet  been  recovered. 
"Weather  generally  bright  and  clear  when  not  pouring  with  rain  and 
violently  stormy. 

LITTLE  PEDDLINGTON. 

Sir  PUBSET  NTTMSKTJLL,  M.P.,  yesterday  addressed  his  constituents 
on  the  Local  Option  question.  Temperance,  he  remarked,  was  an 
excellent  thing  in  its  way,  if  not  carried  too  far.  Education,  also, 
was  an  excellent  thing.  If  our  population  did  not  drink  so  much,  it 
was  probable  they  would  be  more  sober,  while  there  could  be  little 
doubt,  from  statistics  recently  published,  that  one  great  cause  of  the 
ignorance  which  so  largely  prevailed,  was  the  lack  of  education 
among  the  masses.  A  vote  of  confidence  in  the  Hon.  Baronet  was 
carried  by  acclamation.  Weather  variable. 

HANWELL. 

A  local  Gentleman,  who  wrote  to  every  Cabinet  and  ex-Cabinet 
Minister,  asking  what  steps  the  Government  proposed  to  take  to  put 
down  the  propagation  of  Mormonism  in  England,  has  received  some 
interesting  replies.  Mr.  GLADSTONE'S  Secretary  says,  "  The  PREMIER 
begs  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  your  letter,  and  wishes  me 
to  say,  in  answer,  that,  in  his  opinion,  the  Floods  Prevention 
Bill  should  become  law  before  anything  can  be  done."  Mr. 
BRIGHT  writes — "  Your  letter  has  remained  some  time  unanswered, 
because  I  fail  to  see  any  reason  why  such  a  question  should  be 
addressed  to  me.  I  may  say,  however,  that  I  hope  the  people  of  this 
country  will  use  the  remedy  of  force — though  force,  as  a  rule,  is  no 


remedy — against  any  Mormon  proselytisers  who  may  attempt  to  gain 
a  public  hearing."  Weather  lovely  at  night,  and  full  moon  out  all 
day. 

8WILLINGTON. 

Six  colliers  were  sentenced  to  terms  of  penal  servitude,  at  the 
Assizes  here,  for  savage  assaults  on  their  wives.  The  new  Bishopric 
Fund  is  making  rapid  progress.  Canon  SILVEUTONGUE  preached  an 
eloquent  sermon,  yesterday,  to  a  crowded  congregation,  on  Chaldaic 
Weights  and  Measures.  To-day,  several  leading  grocers  of  the  town 
were  fined  small  sums,  for  selling  Hour  largely  adulterated  with 
Plaster  of  Paris,  and  chalk  from  some  disused  pits  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. Weather  boisterous  and  rough.  Glass  going  up.  Several 

asses  going  up. 

MUFFBOROUGH. 

Two  cases  of  English  cholera  are  reported  here,  and  the  Salvation 
Army  are  reported  to  be  coming  shortly.  Three  men,  with  jemmies 
and  skeleton  keys  were  discovered,  last  night,  on  the  premises  of  a 

S revision  merchant.  Their  pockets  were  filled  with  tea,  coffee,  and 
ast  Indian  pickles,  while  a  couple  of  carts  and  a  wheel-barrow 
were  waiting  outside,  half-filled  with  tinned  meats  and  bottles  of 
GILBET'S  sherry.  It  is  suspected  that  the  men  intended  to  commit  a 
burglary.  The  Local  Police  are  making  inquiries,  previous  to 
apprehending  the  suspected  individuals.  Atmosphere  dull  and  hazy. 
Land  fogs.  

NEGLECTED  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. 

MY  DEAR  P., 

POETS — very  silly  people  are  poets,  generally  speaking — 
lavish  all  their  praises  on  four  instruments,  the  pipe,  the  lute,  the 
harp,  and  the  guitar.  There  are  plenty  of  other  instruments  quite 
as  useful  and  fully  as  poetical.  See  enclosed  specimens. 

Yours  accordionly, 

THE  LAZT  MINSTREL. 

I.-ORPHEUS  TO  HIS  OPHICLEIDE. 

MY  bold  Ophicleide  is  as  good  as  it 's  bold, 
It  gleams  in  the  sun  with  the  glitter  of  gold  ! 
Twill  grumble  like  thunder,  'twill  coo  like  a 

dove. 

And  frighten  my  foes,  or  will  sing  to  my  love  ! 
'Tig  soothing  ana  sweet,  and  it  can't  be  denied, 
No  tone  is  so  fine  as  my  bold  Ophicleide ! 

'Tis  stern  and  commanding,  'tis  gleesome  and 

bland, 

Superb  as  a  solo,  divine  in  a  band : 
When  windows  are  open  in  sweet  summer  night, 
How  blithely  I  blow,  to  the  neighbours'  delight! 
And,  if  I  feel  weary,  I  just  step  inside, 
And  drop  off  to  sleep  in  my  bold  Ophicleide  ! 

II.— TOLDEROLDIUS  TO  HIS  TROMBONE. 

DON'T  babble  to  me  of  the  tootlesome  flute, 
The  petulant  pipe  and  the  languishing  lute  ! 
Don't  hint  at  the  harp,  or  the  twanging  guitar, 
But  give  me  sweet  music  that 's  better  by  far  I 
Search  the  orchestra  through,  there  is  nothing  I  own, 
That  is  tit  to  compare  with  my  trusty  Trombone ! 

Let  other  folks  go  out  to  dance  or  to  dine, 
And  talk  too  much  nonsense  and  take  too  much  wine ; 
But  let  me  sit  down,  give  my  arms  enough  room, 
I  '11  drive  away  care  and  I  '11  banish  all  gloom ! 
With  a  cup  of  strong  tea  and  a  fresh  buttered  scone, 
I  will  cheer  you  all  up  with  my  trusty  Trombone  ! 

III.— KALLIVANTOCUS  TO  HIS  KETTLEDRUM. 

HURRAH  for  the  rattle  !    Hurrah  for  the  din  ! 
Hurrah  for  the  sticks  and  the  resonant  skin  ! 
I  've  drummed  well  before  and  I  '11  drum  well  again, 
It  quickens  the  pulses,  it  brightens  the  brain. 
Though  folks  may  revile  me  and  Fortune  look  glum, 
I  '11  comfort  myself  with  my  crisp  Kettledrum  I 

What  sweet  modulation  on  drums  may  be  made, 
From  wild  battle-crash  to  the  love  serenade : 
When  evenings  are  long  and  there 's  nothing  to  do, 
'Tis  soothing,  most  soothing,  to  beat  a  tattoo. 
When  troubles  assail  me  and  creditors  come, 
I  '11  scare  them  away  with  my  crisp  Kettledrum ! 


"ANOTHER  LITTLE  HOLIDAY." — We're  so  busy  we  can't  take  it 
yet.    No  matter — a  time  will  come. 


TO  COKELSPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  union  aocomp 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelope  or  Cover.       Copies  of  MS.  should  b»  kept  by  the  Sender! 
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THE    UNIVERSITIES'    BOAT-RACE. 
AS   IT   MIGHT,  COULD,  SHOULD,  OE  OCOHT  TO   BE. 


OUR  FUTURE  LORD  MAYOR. 

November  0<A,  1883. — So  I  am  the  first  Lord  Mayor  of  the  grand  new 
Municipality  of  London!  Proud  position.  " WESTMINSTEK,  Lord 
Mayor  of  London ! "  Populace  seem  pleased  at  my  appearance. 
Wonder  what  the  "  City  Magnates  "  will  think  of  a  Duke  as  their 
Chief  Magistrate.  Must  try  and  he  very  affahle. 

At  Mansion  House. — Curious,  City  Magnates  all  seem  dreadfully 
afraid  of  me.  Wonder  if  I  ought  to  send  for  Loving  Cup  at  once. 
Wonder  what  old  Lord  Mayors  did  to  make  themselves  popular. 
Must  get  FIRTH  to  coach  me  up  in  this.  Procession  to-day,  at  all 
events,  shall  be  a  tremendous  success.  Determined  to  show  London 
the  difference  between  a  Mayor  who's  only  a  "  City  snob,"  to  use  a 
vulgar  expression  which  FIRTH  is  constantly  using,  and  a  real 
live  Duke.  My  new  State-coach,  with  sixteen  performing  elephants 
harnessed  to  it,  will  take  the  populace,  I  rather  fancy.  Thoughtful 
of  me  to  have  secured  services  of  all  Madame  TtrssAUD's  tcax-ioork 
figures  to  sit  in  carriages,  dressed  like  Sheriffs. 

Ttcelce  o'  Clock.— Time  for  Procession  to  start.  Feel  nervous.  Why 
should  a  Lord  Mayor  wear  these  ridiculous  "  robes  of  office  "  ?  Wish 
JLUISTONE  had  inserted  a  clause  in  his  Act,  allowing  me  to  appear 
in  ordinary  morning-coat  on  all  State  occasions.  Also  find  the  Ducal 
Coronet  troublesome  ;  shouldn't  have  put  it  on,  only  FIHTII  insisted 
:h;it  populace  would  smash  windows  of  new  State  Coach,  if  I  didn't. 

Five  a'  dock. — Show  not  quite  as  great  a  success  as  I  expected. 
Elephants  turned  out  rather  refractory  somewhere  up  in  Canonbury. 
Was  obliged  to  extend  old  route,  to  please  ratepayers  of  "  Larger 
London "  ;  made  it  include  Hammersmith,  Croydon,  Hampstead, 

reenwieh,  and  back  down  Kdgeware  Road.  Rather  tiring.  Men  in 
armour  mutinied  in  Shad  well,  and  refused  to  go  on  without  an  hour's 
rest  and  money  for  refreshments.  Took  opportunity  to  put  robes 
md  coronet  on  one  of  Madame  TPSSAUD'S  hgures,  stuck  him  in  the 
State  Coach,  and  had  a  quiet  snooze  at  the  bottom  of  the  carriage. 
At  Hampstead,  band  struck.  Provoking ! 

Attitude  of  populace  on  the  whole  satisfactory.  Don't,  however, 
quite  know  if  they  were  cheering  Alderman  and  Sheriff  BRADLAVGH, 
>r  myself.  Street-boys  also  don't  seem  to  understand  new  order  of 
tings.  Stopped  my  coach  several  times,  and  explained  to  them 
.hat  1  was  not  an  ordinary  Lord  Mayor,  and  that  the  new  Munioi- 
)ality  was  entirely  distinct  from  the  old  City. 

Evening. — Dinner  to  Her  Majesty's  Ministers.  Thank  Heaven, 
Aw  will  be  an  occasion  on  which  they  can't  help  feeling  difference 
>etween  a  nobleman  and  a  "City  nob"  (as  FIRTH  says).  Wonder 
vho  all  those  peculiarly-dressed  females  are  ?  Am  just  giving  orders 
o  have  them  turned  out  as  intruders,  when  FIKTH  whispers  to  me 
'hat  they  are  the  relatives  of  the  new  Aldermen.  Heavens  !  Forgot 
hat  new  Aldermen  were  elected  by  ratepayers.  They  have  come 
rom  a  "new  social  stratum,"  too.  Why  should  Wapping  have 
nsisted  on  returning  BRADLAVOH  at  head  of  the  poll  ?  There  he  is  ! 
sn't  there  an  oath  for  an  Alderman  and  Sheriff,  I  wonder  ?  If  so, 
might  manage  to  exclude  him. 

After  a  Week. — Find  duties  of  the  office  simply  overwhelming. 


Everybody  who  's  got  a  grievance  comes  to  me.  Have  received  in  two 
days  deputations  from  Society  for  Spread  of  Sensational  Literature. 
Society  for  Suppression  of  Smoking,  the  League  for  the  Total  and 
Unconditional  Conversion  of  Mahometan  Costermongers,  the  Skeleton 
Army,  the  Salvation  Ditto,  the  Timbuctoo  Famine  Relief  Committee, 
the  Ratepayers'  Lynch-law  Committee,  and  the  Council  of  the 
"  Working-men's  Channel  Tunnel  and  Proletariat  Balloon  Society." 

"  Nationalisation  of  Land  Society  "  just  sent  a  deputation  to  aik 
me  to  lend  Egyptian  Chamber  of  Mansion  House  for  a  meeting  to 
denounce  rents!  Very  insulting.  Refuted  politely.  Deputation 
seemed  annoyed.  Said  the  "  new  Municipality  was  democratic,  and 
Mansion  House  belonged  to  the  people."  Really  this  sort  of  thing 
very  irritating.  Some  people  don  t  seem  to  know  the  difference 
between  a  Duke  and  a  spectacle-maker. 

After  a  Fortnight. — Felt  that  the  new  order  of  things  meant  cessa- 
tion of  old  extravagant  style  of  Aldermanio  banquet*.  So  rose  to 
occasion,  and  gave  strict  orders  to  limit  the  wine  to  one  bottle  of  our 
fine  new  brand  of  "  Municipality  Champagne,"  at  five-and-sixpence 
a  dozen.  Also  have  had  turtle-soup  diluted  with  half-and-half  belt 
Thames  water,  from  which  "  animal  organisms  "  have  been  pretty 
well  excluded  by  filtration. 

Waiters  strike  "  en  mam  "  just  before  banquet  to  Serene  Highness 
Emperor  of  SASKATCHEWAN  !  Awkward.  Must  dissemble.  Am 
extremely  affable  to  waiters,  and  get  them  to  promise  to  oome  back 
"  for  one  night  certain  "  on  promise  that  I  won't  keep  what 's  left 
from  to-night's  banquet  till  next  one  a  week  hence. 

Fancy  Dress  Ball  last  night.  Aldermanio  representative  of  Seven 
Dials  brought  a  whole  holt  of  relatives.  Obliged  to  retire  at  an  early 
period  of  evening  to  cellars,  where  I  enjoyed  quiet  glmis  of  iplendid 
Madeira,  laid  down  by  dear  old  Corporation,  in  company  with  FIRTH. 
FIRTII  says  he  thinks  new  Municipality  is  not  "going"  quite  as 
well  as  he  expected.  I  reply,  that  1  wish  it  were  gone  altogether. 
He  rather  agrees  with  me.  We  both  slip  oat  by  back-door,  and  off 
to  Orosvenor  House,  where  I  have  a  regular  Jolly  evening,  the  first 
since  I  was  elected  Lord  Mayor. 

February.— Hurrah !  Shower  of  snow  at  last.  JVoic  will  show 
populace  what  they  gain  by  a  grand  Municipality.  Been  waiting 
for  this  opportunity  all  the  winter.  H»d  men  in  readiness  night 
and  day,  to  ttoeep  every  thoroughfare  perfectly  clean  in  two  houri .' 

Result  disappointing.  Men  thought  winter  was  over,  and  have,  it 
appears,  deserted  posts.  Got  in  amateur  sweepers,  at  extra  cost. 
About  twenty  thousand  men,  and  five  thousand  waggons.  Expense, 
[  am  afraid,  enormous.  Snow  all  carted  into  Thames,  and  causes 
lisastrous  flood.  Angry  deputation  from  inhabitants  of  flooded 
louses  waits  on  me  at  Mansion  House.  Refuse  to  see  them.  Amateur 
sweepers  run  away  with  the  Municipality's  brooms  and  carts.  Just 
fot  snow  well  cleared  away  at  cost  of  some  thousands  to  ratepayers, 
when  down  it  comes  again,  worse  than  ever  ! 

Xext  Day.— Resign  post.  Tell  GLADSTONE  to  give  it  to  a  soap- 
>oiler.  Old  "  social  stratum"  much  the  best  for  this  sort  of  thing. 
3o  off  to  Cannes  with  FIRTH,  to  recuperate,  and  try  and  forget  the 
most  disagreeable  half-year  I  ever  spent  in  my  life. 
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First  Stranger.  "  I  BEO  YOUK  PARDON,  EOT  CAN  YOU  DIRECT  ME  TO  MARLBOROUQH  STREET  ? ' 
Second  Ditto.  "  Auou  !  VE'Y  sowwy  "— (ponders)— "  WEALLY  'FWAID  I  CAN'T.    THEY— AH 
—OBH'WALLY  TAJIK  MK 'Bow  STWKBT  !"  [Hats  and  apologia.    Exeunt. 


OUR  MUSIC  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

THE  friends  of  popular  education  have,  of  course,  been  highly  gratified  by  the  announce- 
ment touching  the  Education  Code,  and  specifically  the  "Music  Schedule,"  that:— "The 
finishing  touch  has  just  been  put  to  the  New  Education  Code  by  the  issue  of  '  Instructions  as 
to  Examinations  in  Singing.' "  What  delightful  results  may  be  expected  from  the  populari- 
sation of  Music !  When  even  the  rustics  have  received  a  musical  education,  the  ploughman, 
who  now,  as  in  MILTON'S  time,  still,  if  he  be  not  too  melancholy,  "  whistles  o'er  the  furrowed 
land,"  will  soon,  having  been  taught  to  sing  by  note,  whistle  a  tune,  perhaps  the  dramatic 
or  devotional  inspiration  of  a  classical  composer,  and  whistle  it  according  to  knowledge. 

And  the  milkmaid  singing  blithe,"  will  also  sing  "beautiful,"  as  those  classes  for  the 
present  say.  who,  when  they  shall  have  been  taught  grammar  as  well  as  music,  will  then  say 

beautifully.      That  is,  if  by  that  time  milkmaids  will  not  have  been  altogether  superseded 


will  be  everywhere,  and  we  shall  be  all 
speaking  in  recitative,  carrying  about  with 
us  pocket-trombones  with  which  to  do  the 
finishing  chords. 

In  due  time,  let  us  hope,  we  shall  shortly 
realise  the  advantage  enjoyed  of  old  by  the 
venerable  old  Lady  of  Banbury  Cross,  and 
"  shall  have  music  wherever  we  go."  All 
round  our  hats  we  shall  wear  hat-bands  of 
music ;  and,  at  last,  none  of  us  will  go  about 
unaccompanied — by  a  keeper  supplied  by 
the  Harmonious  Hanwell  Hassociation. 


"  A  STARVING  DOCTOR." 

"  Many  valuable  lives  might  be  preserved  if 
we  had  the  courage  to  face  the  accusation  of 
being,  as  I  am,  a  starving  doctor." — Dr.  ANDREW 
CLAKK.  in  The  British  Medical  Journal. 

Now  list  we  all  to  ANDREW  CLAKK, 

And  what  he  says  on  eating, 
Though  haply  each  severe  remark, 

Will  set  some  pulses  beating. 
He  raves,  in  his  peculiar  style, 

'Gainst  gormandising  sinners, 
And  bids  us  eat  plain  teas  the  while, 

And  purely  phantom  dinners. 

Farewell  to  every  neat  entree, 

To  sweet  and  subtle  sauces  ; 
No  piquant  ragout  from  to-day 

Must  titivate  your  fauces. 
In  what  then  can  you  seek  relief, 

Although  you  're  not  a  glutton  ? 
Here 's  Doctor  CLARK  forbids  yon  beef, 

And  scorns  the  thought  of  mutton. 

He  says  at  breakfast  take,  I  beg, 

Some  tea  and  bread-and-butter ; 
He  '11  just  allow  one  single  egg. 

A  mercy  that,  you  mutter. 
At  midday  he  would  have  you  dine, 

On  fish,  on  wings  of  chickens, 
A  plain  milk  pudding,  and  no  wim — 

And  that 's  the  very  "dickens ! " 

At  five  or  six  o'clock  you've  tfa, 

The  breakfast  fare  repeated, 
A  tiny  bit  of  fish  maybe, 

Then,  lo  !  your  meals  completed. 
And  if  to  all  his  rules  you  bow, 

Each  invitation  scorning, 
One  glass  of  water  he  '11  allow, 

At  night  and  in  the  morning. 

Such  is  the  fare — no  longer  can 

The  gastronome  run  riot. 
Oh,  ANDREW  CLARK  1  cries  hapless  man, 

Is  that  my  proper  diet  ? 
I  '11  feast,  and  you  shall  patch  me  up ; 

Of  physic  you  're  concocter : 
What 's  life,  unless  we  dine  and  sup  ? 

So  hang  the  Starving  Doctor  ! 


OAETEE  QUEENS  OF  CHASMS. 

A  NUMBER  of  young  Ladies  have  worried 
the  Heralds'  College  into  holding  a  special 
Chapter  for  the  purpose  of  considering  the 
propriety  of  allowing  them  to  wear  Crests 
in  their  bonnets,  and  granting  them  special 
Petticoats  of  Arms. 


NOTE  BY  A  PLEASANT  BANKRUPT  (One 
of  the  few  he  had  by  him— in  his  "  New 
Rules  for  dealing  with  Dims  ").— When 
you  can't  pay  cash,  pay  attention. 


SOMEBODY  said,  within  Mrs.  RAMS- 
BOTHAM'S  hearing,  that,  in  the  streets,  all 
dogs  should  be  led.  "Yes  1 "  she  exclaimed, 
"  and  all  pigeons  should  be  clay." 
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TRIUMPH    OF    SIR    PIGEON! 

LAST  SCENE  o?  THIS  TOURNAMENT  or  DOVES  IK  THK  FRIBINOE  OF  H.R.H.  tmt  PKTNCEM  OT  WAL«SL 


GLEE  FOB  THB  tfHITEHSITT  CREWS. 

Row,  Brothers,  row ;  can't  row  too  fast. 
"While  steamboats  are  near  does  our  danger  last. 

"  A  POET  is  BORN,  NOT  MADE."— Oh,  indeed !  Then  have  not 
sunflowers,  knee-breeches,  Ion?  hair,  white  waistcoats,  and  general 
limpness  nothing  to  do  with  Poet-manufacture  m  the  present  day  ? 

THTTB  FREEDOH.— Some  say  there  is  no  "freedom  of  speech"  in 
France.  Absurd,  when  a  French  General  is  free  to  break  his  parole 
d'honntvr  ! 


"  WKATHKB— 'TIS  BETTER."— UAHIMT. 

WHKIC  Warning  Wioonts  storms  doth  prophe«y, 
TVe  wear  new  hats  and  put  our  gingham  by. 

EXACT   POSITION   OP  rat  NORTH  Pots.— Under   Mr.   Jnitioe 
NORTH'S  wig.  ^_^ 

SONG  TO  BE  AVOIDED  BT  MR.  BIOOAR.— "  My  Heart'i  with  tin 
HylanJs." 

NEW  NAME.— The  Metropolitan  Board  of  "  Shirks." 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED    ?BOM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY",  M.P. 


PARLIAMENTARY  AND  THEATRICAL   "AT  HOME"   IN  DOWNING   STREET. 
"  Sure  such  pairs  were  never  seen,  so  justly  formed  to  meet  by  Nature." 


House  of  Commons,  Monday  Night,  March  5.  —  Grand  Old  Man 
came  up  smiling,  having;  given  knock-down  blow  to  Father  Time, 
who  has  been  reminding  him  he  is  seventy-four.  Drove  from 
Downing  Street  through  crowd  of  admirers.  Wanted  to  put  on  his 
mask,  to  show  them  how  he  did  it  at  Nice.  Mrs.  GLADSTONE  wouldn't 
hear  of  it.  Would  look  frivolous,  she  said.  Besides  there  was  no 
need  of  it  out-of-doors.  When  he  got  inside,  RANDOLPH  and  the  rest 
would  doubtless  be  throwing  mud  at  him,  when  he  might  put  it  on 
if  he  liked.  Meantime,  if  he  'd  only  give  his  collar  an  extra  hitch 
up,  it  would  answer  all  purposes  of  a  mask. 

G.  0.  M.  assented,  put  onnis  fur  pelisse,  shook  an  extra  reef  out  of 
the  mainsail  on  either  side  of  his  face,  and  looked  quite  picturesque. 

"  Still  under  pelisse  protection,"  I  said,  touching  the  coat  lest  he 
shouldn't  see  the  joke.  (Tiresome  to  have  to  explain  jokes.) 

"  Ah,  TOBY,  there  you  are !  "  he  cried.  "And  if  it 's  a  fur  ques- 
tion, How  have  you  been  ?  " 

This  comes  of  sitting  on  a  knife-board,  as  Mr.  RAIKES  puts  it. 
Sharper  than  ever.  I  could  hardly  keep  up  with  him  as  he  walked 
along  the  passage,  across  the  lobby ,_  and  so  into  House,  where  received 
with  great  cheering.  Immense  brightening  up  on  Conservative  side. 
RANDOLPH  radiant. 

"  Most  miserable  fortnight  ever  spent  in  Parliament,"  he  says. 
"  Might  as  well  try  to  draw  a  quarter's  salary  in  advance  or  the  line 
between  ASHMEAD-BABTLETT  and  CHAPLIN  as  try  to  draw  HAKTING- 
TON.  But  here 's  this  Grand  yet  Childish  Old  Man  back  amongst  us, 
and  1  '11  have  him  out  before  we  are  forty  minutes  older." 

So  he  did,  though  BABTTELOT  caught  him  first,  and  got  out  a  speech 
on  Egypt.  RANDOLPH,  little  later,  drew  him  on  Transvaal,  which, 
with  one  or  two  minor  speeches,  was  pretty  well  for  first  night. 

Amusing  display  of  Conservative  force  just  before  GLADSTONE 
arrived.  Conservative  minority  increased  by  six-feet-four-and-a- 
half.  Mr.  BRF.WSTKK,  who  owns  these  inches,  took  his  seat  for 
Portarlington.  Walked  up  to  Table  between  TOTTENHAM  and 
KING-HABMAN,  mere  striplings  of  six-feet-three. 

"  Let 's  see  'em  beating  that ! "  said  Sir  WILLIAM  DYKE,  rubbing 
his  hands.  "  If  they  lick  us  in  length  of  figures  in  the  Division 
Lobby,  they  shan't  on  the  floor  of  the  House." 

Liberals  try  to  hide  their  discomfiture  under  sneers. 

"  The  smaller  the  Borough,  the  bigger  the  Member,"  says  Mr. 
WOODALL. 

"  BREWSTEB  should  be  the  Constituency,  and  Portarlington  should 
represent  him  here,"  says  Mr.  BRAND. 

Some  talk  of  Mr.  COTES  accepting  the  Chiltern  Hundreds,  going 
down  for  re-election,  coming  back,  and  being  introduced  by  Mr. 
WHITBREAD  and  ARTHUR  GUEST. 

"That'd  make  'em  look  blue,"  says  Lord  RICHARD  GROSVENOB 
cheerily.  Business  done. — Votes  in  Supply. 

Tuesday. — House  of  Commons  properly  jealous  of  interference  of 
Peers  with  their  procedure,  whether  at  election  time  or  otherwise. 
Lord  CARZNQTON  threatened  with  dire  displeasure,  because  he  is 


reported  to  have  invited  "the  notables"  of  Wycombe  to  a  little 
entertainment  at  Wyoombe  Abbey,  after  writ  had  been  issued  for 
new  election  of  Borough  Member. 

Contrast  with  this  the  indifference,  or,  rather,  pleasure,  with 
which  the  House  permits  interference  of  another  member  of  the 
Peerage  with  its  procedure.  When  a  certain  Count  (said  to  be  of 
Polish  extraction)  visits  the  House,  and  autocratically  upsets  its  pro- 
3edure,  we  don't  hear  any  high  talk  about  interference  of  other  House. 
Nobody  proposes  to  raise  a  Constitutional  question  about  Count  Out. 
He  looked  in  to-night  about  half-past  eight.  Bundled  SPEAKER  out 
of  Chair,  drove  Members  forth,  ordered  Captain  GOSSET  to  "take  away 
the  bauble  "  from  the  table,  and  had  the  whole  place  straightway 
shut  up.  Pride's  Purge  nothing  to  peremptory  action  of  the  Count. 

RANDOLPH  riled  because  he  had  Motion  down  about  Endowed 
Schools  in  Ireland.  Wanted  to  show  how  interests  of  these  had 
suffered  whilst  GLADSTONE  frittering  his  time  away  at  Cannes.  But 
RANDOLPH  helpless  before  the  omnipotent  Count  who  promises  to  be 
the  last  of  the  Peers.  Only  pity  is  he  didn't  ap-peer  earlier  on  the 
scene.  No  one  would  have  suffered,  and  many  patient  persons 
would  have  benefited  if  the  noble  Lord  had  turned  up  with  regu- 
larity at  half -past  seven  on  every  night  Address  was  debated. 

Business  done,— House  Counted  Out  at  half-past  Eight. 

Wednesday  Afternoon.— Quite  a  lively  debate  on  Mr.  'ANDER- 
SON'S Bill  to  put  down  Pigeon-shooting.  At  one  time  seemed 
to  touch  the  domain  of  tragedy.  Mr.  FORSTER,  supporting 
Bill,  said  he  'd  "  never  shot  a  fellow- creature  but  once."  Thrill  of 
horror  ran  through  the  House  at  expected  disclosures.  Parnellites 
pricked  up  their  ears.  JOSEPH  GILLIS,  momentarily  awaking  from 
depression,  cried  "  Hear !  hear  !  " 

"  Always  thought  there  was  some  great  mystery  about  FORSTER, 
JOSEPH  remarked  to  Captain  O'SHEA,  the  confidential  adviser  and 
Father  Confessor  of  the  party.    "  Why  does  he  never  brush  his  hair  ? 
Can  you  tell  me  that,  O'SHAY  ?    Is  it  remorse,  or  a  vow  of  penance?" 

"—Never  shot  a  fellow-creature  but  once,"  Mr.  FORSTER  continued, 
"  and  that  was  a  cat." 

Irish  Members  disappointed,  and  House  generally  relieved.  But 
FOBSTER  mustn't  recklessly  and  without  notice  make  jokes  of  this 
kind.  House  not  used  to  it. 

Pleasant  to  see  Sir  HEBBERT  MAXWELL  ask  Mr.  ANDERSON  to  con- 
sider the  question  from  the  point  of  view  of  the  Pigeon.  "  Suppose 
you  were  a  Blue  Rock,  now,"  says  the  Hon.  Baronet,  regarding  Mr. 
ANDERSON  with  head  suggestively  on  one  side.  Ordinary  imagination 
could  not  fly  so  high.  Member  for  Glasgow  too  massive  for  the  part. 

Sir  WALTER  BABTTELOT  monstrous  mysterious,  and  more  than 
ever  emphatic. 

"  If  you  pass  Bills  like  these,"  says  he,  "  Country  Gentlemen  will 
be  driven  to  live  in  London ;  and  a  more  mischievous  thing  I  eannol 
imagine." 

"  I  wants  to  make  yer  flesh  creep,"  said  the  Fat  Boy  to  the  Deal 
Lady  who  lived  at  Dingley  Dell.  Might  have  added,  had  he  known 
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the  House  of  Commons,  "  Go  and  hear  Sir  WALTER  HARTTELOT." 
Nobody  knows  exactly  what  would  happen  if  Country  Gentlemen 
driven  to  live  in  London.  But  Sir  WAXIER,  who  knows,  says,  in 
most  mysterious  flesh  -  creepiest 
way,  it  would  be  most  mischievous. 
House  trembles,  and  secretly  re- 
solves to  withstand  incursion. 

litifinest  dune.— I  to  1  (in  Divi- 
sion Lobby)  against  Pigeon- 
shooting  taken  and  wanted. 


Lord  Randolph  Churchill  pities  the  Pigeons  at  Monte  Carlo. 

Thursday.— JOSKPH  GILLIS  came  down  about  ten  o'clock.  Thought 
he  'd  be  crushed,  and,  like  a  timid  fawn,  uadesirous  of  human  society. 
Would  have  passed  him  by  pretending  not  to  see  him.  But  J.  B. 
was  not  at  all  like  that.  Came  along  with  his  accustomed  lithe  step 
and  with  the  familiar  smile  on  his  too  seductive  countenance. 

','  Jiicia't  see  yo«.iniCourt  to-day,  TOUT,"  s'ayg  he,  as  if  it  was 
Mr.  TESTER  who  had  been  on  trial.  "  Great  crush,  a  little  hot, 
perhaps  you  were  as  well  out  of  it." 

"  Ah  !  JOSEPH,  what  a  man  you  are,"  I  said.  "  When  we  were 
speculating  on  your  visit  to  Paris,  wondering  what  it  would  lead  to, 
how  far  the  Constitution  would  be  shattered,  and  whether  the  Throne 
was  safe,  you  were  philandering  in  the  mazes  of  the  Bon  Marche, 
buying  boots  and  things,  and  casting  golden  chains  around  coy 
maidenhood." 

"  Coy,  is  it  ?  "  said  JOSEPH,  with  his  serene  smile.  "  Bedad,  she 
was  always  renewing  her  application,  I  know  I  'm  a  little  powerful 
with  the  female  sex.  I  warned  her  at  first,  but  it  was  no  use.  She 
was  always  after  proposing  to  me." 

"  It  has  from  remote  ages  been,  the  fate  of  JOSEPH  to  be  thus  pur- 
sued. You  must  be  careful  in  future.  A  man  of  your  fascinations 
should  be  generous." 

"  Begorra,"  said  JOSEPH,  and  an  expression  of  pain  flitted  over 
his  countenance.  "I  have  to  be  generous  whether;!  will  or  no. 
There 's  four  hundred  pounds  to  pay,  besides 
costs.  Tell  you  what,  TOBY,  I  'll  go  into  a 
monastery,  unless  I  get  a  new  trial,  and  he 
walked  away  with  something  of  the  old 
lightsomeness  fallen  from  his  step. 

Lively  night  in  House.  Irish  Mems.  on 
full  parade.  The  genial  O'BRIEN  put  in 
forefront.  Holds  Mr.  TREVELYAN  up  to 
"  execration  of  Ireland."  TREVELYAN  recalls 
how  O'BRIEN,  in  his  Paper,  has  similarly 
held  up  to  execration  four  men,  Mr.  FORSTEB, 
Mr.  BURKE,  Mr.  Justice  LAWSON,  and  Mr. 
FIELD.  House  listens  and  reflects,  not 
without  thrill  of  emotion.  SEXTON  loudly 
indignant  at  Mr.  TREVELYAN'S  remarks 
about  his  "honourable  friend." 

Nothing  more  astonishing  about  Land- 
Leaguers  than  their  sensitiveness  to  punish- 
ment. 0'BnrEN  holds  up  CHIEF  SECRETARY 
to  execration  of  Ireland  amid  approving 
cheers  from  Land-Leaguers.  Mr.  TREVELYAN 
knocks  aside  bludgeon,  touches  O'BBIEN 
with  rapier,  and  Mr.  SEXTON  can  scarcely 
restrain  tears  of  burning  indignation  at 
outrage. 
Businest  done. — Toting  Supply. 

Saturday  Morning. — Met  at  half-past  four  yesterday  afternoon, 
to  do  a  little  necessary  business  said  to  be  imperative.  Talked  on 
various  things  till  half -past  Eleven.  "  The  Man  from  Shropshire  " 
wildly  brought  in  again  that  burning  question  about  Dormant  Funds 
in  Chancery.  When  at  last  in  Committee,  agreeably  spent  an  hour 
in  personal  discussion  between  O'BBIEN  and  HOME  SECRETARY. 
Shortly  after  One  this  morning  got  one  vote.  For  place  of  business 
to  apprentice  promising  youth,  1  recommend  House  of  Commons. 


Hon.  C.  Spencer,  M.  P. 
(Masher  or  Parliament.) 


RECKLESS  WRITING  AND  CARELESS  PUFFING. 

THE  art  of  Theatrical  Advertising  is  progressing.  The  Public  has 
now  for  some  time  grown  familiar  with  the  famous  Conple  of  muter- 
pieces  in  one  evening  "  put  forward  as  an  attraction  to  wheedle  it 
within  the  walls  of  the  Adelphi.  It  has,  moreover,  h»d  the  privilege 
of  dwelling  on  the  sanitary  considerations  urged  upon  it  with  so  much 
g race  and  force  by  the  Barnumian  genius  who  presides  at  the  Savoy. 
Then  there  has  been  the  splendid  tone  of  confidence  suggested  by  a 
reference  to  the  Drnry  Lane  "  takings,"— to  say  nothing  of  the 
latest  effort  in  the  puffing  line  made  by  a  gentleman  who  appear*  to 
have  approached  the  Management  of  Her  Majesty's,  not  only  ani- 
mated with  excellent  intentions,  bat  gifted  with  complete-letter- 
writing  powers  of  really  a  high  order. 

And  ail  these  signs  of  the  times  are  encouraging.  But  an  Actor 
and  Manager  of  Mr.  TOOLE'S  reputation  should  be  more  cautions  in 
the  selection  of  his  cuttings  from  newspaper  criticisms  than  to  quote 
the  following  lines  from  a  notice  which  purports  to  have  appeared  in 
the  Daily  Chronicle,  which,  in  mentioning  H.  J.  Bison's  Uncle 
Dick' i  Darling,  says : — 

"Humorous  and  lively  to  the  last,  these  comedies  offend  no  Uito;  but. 
pure  in  tone,  thought,  and  expression,  itaod,  and  will  stand,  as  memento*  of 
one  English  playwright  who  wan  content  to  find  hii  effects  away  from  the 
dangerous  ground  of  immoral  intrigue,  blasphemy,  and  •wearing. 

There  is  no  occasion  to  remark  on  the  above  brief  commentary 
further  than  to  point  out  that,  if  itself  pure  in  tone,  thought, 
and  expression,  and  humorous  and  lively  to  the  last,  unlike  the 
comedies  to  which  it  referred,  it  w«a  scarcely  so  fortunate  on  the 
score  of  good  taste.  The  inference,  undoubtedly,  is  that  there  are 
Dramatic  Authors,  who,  unlike  the  Author  of  Uneu  Dick't  Darling, 
are  accustomed  to  "find  their  effects"  in  "immoral  intrigue, 
blasphemy,  and  swearing."  Surely  Mr.  TOOLE  himself  would 
be  the  last  person  to  corroborate  such  a  sweeping  assertion,  for  it 
would  be  as  bad  as  saying  that  many  of  the  pieces  he  had  appeared 
in,  have  been  _  essentially  immoral,  blasphemous,  and  profane. 
Were  this  indictment  true,  the  several  guilty  members  of  the 
Dramatic  Authors'  Society  should  have  their  dramatic  piece*  de  con- 
viction brought  against  them  as  damning  evidence,  and  be  sentenced 
to  the  same  punishment  as  the  Editor  of  the  Freethinker  is  now 
undergoing.  The  quotation,  whatever  may  have  been  the  context 
in  the  original,  is  an  aspersion  on  the  fair  fame  of  English 
Dramatists  who,  as  a  rule,  have  been  so  careful  to  avoid  everything 
approaching  immoral  intrigue,  that  when  any  one  of  them  has  had 
to  adapt  a  risky  French  piece,  he  has  chosen  rather  to  incur  blame 
and  the  chance  of  failure,  by  toning  down  and  removing  whatever 
immoral  motive  there  might  be,  to  achieving  success  by  closely 
adhering  to  the  original.  Moreover,  such  a  very  nasty  one  levelled 
at  contemporary  literature  was  also  extremely  hard  upon  that 
worthy  and  most  proper  functionary,  the  LORD  CHAMBERLAIN. 

However,  Mr.  TOOLE  has  already  struck  it  out  of  his  advertise- 
ment, and  it  speaks  well  for  his  judgment  that  he  has  done  so.  But 
the  paragraph  in  question  has  naturally  suggested  on  all  sides  lond 
cries  of  fl  Name  P  "  

LOVE  AND  LAW. 
DEAR  MR,  PUNCH. 

I  PERCEIVE  by  the  papers  that  a  person  named  CAINB  pro- 
poses the  Abolition  of  Actions  for  Breach  of  Promise  of  Marriage  I 
Propotes,  indeed !  The  wretch  1 1  Are  we  poor  women  to  b* 
robbed  of  one  of  our  few  protections  against 
the  flattering  falseness  of  the  "proposing" 
sex  '<  Not  that  men  "  propose  "  too  much.  On 
the  contrary.  I  maintain  that,  as  by  social 
convention,  if  not  by  law,  they  have  a  mono- 
poly of  the  right  of  proposing,"  they  should 
be  compelled,  by  law,  to  exercise  that  right 
more  fully  than  they  do.  An  exclusive  privilege 
inadequately  used  is  at  once  an  insult  and  an 
injury  to  the  unprivileged.  That'B  logic,  I 
hope,  and  good  enough  for  Girton  or  The 
Nineteenth  Century.  CAINE'S  proposal — fancy 
being  proposed  to  by  a  man  with  that  name  I  B^E^L, 
—is  preposterous,  of  course.  If  men  propose, 
they  must— well,  take  the  consequences  in  the 
fullest  sense.  Matrimony,  or  money  down ! 
But  can  nothing  be  done  with  those  who  won't 
propose,  who  won't  even  woo  ?  Marriage  they  shun,  and  courting 
they  seem  to  despise.  Could  they  not  be  prosecuted  for  "  Contempt 
of  Court"  f  That,  I  maintain,  would — as  the  Daily  Xeirt  says  the 
Lord  Chancellor's  New  BUI  does  not—"  go  very  far  towards  putting 
Contempt  of  Court  upon  a  proper  basis."  Do  see  to  it,  there's  a 
dear  Grand  Old  Man,  and  you  will  confer  a  real  favour— a  wedding 
favour — on  Yours  devotedly, 

BELINDA  BLISSLESS. 
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A    FAIR    RETORT. 

Mrs.  Mountjoy  Belassis  (after  several  collisions).   "Ir  STRIKES  MB,  ME.  RUDDERFORD,  YOU'RE  MUCH  MORE  AT  HOME  IN  A  BOAT 
THAN  IN  A  BALL-BOOM  ! " 

Little  Bobby  Sudderford  (the  famous  Oxbridge  coxswain).  "Y«s,  BY  JOVE  !    AND  I'D  SOONER  STEER  EIGHT  MEN  THAN  ONE  WOMAN 

ANY  DAY  !  " 


THE  ROUGH  AND  THE  BAIL. 

BULL  built  himself  a  spacious  esplanade, 

Whereon  at  ease  to  stroll,  or  drive,  or  dwell ; 
"  Shake  hands,  JOHN,  with  yourself,  for  once,"  he  said, 
"  For  this  looks  wondrous  well." 

"  A  thing  of  beauty  t»  a  joy  for  ever," 

Quoth  JOHN.    "  I  see  a  bard  may  be  believed." 
Mistaken  Minstrel !    Man  exceeding  clever, 
But  parlously  deceived ! 

For  ever  ?    Scarce  five  years,  five  months,  five  weeks, 

At  least  in  London,  where  the  thralls  of  toil 
Unwatchful,  plod,  whilst  Greed  spies  on  and  seeks, 
Spoiling:,  to  snatch  its  spoil. 

Greed  in  all  guises,  from  the  Rough,  -whose  hand 

To  grab  some  coppers  would  beat  out  your  brains, 
To  Railway-men,  a  ruthless,  lynx-eyed  band, 
Intent  on  greater  gains. 

Poor  JOHN  !    Policedom's  prowess  failed  to  cope 

With  bold  BILL  SIXES  by  night,  but  sadder  still 
The  dreary  failure  of  his  joy,  his  hope, 
Wrought  by  the  Private  Bill, 

Slipped  through  in  dull  St.  Stephen's  drowsied  hour, 
When  talk-dazed  Members  dine  or  slumber  fast, 

The  charter  of  the  selfish  stintless  pow'r 
Of  the  iconoclast. 

This  still  the  chuckling  churl  of  commerce  arms 
With  right  to  wrong,  with  privilege  to  deface, 

To  rob  the  country  of  its  choicest  charms, 
The  town  of  its  last  grace. 

Or  Battennere,  or  the  Embankment,  nought 
Is  sacred  to  these  "  sappers  "  of  to-day : 


And  where  were  they  who  should  the  ghouls  have  fought 
And  baulked  them  of  their  prey '( 

Where  Westminster's  two  Members,  men  of  pith  ? 

Pooh  !  spiteful  puerility  quite  absorbs 
St.  Stephen's  wranglers  ;  there 's  no  time  for  SMITH 
To  fight  it  out  with  FORBES. 

The  Spoilers  have  their  will ;  they  dig,  they  fell, 

Fresh  verdure  vanishes,  and,  in  its  room, 
Huge  Vomitoria  void  unpleasant  smell 
And  spread  lugubrious  gloom. 

"Hullo  1 "  cries  JOHN,  aghast.  "  What  does  this  mean  ? 

What  hideous  shapes  obstruct  my  finest  view  P 
What  blight  malodorous  blasts  the  budding  green  ? 
Oh,  come,  this  will  not  do !  " 

"  Too  late  !  "  lisped  sleek  Officialism.    "  Sad, 

Unjustifiable,  but  fatal— now !  " 
And  sly  Monopoly  raised  its  chortle  glad, 
And  reared  its  brazen  brow. 

Then  JOHN  waxed  wroth,  and  Punchius  in  his  ear 

Whispered  the  counsel  never  heard  in  vain, — 
"  Put  down  your  foot  I    Roughdom  your  roads  will  clear, 
And  Railwaydom  refrain. 

"  Spite  of  unwatchful  Senators,  and  spite 

Of  watchful  Greed,  put  down  your  foot,  I  say, 
On  your  Embankment-spoilers,  birds  of  night, 
Or  harpies  of  the  day. 

"  Against  King  Log,  whose  vigilance  may  fail, 

Against  King  Stork,  armed  with  his  Private  Bill, 
There  is  one  power  that  mast  and  should  prevail, — 
The  power  of  Public  Will  1 " 
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THE  ROUGH  AND  THE  RAIL; 

OR,  THE   EMBANKMENT    IX    DANGER. 

LONDON  HOUGH.  "  I  MAKES  IT  DELIGHTFUL  BY  NIGHT ! " 

DISTBICT  RAILWAY  DIRECTOR.  "  AND  I  'M  MAKING  IT  BE-UTIFUL  BY  DAY  !  " 

MB.  PUNCH.  "  YES-AND  THE  SOONER  YOU  'RE  BOTH  CLEARED  OFF  THE  BETTER  III" 
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.f  oljn  Efrfjartt  CSrcen. 

Author  of"  A  Short  Hittory  of  th»  English  People,"  $e 
Died  at  Mcntont,  March  8, 1883,  at  the  aye  of  45. 

ENOUGH  for  one  brief  life  the  toil,  the  glory, 
So  to  have  told  our  stirring  English  story 
That  ears  of  English  men  most  gladly  listen, 
That  eyes  of  English  youth  will  glow  and  glisten. 
Yet  all  must  grieve,  gay  stripling  or  grave  sage, 
Robbed  by  o'er-hasty  Death  of  many  a  noble  page. 


THE  EMPIRE  IN  DANGER  AGAIN! 

"It  is  impossible  to  overstate  the  indignation  existing  in  India  on  the 
subject  of  Lord  KIPON'S  Criminal  Amendment  Bill." — Daily  Paper. 

WHAT  the  Indians  or  Anglo-Indians  really  think  about  the  matter 
is  possibly  something  like  this  :— 

iMrd  Ripon.  Must  really  try  and  recollect  that  I  'm  a  Libera 
Viceroy.  Why  not  introduce  some  reforms  before  I  retire  ?  Here 's 
K  i  M  ii  I:HLEY  telegraphing  that  English  Radicals  are  very  discontented 
and  "  can't  I  do  something  to  please  them  ?  "  So  I  must  adapt  "  the 
theories  of  the  Magazines  and  the  principles  of  the  Caucus  "  to  India 
I  suppose.  Hope  GLADSTONE  will  be  satisfied.  I  'm  sure  ;  there  '1 
be  a  perfect  howl  out  here  !  Here  goes  with  a  Bill  allowing  Native 
Magistrates  to  try  Europeans  in  country  districts.  ILBBRT  says  it 's 
all  right.  ILBERT  is  a  lawyer,  and  he  ought  to  know.  If  there 's  t 
(TMMMMM  row,  I  can  call  it  an  experiment,  and  withdraw  it  quietly 
Th«  Anglo-Indian  Captain  Sahib. — Gave  KAMCHI-NDKK,  my 
Bheetty,  one  on  the  side  of  his  head  this  morning  for  bringing 
several  disgusting  frogs,  alive,  from  the  pond  in  the  water  for  my 
bath.  Didn't  hurt  RAMCHUNDBR  a  bit.  What  does  the  fellow  do 
but  rush  out  of  my  bungalow,  and  take  out  a  summons  against  me 
for  assault !  Never  heard  such  impudence  in  my  life.  Am  told  the 
reason  is  that  they  've  got  a  "Native  Magistrate  "  appointed,  who  is 
severe  on  Sahibs  who  knock  their  servants  about."  What  M  the 
country  coming  to,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  It  '11  be  awkward  if  I  'm 
fined  by  the  brute.  Hope  they  won't  mention  in  Court  about  JKM- 
SETJEE,  that  "  Punkah- Wallah  "  whom  I  touched  up  with  a  gentle 
kick,  and  who  was  so  inconsiderate  as  to  go  out  into  the  Compound 
and  expire  soon  afterwards.  When  old  SMITH,  of  the  I.C.8.,  was 
JUT  Beak,  he  never  took  any  notice  of  those  little  things.  Times 
have  indeed  changed.  Must  remember  only  to  kick  the  niggers  in 
future  when  I  have  my  slippers  on. 

Our  Vakeel  (or  Native  Advocate).  Lord  RIPOK  is  a  resplendent 
Viceroy !  He  knows  what  is  justice  for  the  poor  despised  Hindoo. 
Jld  BABOO  will  be  an  ever  to  much  better  Magistrate  than  SMITH 
sahib.  Never  could  produce  much  effect  on  SMITH  Sahib.  Only 
;ime  I  ever  offered  him  a  bribe — it  was  a  Lao  of  Rupees,  too — he 
actually  threatened  to  kick  me  out  of  his  tent !  Such  oppression  is 
mbearable.  Now  we  shall  have  some  of  the  good  old  corrupt  days 
jack  again.  Glad  that  I  am  so  much  richer  than  that  CHOWBINOHEE, 
;he  rival  Vakeel.  Where  will  CHOWKIKOHEE  be  now,  I  wonder  r 
SMITH  Sahib  used  to  like  CHOWHINGHEE.  That  was  because  the  dog 
never  offered  SMITH  Sahib  a  bribe.  CHOWBINQHBE  hasn't  the  money 
a  do  it  with !  But  I  have.  Let  ns  then  beg  the  QUEEN  to  permit 
us  to  have  Lord  RIPON  just  five  years  longer  I  Who  knows  whether 
ve  shan't  in  that  time  be  looking  up  all  the  Sahibs  in  gaol,  without 
.he  option  of  a  fine,  for  eating  Cow  ? 

The  Anglo- Tory  Politician.  Here's  another  abominable  blow  at 
>ur  glorious  Empire  I  CHAMBERLAIN  's  at  the  bottom  of  it,  I  '11  be 
x>und.  He  always  is,  if  there 's  any  mischief  to  be  done  anywhere, 
aear  that  RIPON  receives  daily  telegrams  from  the  Radical  "Caucus 
at  Birmingham !  Hear  also  (TOMMY  told  me  this  at  the  Club  as 
perfectly  authentic"}  that  the  Government  is  seriously  contem- 
Hating  proclaiming  total  independence  of  India  at  once,  also  of  all 
inr  other  Colonies,  and  granting  unlimited  Home  Rule  to  Ireland ! 
JLADSTONE  (TOMMY  said)  feels  lie's  "  breaking  up,"  and  wants  to 
>reak  up  something  else  first,  and  so  is  trying  his  hand  at  the  British 
impire.  Evidently  RIPON'S  measure  about  Native  Magistrates  is 
he  thin  end  of  the  wedge.  Don't  quite  know  details  of  the  Bill, 
mt  suppose  it 's  to  abolish  all  English  Judges  in  India,  and  put 
iindoos  in  their  place.  At  least,  so  TOMMY  said,  and  he  is  sure  to 
enow,  because  his  uncle's  father  had  a  cousin  who  was  Governor  or 
lomething  at  Madras,  or  Seringapatam,  or  somewhere  out  there. 


THE  PEN  AND  THB  PETTICOAT. 

LADY  PAGET  has  written  an  Article  in  the  current  number  of  the 
nineteenth  Century,  entitled  "  Common  Sense  in  Dress  and  Fashion." 
Common  Sense  under  those  circumstances  is  generally  in  masquerade, 
and  usually  disguised  as  Folly. 


- 


STANDING    ON    CEREMONY. 

'THAT  WAS  A  FUNKY  STORY  MB.  DIXON  TOLD,  Aumr  JIMII 

THE  ONE  THAT   MADE  YOU  LAVGH  SO   MUCH,    YOU  KNOW  I" 

•YKS.    WHY  DIDN'T  YOU  LAUOB,  IDA  I" 

'OH,  I  DON'T  KNOW  MR.  DIXON  WILL  KNOUOII  !" 


REYNAED'S  DIARY  FOE  1893. 

6  A.M.— Up  early  to  have  a  look  at  these  new-fangled  sportsmen. 
iVhat  a  change  from  my  grandfather's  time !  What  a  falling-ort  1 

Ah !  indeed  I  Feel  quite  melancholy.  Console  myself  with  a  good 
Id-fashioned  breakfast  on  somebody  else's  goose.  Better. 

8  A.M.— Correspondence.  Grumbling  letter  from  a  performing 
iger  travelling  with  his  menagerie.  Wants  to  know  why  the 
.ickens  I  've  got  an  Act  of  Parliament  to  make  me  comfortable, 

while  he 's  obliged  to  stand  up  on  his  hind  legs,  like  a  fool,  before 
he  keeper  and  a  set  of  gaping  shilling  places,  because  he 's  afraid  of 
ed-hot  pincers  ;  says  the  hyrcna  takes  exactly  the  same  view  of  it. 
5oor  devils  I  Why  don't  they,  both  of  them,  write  to  the  paper*  P 

Hulloah  !  here  comes  the  mechanical  fox  1    Oh  t  isn't  this  funny  1 
10  A.M.— Well,  I  never  I    Call  this  a  Meet  P    And  what  a  pack ! 
Veil,  they  do  look  a  miserable  lot !     'Pon  my  word,  if  it  wasn't  for 
ear  of  legal  proceedings,  I  would  just  show,  and  give  'em  a  good 

run  myself.  It  would  do  'em  all  the  good  in  the  world. 
NOON. — Off  at  last !  Mechanical  fox  no  go.  Burst  his  spring, 
nd  went  over  a  brick  wall  into  a  conservatory.  80  the  Master  of 
IB  Hunt  said  the  field  might  chivey  him  instead.  Yoicks  1  Tally- 
o  !  Away  they  go,  the  whole  lot  of  'em  I  By  Jove,  I  can't  stand 
lis :  I  must  cut  in,  »f  it 's  only  to  come  in  at  the  tail  of  'cm.  I  will, 
tere  goes !  Forrard ! 

2  P.M.— Well.  That 's  the  best  run  I  've  ever  had  in  my  life.  But, 
ti !  didn't  the  Master  puzzle  us,  rather !  But  we  run  him  to  earth  at 

ast.  Ha!  hal  The  sly  old  vermin  I  Dear  me, — what  am  I  talking 
bout  ?  Why,  here  I  am,  in  the  very  midst  of  the  whole  lot  of  'em. 

Vnd,   no!— yes!      It's  a  fact— cut  by  the  whole  park  .'    Nat  a  dog 

cill  speak  to  me .'    Nasty  of  'em,  very.    Home  much  depressed. 
8  P.M. — Turned  it  all  over,  and  think  perhaps  I  'm  as  well  out  of 
le  fun,  after  all.    Wrote  rather  a  nice  letter  to  the  tiger.    Told  him 
icre  was  no  reason  he  shouldn't  be  protected  as  well  as  the  poor 

little  victims  who  used  to  suffer  at  Hurlingham.    By  Jove  !    That 

reminds  me  ; — Supper!    Turn  in  at  the  "  Dove  Cot."    Service— all 

that  could  be  desired.    Pigeons  excellent .'    To  bed,  thoughtful. 
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WANTS  TO  KNOW. 

SIR.— In  last  w»ek's  Illus- 
trated London  News  there  is 
a  picture  of  the  Confirmation 
of  the  New  Archbishop  of 
CANTEBBUBY  in  Bow  Church. 
We  thought  he  had  been  con- 
firmed long  ago  when  a  boy ; 
however,  better  late  than 
never.  But  what  we  want  to 
know  is,  what  is  that  bird 
doing  there,  perched  on  a 
ball?  Has  it  any  reference 
to  Mr.  ANDERSON'S  Pigeon 
Bill?  Is  it  a  Rook  ?  and  are 
the  Gentlemen  in  forensic  cos- 
tume hearing  its  caws  ?  Some 
well-informed  person  has  told 
us  that  it  is  the  Eagle.  From 
where— the  City  Road  ?  The 
Angel  from  Islington  would 
have  been  more  appropriate. 
Yours, 

PH.  PHOQO. 


A  Little  too  Late. 

UNDEB  the  Chapel  of  the 
old  Scotch  College,  now  a 
boarding-school,  near  the  Pan- 
theon at  Paris,  some  workmen 
are^  reported,  in  sinking  a 
drain,  to  have  discovered  a 
leaden  case  containing  the 
brains  of  JAMES  THE  SECOND, 
who  had  bequeathed  them  to 
the  Seminary  which  he  re- 
garded with  a  national  in- 
terest. What  a  pity  the  King 
didn't  make  the  discovery 
himself  in  time  to  save  his 
crown. 

"  SHE  's  so  touchy,  I  can't 
say  a  word,"  said  Mrs.  RAMS- 
BOTHAM  ;  ' '  her  temper  is  '  like 
frills  upon  the  frightful  Phi- 
listine,' as  the  saying  is." 


PUNCH'S   FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    127. 


MR.  JUSTICE  CHITTY. 

ALL  HAIL,  "JOE  CnirrY  ! "    FORTUNE  FAVOURS  PIXCK, 
A  STROKE  OF  GENIUS,  AND  A  STROKE  OF  LUCK  ! 
IN  BOAT,  AT  BAR,  ON  BENCH,  YOU  ARE,  AND  WERE, 
Br  ALL  ACKNOWLEDGED  "  FAIBBST  OF  THE  FAIR." 


MARCH  MADRIGAL. 
(JSy  a  Safer  of  East  Windt.) 

A  PECK  of  March  dust  may  be 

worth  a  King's  ransom, 
But  blown  in  one's  eye  by 

this  pitiless  wind, 
A   speck    of    it   plagues,    so 
I  'd  give  something  hand- 
some 

To  "down  with  the  dust," 
which  has  made  me  half 
blind. 

Br-r-r  1    Chilled  to  the  mar- 
row,  I    shrink   from    all 
movement. 
My  skin  is  like  parchment, 

my  palate  a-parch. 
Science  talks  very  big  of  the 

March  of  Improvement, 
I  wish  she  'd  effect  the  im- 
provement of  March  I 


No  Law  can  touch  a  Free- 
thinker, which  is  a  most  in- 
appropriate name  for  any 
publication ;  but  it  can  and 
ought  to  restrain  the  free 
speaker  and  the  too  free-and- 
easy  writer  whooffends  against 
good  taste,  and  who  seems  to 
consider  that  freedom  of 
opinion  should  only  be  con- 
strued to  mean  an  obligation 
on  everybody  to  agree  with 
the  Freethinker's  own  pecu- 
liar ideas.  Pity  there  are 
not  a  few  more  Mr.  Justices 
NORTH  further  South,  where 
even  the  Freethinker's  Christ- 
mas Number  is  outdone  by  the 
style  of  paper  recently  hawked 
about  the  streets  of  some 
Continental  cities.  The  wor- 
ship of  Respectability  in  Eng- 
land is  something  better  than 
merely  the  homage  paid^by 
Vice  to  Virtue. 


"PRATER  ALFRED  ATQUE   VALE." 

[See  the  Poet  Laureate's  lines  in  the  Nineteenth  Century  for  this  March. 
The  Young  Man  who  does  our  poetry  says  he  is  quite  ready  to  sign  himself 
"A.  T."  ('Appy  Thought),  if  the  Editor  of  the  abovementioned  Review 
will  only  make  it  worth  his  while.  Inspired  by  the  Laureate's  contribution 
of  nine  lines  to  the  Nineteenth  Century  (there 's  luck  in  odd  numbers),  our 
Young  Man  sends  us  the  following,  only  premising  that  they  are  supposed  to 
be  spoken  by  the  Editor  of  the  N.  C.,  the  first  line  being  addressed  by  him 

"  WBITE  us  lines  for  our  Magazine  0,  sold  in  Paternoster  Row !  " 
So  he  wrote,  and  so  they  printed,  KEGAN,  PAUL,  AND  TBENCH,  &  Co. 
And  it  made  the  present  number  of  the  Nineteenth  Century  go 
Like  the  wildest  wild-fire,  for  the  pages  otherwise  were  slow, 
With  its  articles  by  LIFFORD,  STANLEY,  DALE,  and  WATTS  (THEO), 
Who  are  not  a  great  attraction,  though  himself  each  may  think  so, 
But  when  following  our  Poet  are  just  worth  Horatio 
When  upon  the  scene  with  Hamlet  in  a  great  Lyceum  show,— 
Such  at  least  is  the  opinion  of  PAUL,  KKOAN,  TKBNCH,  &  Co. 

ALFRED  TWENTYSTONE. 


WHAT  was  probably  considered  at  first  to  be  the  obstacle  to 
Mr,  BIOGAH  s  marriage  ?  It  was  said  he  was  afraid  of  committing 
Biggar-my, 

Tax  Wooden  Leg,  A  new  Novel  by  the  Author  of  Tht  Golden  Calf. 


A  HANDBOOK  OF  KNOWLEDGE. 
No.  IX.— RAILWAYS. 

PAKT  IV.,  AND  LAST.— Concerning  the  Qualifications  and  Require- 
ments of  Railway  Travellers. 

Q.  What  do  you  consider  to  be  the  essential  qualifications  of  a 
successful  Railway  Traveller  under  existing  railway  regulations  ? 

A.  It  is  difficult  to  summarise  them.  Chief  among  them,  how- 
ever, may  be  mentioned  : — 

1.  Unusual  physical  strength  and  endurance. 

2.  Absolute  indifference  to  comfort  and  convenience. 

3.  Stolid  and  indomitable  patience. 

Q.  But  are  not  these  the  powers  and  qualities  of  a  Spartan  Athlete 
rather  than  of  an  ordinary  British  Citizen  ? 

A.  Precisely.  But  the  British  Citizen  who  does  not  possess  them 
must  necessarily  suffer  most  severely  in  travelling  by  rail. 

Q.  Will  you  give  me  some  explanation  or  illustration  of  this 
startling  position  of  yours  ? 

A.  It  cannot  be  startling  to  the  person  who  has  travelled  and 
thought.  But  we  generally  travel,  as  we  do  most  customary 
things,  without  thinking.  In  this  public  habitude  of  unconsidering 
acceptance  of  the  uncomfortable  as  the  inevitable,  lie  the  safety  and 
the  opportunity  of  the  corporate  ghouls  who  prey  upon  us. 

Q.  But  to  details. 

A.  A  railway  traveller  should  have  unusual  physical  gifts. 
Strength  and  agility  are  imperatively  demanded  for  the  tasks  of 
mounting  interminable  flights  of  stairs,  and  climbing  into  almost 
inaccessible  carriages,  especially  when  the  traveller  has  been 
detained  by  a  sullen  ticket-clerk,  or  is  vociferously  urged  on  by  a 
furious  platform-porter.  Lungs  of  unusual  strength  are  requisite 
in  order  to  shout  from  one  end  of  the  platform  to  another  for  access 
to,  or  liberation  from,  needlessly  locked  carriages.  Hearing  should 
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Mrs.  It.  "On,  YOU  MUBT  SKI  MY  C»BINKT  OF  Ctre'osiHM.    I  'M  AWFUL 

PARTIAL  TO    BRIO- BATS  !  !  " 


A  SHAKSPEARIAN   MEDITATION. 

A  Room  at  the  Home  Office.     Tablet  covered  with  pilet 
of  bookt,  paper  t,  lettert,  telegramt,  reportt,  Sfe., 


The  SELDOM- AT- HOM«  Stc&ru*idueot>ered,lo»ln*9 
weary  and  anxiout,  preparing  hit  Speech  for  Second 
Heading  of  hit  Government  of  London  BM, 

Home  Secretary  tolilotjuitet— 
IF  it  were  done,  when  I  've  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly.    If  bat  the  Second  Reading 
Could  trammel  up  all  consequence,  and  catch. 
When  I  (hall  cease,  success ;  if  but  my  speech 
Could  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  there. 
Bat  there,  within  the  babbling  House  of  Commons, 
I  'd  jump  the  House  of  Lords.    Bat,  in  these  oases, 
We  still  nave  judgment  there ;  that  we  bat  teach 
Senseless  obstructions,  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  the  inventor :  This  even-handod  justice 
Commends  the  nuisance  of  our  lengthy  speeches 
To  our  own  ears. 

The  Corporation  have  a  double  claim : 
First,  as  I  was  their  guide  and  leading  Counsel 
In  their  grand  Epping  Forest  Preservation. 
I  gave  them  counsel,  and  they  gave  me  gold, 
Strong  both  against  the  deed ;  then,  as  their  guest 
At  many  a  sumptuous  banquet  at  Guildhall, 
I  should  'gainst  hungry  Leaguers  shot  the  door, 
Not  bear  the  knife  myself,  unless  of  course 
Accompanied  with  fork.    Besides,  the  Corporation 
Have  spent  their  wealth  so  nobly,  and  have  been 
So  princely  hospitable,  that  their  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels,  trumpet-tongued,  against 
The  sheer  starvation  of  their  taking  off  : 
And  SALISBOKT,  with  tongue  like  rapier-blade, 
Sounding  a  blast,  or  Cherub  CHURCHILL,  horsed 
Upon  his  insolent  courses,  beating  the  air, 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  truth  to  every  heart, 
"  Ingratitude,  thy  name  is  VKKHOS  HAECOCBT  ! " 
I  have  no  spur  to  prick  the  side*  of  my  intent, 
No  sympathy  from  all  my  chaffing  colleague*, 
No  word  of  kindness  from  the  Grand  Old  Man, 
No  public  feeling,  and  no  cry  for  change ; 
But  vaulting  ambition  only,  which  o'erleaps 
Itself,  and,  like  a  headstrong  acrobat, 
Falls  on  the  other  side !  {.Left  tilting. 


combine  the  opposite  qualities  of  abnormal  quickness  and  indifferent 
dulness,  the  one  to  enable  the  traveller  to  catch  the  muffled  mutter- 
ings  of  officials,  the  other  to  enable  him  to  endure  the  deafening  din 
of  jangling  bells,  shrieking  whistles,  clanging  carriages,  rambling 
trucks,  and  shrieking  porters.  Most  especially  his  eyesight  should 
be  of  the  longest,  sharpest,  and  quickest  imaginable  description. 

Q.  Why  so? 

A.  To  give  him  the  slightest  chance  of  distinguishing  such  essen- 
tial notifications  as  the  destinations  of  trains  and  the  names  of  Sta- 
tions. The  position  of  a  somewhat  short-sighted  traveller  when 
the  train  stops  at  an  unknown  Station  on  a  darkish  night,  is 
extremely  pitiable.  He  projects  his  head  from  the  window.  The 
platform  is  very  long,  and  indifferently  lighted.  The  name  of  the 
Station  is  posted  up  in  small  letters  in  a  dark  nook  some  fifty  yards 
distant,  and  is  absolutely  indistinguishable.  He  shouts  wild  inquiry 
forth  into  the  darkness.  If  any  reply  come  at  all — which  is  by  no 
means  certain — it  probably  comes  in  the  form  of  an  inarticulate  and 
unintelligible  howl,  leaving  the  traveller  the  choice  of  plunging 
out,  and  probably  being  left  at  a  wrong  Station,  or  remaining 
where  he  is,  and  quite  as  probably  being  carried  on  miles  past  the 
right  one. 

Q.  But  might  not  this  be  readily  avoided  ? 

A.  Most  certainly.  The  name  of  a  station  thnuld  be  easily  visible 
from  every  carriage  to  any  passenger  not  absolutely  blind.  This  is 
so  obvious  as  hardly  to  require  assertion,  much  less  proof.  It  might 
be  managed  with  the  most  consummate  ease.  The  neglect  of  it 
argues  either  imbecility,  or  insolent  indifference  to  the  Public's  most 
ordinary  convenience. 

Q.  Are  there  any  other  ways  in  which  Railway  Companies  need- 
lessly tax  the  physical  resources  of  travellers  ? 

A.  Very  many.  The  ordinary  Railway  Station  is  not  to  be  sur- 
passed by  any  known  device  of  sinister  ingenuity,  whether  in  dreary 
weary  discomfort,  or  in  facilities  for  catching  cold.  Its  platform  is 
oppressively  gloomy  in  the  finest  weather ;  in  bad  weather  it  is 
exposed  to  every  meteorological  unpleasantness  that  blows,  or  drives, 
or  falls,  or  whistles,  or  soaks,  or  parches,  or  numbs,  or  blinds,  or 
freezes,  or  palsies. 

Q.  But  does  it  not  furnish  any  sort  of  shelter  against  the  subtly 
varied  assaults  of  our  genial  climate  ? 


A.  Very  commonly  none  whatever.    Sometimes,  however,  there 
are  things  called  Waiting  Rooms  P 
Q.  What  are  these  P 

A.  Dens  of  dismalness  and  discomfort,  as  depressing  to  the  spirit 
M  trying  to  the  body.  In  these  Waiting  Rooms  the  would-be 
traveller  may — wait.  He  can  do  nothing  else,  save  suffer.  The 
typical  Waiting  Room  is,  in  fact,  a  public  penitentiary.  Its  dis- 
ciplinary powers,  if  fairly  tested,  would  probably  be  found  to  com- 
pare favourably  with  those  of  Milbank  or  the  Tombs. 

Q.  Is  no  other  sort  of  retreat  furnished  for  the  waiting  and 
weather-tormented  traveller  P 

A.  Yes ;  there  are  places  called— in  a  spirit  of  sardonic  mockery— 
Refrethment  Rooms.  At  the  most  important  Stations  these,  in  some 
sort,  answer  to  their  name ;  bat  at  lesser  Stations,  where  often  what 
they  promise  to  our  ear  is  more  urgently  needed,  the  success  with 
which  they  "  break  it  to  our  hope  "  is  pyramidally  complete. 

Q.  How  is  this  effected  P 

A.  By  providing,  at  exorbitant  prices,  an  extremely  limited  bnt 
carefully  selected  supply  of  food  warranted  not  to  feed,  and 

refreshments  "  guaranteed  never  to  refresh.  The  consumption  of 
these  articles— as  an  alternative  to  starvation— under  conditions  of 
the  greatest  attainable  discomfort,  severely  taxes  the  strongest 
digestion  and  the  most  perfect  temper.  To  travellers  dyspeptic  or 
choleric  it  is  productive  of  the  most  serious  and  lasting  mischief. 

Q.  Does  this  singular  tendency  to  wantonly  tax  the  energies  of 
the  traveller  pervade  all  departments  of  Railway  Management  P 

A.  It  does.  The  regulations  and  adjustments  of  Rail  way  dom  are 
calculated  not  for  persons  of  ordinary  physique,  still  less  for  the 
feeble  or  valetudinarian,  bnt  for  hardy,  perfectly-trained  Athletes  of 
keen  senses,  superb  digestive  powers,  and  indomitable  patience. 
They  can  only  be  praised  in  the  same  spirit  as  that  in  which  CHARLES 
KINOSLET  lauded  the  British  North-Easter.  Combining  all  the 
tedium  of  solitary  confinement  with  all  the  trials  of  campaigning, 
they  might  make  invulnerable  veterans  of  the  few  who  survived 
their  hideous  ordeal. 

Q.  Finally,  why  should  the  Public  put  up  with  arrangements  so 
arbitrarily  exacting  and  arduous  ? 

A.  To  this  question  no  satisfactory  answer  is  possible  or  even 
oonoeivable. 
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THE    KHEDIVE'S    POCKET-BOOK. 

(A  Isaf  anticipatory  of  the  Immediate  Future.) 

MoxDAr.—Sii  AUCKLAND  COLVIN  called  upon  me,  and  explained 
what  he  called  "  Lord  DUFFERIN'S  Constitution."  Sounded  excellent. 
I  was  to  command  the  Army.  Then  I  was  to  be  assisted  by  a  Council 
of  Ministers  having  a  sole  right  to  initiate 
legislation.  Farther,  there  was  to  be  a  Second 
Council  of  Fourteen,  partly  nominated  by  my- 
self and  partly  nominated  by  someone  else. 
Besides  these,  there  was  to  be  an  Elective 
Assembly  of  Forty-four  Members,  to  be  con- 
vened occasionally  for  purposes  of  discussion 
only.  And,  finally,  I  was  to  have  the  services 
of  Sir  AUCKLAND  as  a  Financial  Councillor. 
Asked  for  further  information—"  "What  did  he 
mean  by  a  Financial  Councillor  ?  "  Sir  AUCK- 
LAND replied,  "Lots  of  things— he  would  make 
himself  generally  useful."  Saw  my  way  to  a 
small  loan—"  Could  he  (Sir  AUCKLAND)  help 
me  in  that  1"  "  No,  he  couldn't ;  he  was  my  servant— absolutely— 
and  it  would  not  be  dignified  for  the  man  to  lend  money  to  the 
master."  Saw  my  way  to  a  pleasant  arrangement.  "As  Sir  AUCK- 
LAND was  my  servant,"  I  said,  "  I  would  dismiss  him  on  the  spot.' 
Sir  AUCKLAND  was  very  angry,  and  told  me  "not  to  play  the  fool." 
He  explained  that  as 'he  was  mv  servant  absolutely,  I  could  do 
nothing  without  his  advice,  very  much  frightened:  and  to 
conciliate  him  made  him  Knight  Grand  Cross  of  an  Order  I  have 
recently  created  for  Europeans— the  White  Elephant.  He  refused 
the  gift,  and  retired  in  a  passion. 

Tuesday. — Had  a  capital  thought  in  the  night,  but  did  not  like  to 
do  anything  without  Sir  AUCKLAND'S  advice.  My  Financial  Coun- 
cillor is  so  very  irritable.  When  he  camel  asked  him,  "if  I 
understood  him  to  say  that  I  was  head  of  the  Army  ? '  He 
replied,  "  Certainly— all  the  troops  were  at  my  command."  Ob- 
served "  that  I  thought  so,  and  I  would  not  trouble  him  any 
further,  as  I  had  some  business  to  attend  to."  Sir  AUCKLAND 
wanted  to  know  "  What  business  ?  "  "  Oh,"  I  replied  airily,  "  I  am 
only  going  to  send  off  the  Army  to  loot  Constantinople."  Sir  AUCK- 
LAND again  very  angry,  and  told  me  "not  to  talk  nonsense/ 
Explained  to  him  (as  my  Financial  Councillor)  that  Constantinople 
was  well  worth  the  trouble,  and  would  pay  capitally.  Sir  AUCKLAND 
replied,  that  if  he  heard  anything  more  about  it  he  would  have  me 
arrested  by  a  company  of  the  English  Line,  and  confined  in  a  British 
guard-room.  Asked  him  "  What  was  the  good  of  being  head  of  the 
Army  unless  I  could  have  a  shot  at  somebody  ?  "  Sir  AUCKLAND 
replied,  "  that  it  was  impossible  to  explain  anything  to  an  Oriental, 
but  that  a  European  would  understand  the  situation  perfectly." 
Rather  puzzled.  Asked  him  then, ' '  What  should  I  do  with  the  Army, 
as  it  was  a  pity  to  waste  them."  SIR  AUCKLAND  admitted  thatitzcas  a 
pity,  and  suggested  (as  my  Financial  Councillor)  that  I  might  let 
the  soldiers  out  as  "  supers  "  at  so  much  the  night  to  a  local  hippo- 
drome or  theatre.  Fell  in  with  the  idea,  which  pleased  Sir  AUCK- 
LAND immensely. 

Wednesday.— Evidently  must  leave  the  Army  alone,  so  turned  my 
attention  to  domestic  matters.  In  the  course  of  the  morning  Sir 
AUCKLAND  looked  in,  and  asked  "  How  I  was  going  on  ?  "  Keplied, 
"  Capitally — that  my  Council  of  Ministers  had  just  decreed  that  th< 
Fellahs  were  to  pay  me  sixpence  a  head  an  hour  for  the  privilege  oi 
escaping  the  bowstring."  Sir  AUCKLAND  in  a  furious  rage.  Hewantec 
to  know  "  What  they  meant  by  doing  that  ?  "  Replied,  that "  by  the 
Constitution  they  surely  had  the  right  of  initiating  legislation  ?  ' 
Sir  AUCKLAND  answered,  "  Not  that  sort  of  legislation.  "Twas  lib 
their  something  impudence  to  think  of  such  a  thing !  "  Sir  AUCK- 
LAND advised  me  to  dismiss  them.  Asked  what  I  should  do  "i 
they  refused  to  be  dismissed  ?"  "Why,"  he  replied,  "appeal  t< 
your  Second  Council  of  Fourteen,  whose  special  duty  it  is  to  curb  th 
action  of  the  First  Council."  Sir  AUCKLAND  looked  so  savage  that 
agreed  to  do  anything  to  please  him.  He  replied.  "  I  had  better,  o 
he  would  write  to  Lord  QRANVILLK  about  me."  Begged  him  to  for 
bear,  and  asked  him  "  if  he  thought  Lord  GRANVILLB  would  like  t 
be'a  Grand  Cordon  of  the  White  Elephant 't "  He  said  "  that  I  ha< 
better  try,  if  I  particularly  wanted  to  be  deposed  by  telegraph." 

Thursday : — Sir  AUCKLAND  came  to  see  me  at  my  urgent  summons 
Told  him  that  the  First  Council  had  punched  the  heads  of  th 
Second  Council,  and  that  there  had  been  a  free  fight  all  night  i 
consequence.  He  didn't  seem  displeased ;  on  the  contrary,  expresse 
his  opinion  that  "  the  Constitution  was  working  capitally,' 
Asked  him  "  Whether  I  should  summon  the  Elective  Assembly  o 
Forty- Four  Members  ?  "  He  replied,  "  Certainly,  but  that  I  mus 
remember  that  they  were  to  be  convened  for  purposes  of  discussio 
only."  Asked  him  "  What  I  should  do  if  Council  Number  One  kille 
the  members  of  Council  Number  Two,  or  vice  versa  f  "  He  said  that 
"  speaking  purely  as  my  Financial  Councillor,  he  should  recommen 


ne  to  refuse  to  pay'for  their  funerals."   Then,  saying  that  "  he  could 
ot  waste  all  his  time  in  chatting  with  me,"  he  went  back  to  his 
nice  in  high  good  humour. 
Friday.— I  have  had  such  a  time  of  it !    I  convened  the  1  orty- 

""our,  and  thought  they  would  never  leave  me.  They  followed  me  all 
ver  the  place,  asking  for  "  backsheesh"  Got  rid  of  them  at  last  by 

elling  them  "  that  Sir  AUCKLAND  was  my  Financial  Councillor,  and 

^ould  give  them  what  they  wanted."_  Ten  minutes  later  the  dreaded 
nglishman  rushed  into  my  palace  in  a  furious  rage,  and  "  wanted 
j  know  what  I  meant  by  sending  a  pack  of  ragamuffins  to  him  ? ' 

Explained  that  they  were  not  *  ragamuffins,  but  Notables."  He 
aid  he  hated  practical  jokes,  and  it  was  lucky  for  me  that  there  was 
dearth  of  crossing-sweepers  in  Cairo.  It  seems  that  Sir  AUCKLAND 
as  got  rid  of  the  entire  Egyptian  Parliament  by  supplying  them 

with  brooms.  Asked  him  "  ii  he  thought  they  should  collect  the 
1ms  of  the  Faithful  for  their  own  benefit ? "  He  replied,  "Of 
ourse  not,"  and  that,  acting  as  my  Financial  Councillor,  '^  he  had 


ution 

eally  understood  it."    Parted  excellent  friends. 

Saturday.— Sent  for  Sir  AUCKLAND,  to  tell  him  that  the  two 
Councils  had  killed  one  another,  and  that  the  Forty-Four  Notables 
.ad  refused  to  leave  their  crossings,  saying  that  they  preferred  their 
•resent  employment  to  any  other.    Added  that  the  Army,  having 
jeen  engaged  by  a  perambulating  circus  manager  to  go  a  tour  round 
he  world,  had  consequently  quitted  Egypt.   Sir  AUCKLAND  con- 
gratulated me  upon  "having  got  rid  of  all  my  troubles;      and 
.nally  observed     that  he  had  told  me  that  the  Constitution  would 
act  beautifully  when  it  had  once  got  into  really  proper  trim  ! ' 


PIGEON-ENGLISH. 

(By  a  Proletariat  Supporter  of  British  Sport.} 


ANDERSON?    Oh,  jigger 

That  pertikler  Scot ! 
'fever  touched  a  trigger, 

Never  fired  a  shot. 
Give  'im  cane  and  gingham, 

Let  'im  stick  to  twirling  'em, 
leaving  hus  to  wing  'em, — 

Stray  Blue-Rocks  from  'Urling- 

ham. 
uor  I  it  has  bin  fun, 

Heal  jam  and  good, 
Potterin'  with  a  gun 

Round  some  neighbourhood 
Where  the  Swells  is  at  it ; 

Potting  each  stray  bird. 
Stop  our  game  ?    Oh,  drat  it ! 

Too  right  down  absurd  ! 
Cruel  ?    All  bow-wow ! 

Birds  must  die  ;  death '«  cruel. 
Wot 's  it  matter  how 

They  receives  their  gruel  Y 
Tell  yer  this  soft  rot 

Wich  hus  Sportsman  chivvies, 
Sends  the  race  to  pot. 

Makes  us  all  old  Mivvies. 
3pnrt  's  old  England's  crown, 

Bless  yer,  the  old  bunting 
Soon  would  be  pulled  down 

If  it  weren't  for  'unting  ! 
Wot  gives  Britons  muscle 

To  chuck  down  all  barriers  ? 


Wy  a  bit  o'  bustle, 

With  the  Margit  'Arriers ! 
Would  old  NAP  'ave  seen 

Sech  bold  British  front, 
If  it  'adn't  been 

For  the  Eppin'  'unt  ? 
Sawnies  ain't  no  good, 

Raisin'  their  Scotch  blether 
At  a  bit  o'  blood, 

Or  a  broken  feather. 
Bah !  they  'd  make  us  mugs, 

Snivellers  pale  and  pappy  ; 
Then  the  old  'umbugs 

Doubtless  would  be  'appy. 
'Ang  the  Rad  rampagers, 

1  'm  for  'igh  hauthority : 
I  am  with  the  Majors, 

Found  in  the  minority. 
I  am  with  the  Swells ; 

No,  not  little  RANDOM  ! 
Pooty  tale  he  tells, 

Wot 's   called   madcap  tan- 
dem. 
Sneers  at  'Arries.    Yus ! 

But  there  ain't  no  blinking 
That  the  Nobs  and  hus 

Are  one  way  o'  thinking. 
Wive  ler  Sport !  I  say. 

Take  my  tip,  Lord  RANDY, 
England 's  'ad  'er  day, 

If  she  follers  SANDY. 


BOAT-RACE    SKETCHES. 

By  Dinnl-Crambo  Junior. 


A  Stern  Coach. 


Bow. 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
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NOTES    FROM    A    WHISTLER. 

THE  idea'of  printing  a  Catalogue  full  of  adverse  and  satirical  criticisms  on  his  own  works  is  not  new.    Mr.  HOLLIKOKHIUD  bejran 
it  a  long  time  ago,  and  perhaps  t>  *  idea  did  not  originate  with  him ;  but  he,  we  believe,  was  the  first  to  develope  it.    Mr.  WHIKTLKR  has 


The  Whistler  a  few  bars  behind. 


No.  23. 
Turtle)  and  Crinoline*.    Scene  in  Wonderland. 


No.  11. 

"  NO  MORE  COUOHS  A»D 
COLDS!" 

Humane  Attendant  (log-).  "He's 
got  his  feet  in  hot  water,  I  '11  just 
damp  this  sheet,  and  finish  him  that 
way,  anjhow." 


No.  44. — Last  Appearance  of  the  Diver. 


No.  34. 

Old  Man  frightened  by  Monster  Dor.    Perhaps  an  Illustration 
to  QOBTUI'S  Fatal. 


adopted  the  Hollingsheadian  method.  Public  interest  does  not  teem  to  have  been  greatly  aroused  in  these  "  Etchings  and  Dry  Points," 
or  surely  the  Dry  Points  would  nut  dry  up  in  Easter  Week,  when,  so  the  attendant  informed  us,  the  exhibition  was  to  close.  Rather  a  sudden 
shut  up  for  "  Jester  .1  \M KS." 


LAYS  OP  A  LAZY  MINSTREL. 
THE  BABY  IN  THE  TRAIN. 

"  Why  is  there  not  a  Compartment  'for  Babies  only' t" 

Thi  Crutty  Philotopher. 

How  merrily,  how  cheerily  we  ride  along  the  rail ! 

"We  think  not  of  the  driving  rain,  nor  care  about  the  gale ! 

I  'in  comfortably  seated  in  a  snug  back  corner  seat, 

With  woolly  rugs  about  my  knees,  and  warmers  at  my  feet : 

I  've  all  the  morning  papers  in  a  heap  upon  my  lap, 

I  read  and  calmly  contemplate,  and  think  about  a  nap  ; 

A  nap  indeed  P    Impossible  !     You  '11  find  it  all  iu  vain , 

To  have  the  slightest  slumberlwith  the  Baby  in  the  Tram ! 

He  'a  autocratic  as  to  rule,  and  as  to  language  terse, 

He  '11  freely  fist  his  dear  Mamma,  and  domineer  o'er  Nurse  ! 

He  wrinkles  up  his  forehead  like  an  ancient  Chimpanzee's, 

And  babbles  of  the  "puff-puff,"  and  prattles  of  "gee-gees  : " 

He  guggles  and  he  struggles,  and  he  will  not  stand  nor  sit, 

But  he  gives  an  imitation  of  an  apoplectic  fit. 

I  am  not  very  captious,  and  I  wish  not  to  complain — 

But  what  a  crying  grievance  is  the  Baby  in  the  Train  ! 

1  wish  to  feign  the  friendly,  but  I  earnestly  reflect— 
In  silly  finger-snapping  do  I  lose  my  self-respect  ? 
Can  I  crow  or  can  I  chuckle  with  a  countenance  serene  ? 
Is  "  kitchee-kitohee  "  fitted  for  my  gravity  of  mien  P 
Can  I  talk  of  "  doggie-oggies,"  or  prate  of  "  ittle  dears"  ? 
Is  "  peep-bo  "  fit  amusement  for  a  person  of  my  years  ? 
And  though  I  do  my  very  best  to  trv  to  entertain, 
I  'm  thought  a  vile  impostor  by  the  Baby  in  the  Train ! 

He  knows  that  I  am  longing  to  make  faces  on  the  sly, 
How  spitefully  I  'd  pinch  him  if  no  guardians  were  nigh ! 
He  clutches  at  my  watch-chain,  he  smiles  upon  my  suit, 
He  tries  to  eat  my  eye-glass,  he  jumps  upon  my  boot  ; 
He  takes  away  my  walking-stick,  he  crumples  up  my  Punch  ; 
He  burrows  deep  in  paper-bags  in  foraging  for  lunch  ; 
And  cups  of  milk  at  stations,  too,  how  eagerly  he  '11  drain, 
With  sighs  of  satisfaction,  will  the  Baby  in  the  Train  ! 

0  bold  Directors,  build  a  car  to  take  such  household  pets ' 
And  fit  it  up  with  cots  and  cribs  and  rocking  bassinettes, 


And  lullabies  and  picture-books  and  bon-bons,  cakes,  and  toys, 
To  soothe  the  savage  bosoms  of  these  little  girls  and  boys. 
0  brim  the  cup  with  caudle  high !    Let  Soothing  Syrup  flow  I 
Let  roasted  mutton  deck  the  board,  and  milky  rice  also  I 
And  let  all  Railway  Companies  immediately  sustain 
A  Separate  Compartment  for  the  Baby  in  the  Train  I 


MOLLY-CODDLING  LEGISLATION. 

THOUGH  the  Session  has  been  consumed  up  to  Baiter  with  very 
little  practical  work,  and  more  than  the  usual  amount  of  Irish 
nagging,  time  has  been  found,  in  spite  of  Curtain-Leeture  nights, 
and  the  irrepressible  jawing  powers  of  the  great  O'Caudle  Party,  to 
commence  a  piece  of  fussy  legislation  which  is  a  disgrace  to  the 
country.  No  one  will  deny  that  one-third  of  our  national  income  is 
drawn  from  national  drunkenness  ;  that  we  see  no  way  to  meet  our 
ever-increasing,  and  probably  immoral,  expenditure  by  raising 
taxes  in  a  less  objectionable  manner ;  no  one  will  deny  that  public- 
houses  of  all  kinds  are  necessary  creators  of  Revenue  for  a  prodigal 
Exchequer,  and  yet  public-houses  are  to  be  subjected  to  another 
outburst  of  hypocritical  State  virtue. 

It  has  long  been  illegal  to  play  a  piano  in  a  tap-room—to  mix  the 
pure  gin  of  commerce  with  the  harmless  adulteration  of  Art ;  it  hat 
long  been  illegal  to  temper  drunkenness  with  certain  games  of 
chance.  The  infamy  of  shove-halfpenny  has  long  been  as  patent  to 
the  legislative  eye  as  the  beauty  of  unmitigated  swilling.  Another 
divine  inspiration  has  descended  upon  the  law-mongers.  They  have 
discovered  that  the  habit  of  paying  wages  iu  public-houses  is  wrong, 
injurious,  and  ought  to  be  made  illegal,  and  they  proceed  to  make  it 
illegal  to  the  best  of  their  ability.  If  they  had  the  courage  to  close 
all  pothouses,  and  to  arrange  their  expenditure  so  as  to  live  without 
the  aid  of  drink  and  drinkers,  it  would  be  possible  to  admire  their 
consistency,  even  with  the  knowledge  that  a  great  inconvenience 
was  being  inflicted  upon  the  public.  But  these  pettifogging  attacks 
upon  a  class  of  tradesmen  who  appear  absolutely  necessary  to  the 
State,  can  bring  neither  honour  nor  profit  to  any  Government. 

Jororao  by  the  profusion  of  Mr.  LEADER'S — the  new  Lessee  of 
Her  Majesty's  Theatre — Advertisements,  he  is  certainly  not  Lieder 
ohne  Wlirte.  

KIOHT  is  Might,  and  Wrong  is  Dyna-mite. 


VOL. 
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FOILED!    OR,  THE  FRIGHTFUL  DEMON,  THE  FALSE  WARDER,  AND  THE  FAITHFUL  CHAMPION. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  IHK  FOREST. 


'—Epping  Forest,  in  the  Vicinity'of  High  Beech. 
Enter  CALIPASH. 

Calipash  (striking  an  attitude).  I  am  the  guardian  of  these  sylvan 

shades, 

These  velvet  sward-gweeps,  and  these  verdant  glades, 
Oh,  rather  I    Did  not  I  announce  last  Autumn 
That  I  in  perpetuity  had  bought  'em, 
Secured  them  for  the  PEOPLE  ?    I  'm  the  man 
To  play  the  pleasant  part  of  Modern  Pan. 
Let  trespassers  bewar-r-re  I    Hollo  !    Who 's  this  ? 


Enter  Steam  Demon,  flourishing  wildly. 
Steam  Demon.  Snort !    Squiggle !    Squeal !    Puff !    Puff !    Roar  I 

Battle !    Hiss ! 
Calipash.  Indeed  !    Your  voice  is  really  very  pleasant, 

But  I  don't  understand  you  quite — at  present. 
Steam  Demon.  I  want  free  passage  through  these  woods ! 
Calipash  (mincingly).  Proh  pudor .' 

My  duty 's  to  be  down  on  each  intruder. 
Steam  Demon.  I  'm  no  intruder,  I  'm  a  hoon-hestower, 

Friend  of  the  proletariat  Forest-goer. 

I  "ye  only  thirteen  Stations  ;  want  another. 
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A    PROMISING    SON-IN-LAW. 

Eldest  Daughter  (just  out).  "  'Mi,  I  THINK  MB.  WIOQIKB  is  OOIHO  TO  PROPOSE  !    T  LEAST  HB  ASKID  m  IF  I  WA»'T  TIKXD  OF 

LIVING  IN  SBOH  A  MKNAOIRIK  AS  WE  'v«  GOT  HIRK  1 1 " 


I  '11  make  it  worth  your  while.     ( Winks.) 
Calipash  (effusively).  My  friend  !    My  brother ! 

But  how  about  your — well,  communications  P 
Steam  Demon.  I  '11  make  them  just  like  "  gentle  undulations." 

Ask  CHAMBERS,  he 's  a  regular  Cockney  dryad. 
Calipash.  Well,  many  have  misgivings  ;  even  /  had 

Until  you  came  and  squared  'em  BO  completely. 

Do  as  you  like. 
Steam  Demon  (chuckling).  We  've  settled  it  most  sweetly. 

Enter  BRYCEIS,  Woodnymphs,  Fauns,  &o. 
Bryceis.  Oh,  have  you  ?    Stop  a  hit.    I  know  you,  Demon. 

A  boon  '(    We  '11  have  two  words  that  pleasant  theme  on. 

Fine  fellow  you  to  talk  about  improvement ! 

Can't  let  you  practise  your  "  extension  movement." 

You  mend  the  Forest  r    Ogre,  I  '11  "  amend  "  you ! 

Take  that,  and  that !  [Buffets  him  with  "  Amendment." 

Steam  Demon.  Help,  CALIPASH  I !  1 

Calipash  (funking  it).  I  '11  lend  you 

What  help  I  can,  but 

Bryceis.  Traitor  !     You  're  a  beauty 

To  pose  as  Forest-Warder.    Do  your  duty, 

Or  clear  out,  with  the  Cacodemon  yonder  I 
Calipash.  I — oh,  I  love  the  People, — no  one  fonder, 

But — our  friend  there  is  such  a  pleasant  talker, 

I  thought  he  meant  the  People's  good. 
Chorus  of  Nymphs  and  Fauns.  0,  Walker  I ! ! 

Bryceis.  The  mighty  name  these  forest-folk  invoke 

Is  most  suggestive. 

Fauns  (fortissimo).          Walk  jour  chalks,  old  bloke  ! 
[BETCKIB,  Nymphs,  Fauns,  q-c.,  unite  to  drive  CALIPASH  and 
Steam  Demon  off.     They  retire  grunting  and  shrieking. 

Chorus  of  Nymphs  and  Fauns  (Air  obvious). 
BRTC  Ei9,  a  j_olly  good  fe-el-low,          |  With  a  hip,  hip,  hip,  hooray ! 


Ha»  made  the  Steam  Demon  v«-el- 

low; 
And  ilope  with  a  shriek  and  a  be-el- 

low, 
To  the  joy  of  all  of  us. 


The  Form  has  gained  the  day, 

And  old  CALIPASH  hu  been  lent  to 

•mash. 
Hooray  !  Hooray ! !  Hooray  ! ! ! 


FOR  ROYAL  MUSICAL  COLLEGIANS. 
LET  the  College  building!  have  a  large  central  triangle,  and  round  this 
let  the  Student*'  rooms  be  arranged  in  five  flats.  Economy  being  the 
order  of  the  day,  washing  might  be  done  on  the  premises  and  hung 
out  to  dry  on  a  suspended  chord  or  two.  With  a  view  to  cheerful  en- 
tertainment, a  kettledrum  might  always  be  kept  on  the  boil  for  five 
o'clock  tea ;  though  it  ought  to  be  understood,  that  while  social 
gatherings  should  be  fostered,  no  female  candidate  for  the  Violin 
Scholarship  should  be  allowed  to  have  more  than  two  strings  to  her 
bow  at  a  time.  Finally,  debt  ought  to  be  discouraged— «ven  to  the 
extent  of  allowing  the  matriculation  of  Oweboys. 

THE  JOLLY  YOUNG  RIFLEMAN. 

(A  BOUHDILAT  FOR  BAVELAOH.) 
Am— "  The  Jolly  Young  Waterman." 

DID  yon  ever  bear  tell  of  a  jolly  young  Rifleman, 

Who  as  Adonis  his  charms  used  to  try  ': 
He  curled  his  tide-locks  with  such  skill  and  dexterity, 

Winning  each  heart  and  enchanting  each  eye. 
He  stood  so  straight,  he  marched  so  steadily, 
The  Volunteers  came  at  his  call  so  readily, 
And  he  pranced  at  their  head  with  so  princely  an  air. 
That  he  had  the  good  word  of  the  Brave  and  the  Fair. 

This  Rifleman  young  never  seemed  to  grow  older, 

So  trim  was  his  mien,  and  so  chirpy  withal ; 
He  was  always  A  1  to  each  beauteous  beholder, 

And  youths  mustered  proudly  at  KANELAGH'S  call. 
And  though  some  folk  might  be  chaffing  or  jeering, 
'Twas  all  on*  to  him  their  flouting  and  fleering, 
For  how  should  our  Rifleman  ever  know  «are. 
While  he  wins  the  good  word  of  the  Brave  and  the  Fair  ? 


AimcE  TO  THE  POSTMASTER-GEHERAL  (on  hit  proposed  new  Irish 
Mail  Service  scheme). — Don't  Foroe  it. 
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"The  Parrot's  a  doosid  good 
sort  of  bird,  don't  you  know." — 
Mr.  Kundal,  in  Act  IV. 


A    GOOD    "IMPULSE." 

IUPULSS  is  a  stupid  name ;  but  the  play  written  on  Impuke  is 
good,  and  the  acting  leaves  little  to  be  desired.  Mr.  C.  STEPHENSON 
took  an  unsuccessful  French  piece,  and  thereupon  founded  a  fairly 
strong  English  play.  The  five  Acts  are  so  constructed  that,  though 
the  audience  is  perfectly  certain  how  the  piece  must  end,  the  means 
whereby  the  happy  denoument  is  to  be  brought  about  being  adroitly 
kept  secret,  curiosity  is  never  once  allowed  to  flag. 
The  dialogue  is  not  brilliant,  but  to  the  purpose.  There  is  no 

waste  of  words;  and,  with  one 
glaring  exception,  in  the  First  Act, 
every  speech  is  perfectly  consistent 
with  the  character  who  utters  it. 
The  exception  mentioned  is,  when 
the  haw  -  haw  Swell,  Captain 
Crichton,  describes  the  accident 
which  has  happened  to  Sir  Henry 
Auckland.  Captain  Crichton,  well 
played  by  Mr.  KENDAL,  though 
showing  here  and  there  a  tendency 
to  over  accentuate  the  comic 
"  points,"  is  a  typical  English 
"  Heavy."  He  is  straightfor- 
ward, honest,  sharp  on  occasion, 
that  is  when  his  slow  wits  are 
stimulated  by  the  woman  to  whom 
he  is  chivalrously  devoted,  but 
unimaginative,  and  incapable  of 
uttering  the  sentimental  description  which  characterises  the  speech 
in  question. 

Beyond  this,  and  the  fact  that  the  old  Father,  Sir  Henry  Auck- 
land, is  a  bore,— as  old  fathers  on  the  Stage  almost  always  are,  unless 
they  are  ridiculous,— and  that  the  character  is  played  in  too  mincing 
and  namby-pamby  a  style  by  its  representative  Mr.  BEAUMONT,  who 
ought  to  have  his  back  hair  cut  as  quickly  as  possible,  there  is  abso- 
lutely no  fault  to  be  found  with  the  piece — if  we  allow  the  initial 
improbability  of  the  father,  sister,  and  friend  having  kept  from 
Mrt.  Macdonald  the  truth  about  her  husband,  who  is  on  duty  with 
his  regiment  in  India,  having  been  wounded  in  the  arm  ;  a  wound 
that  prevents  his  writing  a  letter  to  her,  yet  which  is  so  slight  that 
he  is  able  to  return  suddenly,  ready  to  take  his  wife  to  both  arms, 
including  the  damaged  one,  which  is  not  even  in  a  sling.  Grant 
this,  and  the  piece  is  comparatively  faultless  till  the  finish,  when 
the  sudden  collapse  of  the  determined  villain,  the  would-be  seducer, 
Victor  de  Kiel,  at  the  request — for  the  appeal  to  him  is  scarcely 
more  than  this-^of  Mrt.  Seresford,  who  has  never  had  the  slightest 
influence  over  him  till  this  minute  (when  of  course  it  'a  getting  late, 
and  the  sharper  the  finish  comes  the  better),  is  weak  and  unsatis- 
factory. 

How  it  might  have  been  ended,  how  Victor  de  Riel  might  have 
been  disposed  of  without  resort  to  melodramatic  action,  must 

have  been  a  puzzle  to 
Author  and  manage- 
ment. Don't  tell 
us  that  that  scoun- 
drel, Victor  de  Kiel— 
cleverly  played  by 
Mr.  ARTHUR  DACHE, 
who  takes  rather  a 
one-sided  view  of  the 
character, — his  angle 
of  inclination  being 
invariably  however  to 
the  right,— don't  tell 
us,  we  say,  that  this 
i  man,  growing  rapidly 
grey  in  villany,  and 
more  and  more  crab- 
like — we  mean  putting 
more  and  more  "side" 
on— as  his  passion  is 
intensified,  on  being 
discovered  with  the 
woman  whom  he  has 
pursued  with  an  un- 
quenchable passion  for 
years,  could  be  sud- 
denly abashed,  cowed, 

and  converted  from  the  error  ofj  his  way,  by  a  goody-goody 
appeal  to  his  better  nature  from  somebody  about  whom  he 
doesn't  care  a  brass  farthing.  Absurd.  Up  with  the  Curtain,  and 
give  us  Act  VI.,  when  he  should  return  mere  lop-sided  than  ever, 
and  b»  ultimately  collared  by  two  keepers  and  conducted  to  the 
nearest  lunatic  asylum.  Or  he  might  nave  been  a  French  "Pre- 


A  Risli«tic  Scene  in  Act  V.,  when  Mrs.  Heresford 
r«que»t»  the  Lop-»ided  One  to  go  straight 
for  the  future. 


tender,"  or  a  Russian  Nihilist,  to  be  captured  at  last  by  the  Czar's 
secret  police,  when  he  could  take  poison,  or  leap  from  the  balcony  of 
the  hotel,  and  his  funeral  be  charged  in  the  bill  to  the  account  of 
that  old  idiot  Sir  Henry  Auckland. 

Mrs.  GASTON  MURRAY,  as  a  kind  of  Miss  Yellowleaf,  a  Pauline 
Pry  losing  her  voice  from  cold,  and  trying  to  talk  to  a  partially- 
deaf  man,  is  immensely  funny — and  not  in  the  least  overdone.  This 
situation  between  Mr.  BEAUMONT,  Mrs.  GASTON  MURRAY,  and  Mrs. 
KENDAI,  as  interpreter,  is  one  of  the  best  of  the  lighter  scenes  in  the 
piece,  and  is  excellent  natural  Comedy. 

Miss  LINDA  DIETZ,  as  the  hopelessly  weak,  ill-dressed,  and  most 
irritating  idiot  of  a  woman,  Mrt.  Maedonald,  "invested  the  character 
with  artistic  merit," '  and  created  for  it  an  interest,  and  even  a  sympathy 
which  the  character  itself  would  fail  to  arouse,  if  it  appeared  only  in 
the  pages  of  a  three-volume  novel.  A  sickly  motiveless  heroine, 
who  has  absolutely  done  nothing,  except  indulge  in  a  flirtation 
which  appears  to  have  been  only  desperate  on  the  man's  side,  and 
who  trembles  at  the  prospect  of  meeting  her  husband  as  much  as 
if  she  had  broken  all  the  commandments  en  bloc,  can  only  evoke 
from  any  right-thinking  man  or  sensible  woman  a  very  plain  expres- 
sion of  opinion,  which  would  probably  take  this  form,  "  My  dear, 
don't  be  such  a  stupid  fool."  It  is  difficult  to  make  anything  of 
such  a  character,  but  Miss  DIETZ  makes  the  most  of  it,  and  so  far  it 
is  an  artistic  triumph  for  her. 

Mrs.  KENDAL  is  as  good  as  she  can  be  as  Mrt.  Seresford,  but 
there  is  not  much  opportunity  for  emotional  display.  Her  acting  is 
never  strained,  and 
she  makes  the  charac- 
ter serve  its  purpose 
as  a  part  of  a  whole, — 
never  once  forcing 
herself  upon  the  au- 
dience. There  is  one 
call  upon  her  energy 
in  the  last  Act,  when 
she  appeals  to  De 
Riel,  and  it  is  not  her 
fault  that  this  little 
bit  of  Sunday  School- 
teacher's lecturing  is 
unnatural  and  out  of 
place ;  but,  being  so, 
her  rendering  makes 

it.  as  natural  and  as        Foreign  Hotel  Servant  removes  hi«  wig,  ex- 
consistent  as  it  pos-     claiming,   "  Aha  !    I  am  the  Russian  Dsteotire 
Hankufl'   Takimoff,  and    you    are   the   notorious 
Nihilist  Bloem  Uptotheski !  " 

{They  shoot  each  other.     Curt-ain. 


HOW   IT   OUGHT  TO   HAVB   SNDED. 


sibly  can  be. 

The  part  of  the 
piece  is,  of  course,  Mr. 
KENDAL' s  'Admirable 
Crichton,1  which  might  have  grown  into  a  Dundreary,  had  the 
interest  of  the  story  been  sacrificed  to  the  idiosyncrasies  of  this 
character.  His  playing  in  the  Second  Act,  where  he  is  as  delighted 
as  a  boy  with  his  own  sharpness,  and  is  so  utterly  nonplussed  when 
he  has  come  literally  to  his  wits'  end— which  is  not  far  to  go— is  a 
performance  which  SOTHERN  himself,  or  ROBSON  in  A  Regular  Fix, 
could  not  have  beaten ;  and,  if  he  keeps  it  at  that,  and  does  not 
repeat  the  catch- word  of  "  You  are — you  know  you  are  "  too  often, 
it  will  never  degenerate  into  the  broad  farce  of  a  low  comedian's 
Tony  Lumpkin,  but  will  remain  a  sort  of  Vanity  Fair  caricature  of 
a  type  of  our  time,  and  a  performance  on  which  hereafter  the  artist 
himself  will  be  able  to  look  back  with  pleasurable  pride  as  a  land- 
mark in  his  histrionic  career. 

Mr.  T.  N.  WENMAN'S  Colonel  Macdonald  is  very  good,  though,  for 
a  hard  self-controlled  man,  he  is  somewhat  too  demonstrative,  not 
in  the  scene  in  De  Jtiel's  room,  where  nothing  could  be  better  than 
his  sudden  passion,  but  we  mean  in  the  scene  with  that  poor  old 
dummy,  Sir  Henry,  who  might  as  well  be  a  broken-down  Guy 
Fawkes  in  a  chimney-corner  after  a  fatiguing  round  of  the  streets  on 
the  fifth  of  November.  "Why  should  Colonel  Macdonald  strike  his 
forehead,  and  appeal  to  Heaven  ?  Wasted  force. 

We  hope  that  when  a  new  piece  is  required,  the  Management  will 
get  a  fresh  Impulse,  and  go  on  better  than  ever. 

On  Thursday  last,  The  Silver  King  reached  its  one-hundredth 
night,  and  Mr.  WILSON  BARRETT,  in  an  affecting  speech,  told  us  how 
pleased  he  was,  how  pleased  everybody  all  over  the  world  was,  and 
how  grateful  we  ought  all  to  be  to  himself  and  the  Authors.  Messrs. 
JONES  and  HERMAN,  as  a  trio  of  moral  teachers  and  public  bene- 
factors. He  gave  an  estimate,  at  a  rough  and  ready  calculation,  of 
how  many  people  would  be  undergoing  moral  improvement  on  any 
one  given  night  when  this  piece  was  being  played  in  Europe,  Asia. 
Africa,  and  America,  and  gave  us  all  to  understand  that  his  aim  and 
object  was  to  elevate  Melodrama  into  the  region  of  romance  and 
poetry,  which  the  Silver  King  BO  far  achieves  by  giving  us  some 
splendid  burglars,  a  first-rate  Cockney  clerk,  and  (here  comes  in  tha 
poetry)  some  rather  wearisome  speeches  for  the  principal  performer, 
Wilfrid  Denver,  to  utter  whenever  there  is  nothing  particular  to  do. 
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Hooray  for  Romance,  Poetry,  and  a  Reality  of  a  hundred  pound 
lirotit  per  night !  We  '11  go  in  for  Romance  on  these  terms.  Mr.  BAH 
u  the  First  Act,  as  the  drunken  man.  is  excellent.  Mr.  OEORO 
HARHKTT  ia  inimitable  as  the  doddering  old  Butler,  Jaiket,  and  th 
audience  heartily  recognise  the  fact  that  there  isn't  a  better  villain 
in  all  London  than  Mr.  WILLAJID,  whose  performance  of  the  Spider 


PHI  NICE: 


-I. 


Tho  Silver  King,  tho  Princes/*,  and  the  Hundred  KnighU. 

is  admirable.  By  the  way,  wasn't  it  in  Jonathan  Bradford  that  th. 
intending  murderer  finds  himself  in  the  same  room  with  the  corpse 
of  the  man  whom  he  came  to  kill, — the  same  idea  having  occurrec 
to  some  one  else  previously  and  been  acted  upon  ? 

We  are  curious  to  see  how  Mr.  ROSE  has  managed  to  dramatise 
Mr.  AUSTEY'S  eccentric  story,  Vice  Versa.  If  everybody  feels  the 
same  curiosity  on  the  subject  as  we  do,  the  Gaiety  Theatre,  on  the 
occasion  of  Mr.  W.  H.  GRIFFITH'S  matinee,  when  Vice  Verta  is  to 
be  played,  will  be  pretty  closely  packed.  We  don't  see  how  it  can 
be  done,  because,  when  one  person  has  to  become  another  person 
while  that  other  person  takes  the  other  person's  place,  and  yet  is 
still  before  you  unchanged,  the  situation  is  apt  to  become  a  little 
mixed.  We  hope  to  be  present  at  the  successful  solution  of  the 
problem.  

"THE  SILVER  THAMES." 

Oua  Own  Commissioner  was  seized  with  so  severe  a  bilious  attack 
mmediately  after  the  conclusion  of  Mr.  BOSRER'S  evidence,  (reported 
n  our  number  dated  February  10),  that  he  was  unable  to  continue 
lis  duties  until  last  week.  He  then  resumed  his  arduous  labours. 

WITNESS  No.  HI.— TOM  TUG. 

Our  Oicn  Commissioner.  Well,  Mr.  Tuo,  what  do  you  know 
about  the  state  of  the  River  ? 

T.  T.  Why,  that  it 's  something  so  disgusting  as  nobody  would 
>elieve  as  hadn't  seen  it  and  smelt  it. 

Our  Own  C.  Indeed !    That 's  rather  strong  language,  Mr.  Tuo. 

T.  T.  Well,  Sir,  I  c.an  hardly  expect  you  to  believe  me  when  I  says 
,hat  even  us  Watermen  can  nardly  stand  it.  But,  if  yon  've  any 
loubt  about  it,  I  '11  willingly  row  you  about  for  an  hour  or  two  just 
n  the  worst  parts,  and  then  you  '11  be  able  to  judge  for  yourself, 

Our  Own  C.  (hurriedly}.  No,  thank  you.  Now  I  understand  that 
you  are  employed  in  some  wav  by  the  Corporation  in  their  patriotic 
nqtiiry.  What  have  you  to  do  ? 

T.  T.  Well,  you  _6ee,  Sir,  the  Corporation— bless  their  liberal 
puls!— wanted  to  find  out  how  far  the  sewage  that  the  Board 
>f  Works  pours  into  the  river  at  Crossness  and  Barking,  flowed  up 
he  river  with  the  tide.  So  they  had  a  lot  of  floats  made,  that  was 
nit  into  the  river  where  the  sewage  was  pumped  into  it,  and  it  was 
my  duty  to  be  ready  in  my  boat,  and  row  quietly  along  by  the  side 
>f  one  of  the  floats  just  to  see  how  far  the  tide  would  carry  it. 

Our  Own  C.  Not  a  very  laborious  duty,  Mr.  Tro. 

T.  T.  No,  Sir,  not  particular  so ;  but  sometimes  it  did  get  that 
nonotonous  that  I  would  willingly  have  exchanged  for  an  hour  or 
wo's  hard  spell  agin  a  flood  tide. 

Our  Own  C.  I  can  easily  believe  that,  especially  in  clear  water. 
And  what  was  the  result  of  your  interesting  experiments  P 

T.  T.  Why,  that  on  many  and  many  a  time  the  floats  went  up  to 
Chelsea,  and,  on  one  occasion,  with  a  good  swinging  tide,  one  of  them 
went  up  as  high  as  Chiswick. 

Our  Own  C.  Up  to  Chiswick  I  You  really  astonish  me.  But 
what  does  that  prove  ? 

T.  T.  Why,  that  all  the  mess  that  is  so  carefully  taken  down  to 
Crossness  and  poured  into  the  river,  and  thought  to  be  got  rid  of,  is 
ill  brought  back  again,  and  carried  backwards  and  forwards  with 
he  tide,  till  it  makes  our  noble  river  like  a  great  cesspool. 


Our  Own  C.  I  hope  the  Corporation  pay  you  handsomely  for  you 
disagreeable  work '( 

T.  T.  Why,  yes.  Sir ;  I  ain't  got  no  cause  to  complain.  Bat  i 
your  Honour  would  just  stand  a 

Our  Own  C.  (with  dignity}.  You  may  retire.        [Exit  TOM  Tuo 

No.   IV.-CAPTAIN  M'STINGER. 

Our  Own  Commissioner.  Well,  Captain,  what  evidence  can  you 
give  me '( 

Captain  M1 Stinger.  Rather  startling.  Sir.  I  think.  Yon'd 
scarcely  believe  it  possible,  but  it's  a  weel  established  fact  that  the 
filthy  sewage  U  gradually  silting  up  the  river. 

Our  Own  C.  Surely,  Captain,  you  can't  be  serious  ? 

Capt.  J/.  Serious!  (Annoyed.)  Look  here,  I  can't  bring  up 
my  splendid  steamer  with  safety,  except  upon  the  varra  top  of  thi 
tide  ;  if  you  will  give  me  the  pleasure  of  your  company  to-morrow 
I  will  take  you  to  places  on  tie  banks  of  the  river  where  you  cai 
stand  in  nearly  four  feet  of  pure  sewage-mud.  [Steam  up,  and  trit 

No.   V.— MR.   ROBERT. 

Our  Own  Commissioner.  Well,  Mr.  .ROBKBT,  and  what  have  yon 
to  tell  me  on  this  sad  subject !' 

Robert.  Well,  Sir,  I  thinks  as  mine  is  the  most  seriousest  ewidence 
of  all  as  you  've  heard. 

Our  Own  C.  U  so,  it  must  be  serious  indeed. 

K.  I  leaves  you  to  judge  for  yerself,  Sir,  when  I  tells  yon  that 
the  river  is  that  bad  that  we  can't  get  no  Wite  Bait  nearer  than 
Gravesend,  and  preshus  little  even  there  ! 

Our  Own  C.  Dear  me,  that  is  something  terrible  indeed  1 

It.  Yes  ;  and  even  there  they  "re  gitting  scaroerer  and  scarcerer. 

Our  Own  C.  Indeed !    Then  how  do  you  manage '( 

R.  We  does  as  the  Millishyer  used  to  do.  We  has  to  find  a  sub- 
stitoot. 

Our  Own  C.  And  what  is  that,  pray  ? 

T>       /  .  A *_• -ji      l*y»       i  •  \        r\ 


R.  (struggling  with  his  feelings).  Sp-sp-sprate  ! ! 
[faints,  and  is  earned  out  to  the  nearest  . 


Commission  closed  pro  tern. 


Refreshment-Bar. 


"  RICHABBSOH'S  "  R*VTVK>— not  the  famous  Show,  but  quite  autr* 
chote,  the  Works  of  KICHAKDSOH  the  Novelist,  which  are  now  being 
re-published  by  Messrs.  SOTHERAK  &  Co.  in  a  most  readable  form. 
Oar  Novel  Reader  had  often  heard  of  Pamela,  but  never  dared  to 
attempt  reading  it  until  he  came  across  the  new  Edition  with  Mr. 
LESLIE  STEPHENS'S  interesting  Preface,  and  then— he  couldn't  put 
;he  book  down,  but  went  bang  through  it,  as  if  it  had  been  so  many 
paper-hoops  and  he  a  bare-backed-steed  rider,  at  a  single  sitting, 
from  10  P.M.  to  3  A.M.,  the  only  variation  in  the  exercise  being  skip- 
ping the  last  half  of  the  Second  Volume,  which,  as  the  story  really 
ends  with  Pamela's  marriage,  might  have  been  altogether  omitted, 
since  the  reader  would  have  been  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  Author's 
issurance  that  his  hero  (such  a  hero ! !)  and  heroine  (also,  what  a 
leroine  ! ! )  Hved  happy  ever  afterwards.  Clarissa  Ifarlowe  has  now 
appeared,  and  our  Novel  Reader  is  in  training  for  the  task. 


PROSPECTS  OF  THE  BRIGHTON  REVIEW. 
(BT  DUMB-CRAMBO  Jtmioa.) 


"he  Troopi  are  allowed  to  use  Bams 
and  Loft*  for  Sleep. 


A  W aUr-cajt  will  accompany 
each  Column. 


goes  "  The  Enemy  f  "     Puih  him  back ! 
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DISTINGUISHED    AMATEURS. THE    PAINTER    AGAIN. 

Lord  Isidor.  "  IT 's— A— JUST  A  LITTLE  INCIDENT  IN  MODERN  LIFE,  DUCHESS!  A  YOUNG  LADY,  YOU  KNOW,  WALKING  INTO  A 
PAINTER'S  STUDIO,  AND  DUMBSTRUCK  AT  THE  SIGHT  OF  THK  LAY  FIGURE  !" 

The  Duchess.  "CHARMING!  CHARMING!  So  NATURAL!  AND  TELL  us,  LORD  ISIDOR,  WHICH  OF  THE  TWO  is  THK  LAY  Fiauits, 
now  J " 


AN  EASTER  REVIEW. 

REVIEW  !    0  lords  of  Chaos  and  Old  Night, 

Tis  a  Review  that  ye  might  well  take  part  in, 
Set  rooks  and  clouds  and  thunderbolts  at  light 

In  the  wild  regions  limned  by  grandiose  MARTI]*. 
Let  Titans  play  at  loggats  with  smashed  stars, 

Cloud  Anarchs  change  mad  buffets  wild  and  windy, 
And  then  review  the  mist- veiled  shocks  and  jars 

Of  realms  of  everlasting  Smash-cum-Shindy  ! 
What  is  there  to  review  '?    Loud  Nothingness, 

Mere  blustering,  flustering,  floundering,  crass  Negation. 
Fighting  ?    So  clowns,  so  urchins  fight,  with  less 

Desire  for  conquest  than  for  aggravation. 
Yah-booh-dom  in  excelsis,  round-armed  blows 

That  forceless  fall,  below  the  belt,  but  harmless, 
Bellicose  posing  that  is  nought  but  pose, 

Clamorous  war-cries,  terrorless  as  charmless. 
A  fight  where  all,  save  spite,  is  sham  indeed, 

Purposeless  as  poor  Patch  with  his  pea-bladder. 
How  long,  my  JOHN,  shall  squabbling  boys  succeed 

In  squandering  public  time,  in  making  madder 
An  all  too  quickly  maddened  veteran, 

When  fight  they  cannot,  fouling  and  so  foiling, 
Deft  at  upsetting,  if  they  cannot  plan, 

And  though  unapt  to  shape,  most  prompt  at  spoiling  ? 
You  're  fooled  by  fribbles,  JOHN.    The  nation's  time 

Is  given  to  railing  and  Thertites  junior  ; 
Scaramouch  blocks  your  boards ;  he  's  not  sublime, 

No  Tappertit  of  politics  more  puny  or 
Presumptuously  perverse.    Puck  has  your  ear 

And  mocks  the  hours  away,  hours  unreturning  ; 
Caliban1 1  self  exults  in  brutal  jeers, 

Whose  echoes  set  the  ears  of  good  men  burning-. 


Boeotian  Stentor,  crass,  stultiloquent, 

The  stumbling-block  of  business,  bars  all  exit 
From  the  absurd  impasse.    Are  you  content  ? 

Is  patience  proof  'gainst  all  assaults  that  vex  it, 
Whether  of  mimes  or  midges  ?    The  Review 

Is  hollower  than  some  pageant  of  old  Drury. 
Smoke,  smoke,  mere  buncombe,  and  wild  hullaballoo, 

And  "  like  an  idiot's  tale,  all  sound  and  fury, 
And  signifying— nothing  1  "  Wake  up,  JOHN  ! 
How  long  shall  this  preposterous  farce  go  on  ? 


A  LORD  MAYOR'S  NEST. 

THE  suggestion  that  the  Duke  of  WESTMINSTER  should  be  the  first 
Lord  Mayor  of  London  under  the  coming  Act,  has  given  so  much 
satisfaction  that  it  is  more  than  probable  that  the  other  Offices  of  the 
Corporation  will  be  filled  by  the  following  individuals  : — 

Chaplain  to  the  Lord  Mayor— The  Archbishop  of  CANTERBURY. 

Sword  Nearer— General  Lord  WOLSELEY  of  Cairo. 

Common  Crier — The  SPEAKER  of  the  House  of  Commons. 

City  Marshal— F.-M.  H.R.H.  the  Duke  of  CAMBRIDGE. 

Collector  of  Wine  Duties— Sit  WILFRID  LAWSOW. 

Solicitor— The  ATTORNEY-GENERAL. 

Clerk  to  Sitting  Justices  (Guildhall)— Lord  COLERIDGE. 

Principal  Clerk  to  the  Chamberlain— lard.  CAKRINOTON. 

Registrar  Small  Debts  Court— The  MASTER  OF  IDE  ROLLS. 

Recorder— The  LORD  CHANCELLOR. 

Auditor  of  City  Accounts— The  CHANCELLOR  of  the  EXCHEQUER. 

Architect  and  Surveyor— Sir  FREDERICK  LEIGHTON,  P.R.A. 

Keeper  of  the  Guildhall— H.S.H.  the  Duke  of  TECK. 

Librarian— The  Earl  of  LYTTON. 

Registrar  of  the  Coal  Market— The  Duke  of  NORFOLK. 

Custodian  of  the  Griffin  (Temple  Bar}— Sir  COUTTS  LINDSAY. 

Remembrancer  (to  keep  them  all  in  order) — Mr.  PUNCH. 


PUNCir,   OU  TUB  LONDON  CHARIVARL— MAIICII  24,  1883. 


AN    EASTER   REVIEW . 


MASTER  JOHNNY  Ben  (a practical Kttle  boy).  "IF  YOU  PLEASE,  SIR,  WHAT  DOES  THE  CONTEST  MEAN,  UP  TO  NOW?" 
F.-M.  PUKCH.  "SMOKE,  MY  LAD-ALL  SMOKE!!" 
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"IT'S   AN    ILL    WIND,"    8tc. 

(MARCH,   1883.) 

"  GLAD  WE  'v«  OOT  SOME  NIOB  SEASONABLE  WEATBER  "—(sleety  breeaet  from  the 
E.N.E.)—  "AT  LAST  !    PEOPLE  WILL  UNDERSTAND  MY  NOSE  NOW  1" 


THE    BRITISH    M.P. 

A   SOXO  Or   ST.   ITIFHXN't. 

AIR—"  Tht  Village  Slofkmittt." 

UNDEB  St.  Stephen's  high  roof -tree 

The  British  M.P.  siU  : 
M.P.  a  mighty  man  is  he, 

With  sharp  and  seasoned  wits, 
And  an  eloquence  that,  once  set  free, 

Would  give  opponents  fits. 

Week  in,  week  out.  from  noon  to  night, 

He  mast  sit  in  silent  woe. 
Whilst  WABTON  venU  his  dullard  spite, 

With  measured  boom  and  slow. 
Or  SEXTON  soars  in  furious  flight 

When  the  morning  lights  born  low. 

And  someone  ever  plays  the  fool, 

And  someone  else  the  bore ; 
They  love  to  cheek  with  rudeness  oool, 

To  howl  with  caddish  roar. 
For  churlish  Folly  has  set  its  school 

Up  on  St.  Stephen's  floor. 

He  goes,  poor  victim,  to  his  seat, 

And  sits  in  painful  poise  ; 
He  hears  Obstruction  bray  and  bleat, 

He  hears  tart  BIGOAH'S  voice 
Sounding  with  saw-like  shriek  and  fleet, 

Which  his  every  nerve  annoys. 

It  sounds  to  him  like  Cerberus 

Yelping  at  Charon's  boat ; 
He  needs  must  think  "  This  fiendish  fuss 

Postpones  a  Party  vote." 
And  he  finds  it  hard  to  choke  the  "  cuss  " 

That  rises  in  his  throat. 

Boiling  and  bored,  no  fight,  no  fun, 

Onward  the  M.P.  goes. 
Each  day  sees  aimless  jaw  begun, 

No  night  beholds  its  close. 
Little  attempted,  nothing  done — 

No  work  and  no  repose  1 


Tax  MOST  UNPOPULAR  MEMBER  OF  THE  P, 
TABT  AiMr.— Private  Bill. 


THE  MAKING  OF  A  MAGAZINE. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH,— As  Editor  of  the  Review  with  which  I  have  the 
honour  to  be  connected,  I  wish  to  reveal  to  the  world ' '  the  method  by 
which  one  of  its  monthly  numbers  is  manufactured."  I  have  no  hesita- 
tion whatever  in  placing  before  the  whole  cultivated  world  the  secret 
of  the  management  of  a  "  High-Class  Philosophical  Magazine." 

Various  principles  lie  at  the  bottom  of  my  editorial  system.  In 
the  first  place,  you  will  perceive  that  my  Review  is  nothing  if  it  is 
not  "High-Class."  How,  I  ask  you,  can  I  better  preserve  this 
characteristic  than  by  getting  high-class  personages — or,  in  other 
words,  members  of  the  aristocracy— to  write  in  it  ?  In  fact,  to  put 
it  plainly,  a  Magazine  of  any  pretensions  to  philosophical  excellence 
must,  if  possible,  contain  at  least  one  article  written  by  a  Lord.  If 
a  Duke  is  willing,  and  1  may  add  able,  to  write  a  passable  paper,  so 
much  the  better.  Of  course  a  nobleman  of  real  literary  or  political 
eminence  should  be  selected ;  but,  failing  such,  anybody  with  a 
"  handle  to  his  name  "  (to  use  a  vulgar  expression)  will  do.  This  is 
the  element  of  Sank,  which  is  indispensable. 

Then  the  next  principle  in  the  manufacture  is  to  obtain  somebody 
to  write  about  something  on  which  he,  or  she,  knows  more  than  any- 
body else  living.  This  is  the  element  of  Special  Knowledge.  It 
does  not  matter  two  straws  what  the  subject  may  be.  For  instance, 
if  a  person  has  given  the  whole  of  his  mind  to  the  cultivation  of  a 
particular  sort  of  turnip,  or  has  embarked  his  entire  intellectual 
capital  in  the  effort  to  prove  the  identity  of  the  writer  of  some 
(probably  spurious)  poetry  with  some  other  person  who  probably 
never  existed  at  all,  or  if  he  has  been  buried  in  the  Dead- Letter 
Office  all  his  days,  and  can  write  a  few  pages  of  arrant  "  Shop  " 
about  defunct  epistles — such  an  individual  should,  at  all  costs,  be 
secured.  He  is  sure  to  say  something  which  is  new,  however  unin- 
teresting and  unimportant,  and  cannot  possibly  be  contradicted, 
because  in  his  own  line  he  is  the  highest  living  authority.  So  much 
for  the  element  of  Special  Knowledge. 

The  last,  and  least  important,  element  needed,  is  Literary  Ability 


and  Philosophical  Profundity.  It  is  well,  now  and  then,  to  have  an 
article  which,  besides  being  written  by  somebody  whose  name  is 
known,  does  really  contain  in  it  something  which  the  competent 
critic  can  conscientiously  commend.  But,  should  the  writer  be  un- 
known, the  extremest  caution  should  be  used  in  admitting  his  con- 
tribution, whatever  may  be  its  excellence.  You  must  try  and  make 
each  particular  paper,  by  reason  of  the  eminence  of  the  writer,  an 
advertisement  of  the  whole  Magazine.  So,  if  by  any  chance  yon  do 
insert  the  outpourings  of  an  unrecognised  genius,  make  hii  article 
anonymoui .'  This  adds  the  element  of  mystery.  It  may  only  be 
poor  old  Professor  Fm-BooDLE,  of  Stoke-Pogia  University  ;  but,  if 
no  name  is  mentioned,  rumour  will  ascribe  the  article,  supposing  it 
to  be  judiciously  sandwiched  between  an  obscure  nobleman  ana  an 
eminent  specialist,  to  the  Marquis  of  SALISBURY,  or  Mr.  GLADSTONE, 
or  Professor  UCILEY.  Thus  the  end  is  obtained,  and  with  the 
additional  advantage  of  laving  money. 

Just  to  show  you  the  way  in  which  these  principles  are  worked,  I  send 
you  a  list  of  the  articles  in  the  forthcoming  number  of  our  Review, 
for  April,  1883,  and  hope  you  will  now  consider  your  questions  as  to 
the  methods  of  Magazine-making  satisfactorily  answered  :  — 

"  On  the  Differentiation  of  Protozoads."  By  the  Right  Hon.  the 
Lord  THOMAS  NODDT. 

"  The  Defects  of  Dynamite  as  an  Engine  of  Assassination."  By 
the  late  HEKK  OBERDANK. 

"  On  the  present  position  of  the  Skeleton  Army."  By  his  Grace 
the  Archbishop  of  the  CAN  ART  ISLANDS. 

"  The  Limits  of  Belief :  with  an  Excursus  on  the  Diet  in  our  Con- 
vict Prisons."  By  the  ex-Editor  of  The  Freethinker. 

"  London  Municipal  Reform."  By  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  WEST- 
MINSTER, K.G. 

"Ought  the  Action  for  Breach  of  Promise  to  be  abolished?" 
A  Symposium :  Interlocutors,  JOSEPH  BIOOAR,  Esq.,  M.P.,  Miss 
FAXNY  HYLAND,  and  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  England. 

Truthfully  yours, 
TH«  EDITOR  OF  "  T»E  CONTEMPORARY  CKNTTBT." 
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STAVE  FOR  EASTER 

MONDAY. 
Aim— "The  British  Grenadiers." 

SOME    prate     of    WAGNER'S 

chorus, 

And  some  on  RAFF  are  poz, 
With  RUBINSTEIN  some  core 

us, 

And  some  with  BERLIOZ. 
But  there  's  very  little  music 

now 

JOHN  BULL  so  gladly  hears 
As  the  tow-row-row-row-tow- 
row  I 
Of  the  British  Volunteers  ! 


A  Diz-tinction. 

SOME  youthful  Conserva- 
tive enthusiasts  are  fond  of 
comparing  Lord  RANDOLPH 
CHURCHILL  to  the  young 
DISRAELI.  Bat  although  the 
chartered  libertine  of  debate, 
it  does  not  appear  that  the 
noble  Lord,  however  feather- 
headed,  is  otherwise  DIZZY- 
pated.  

A  Nursery  Rhyme. 
(Anderson's  Revised  Edition.) 

BABY,  baby  Banting, 
Father 's  gone  a-hunting. 
Prison-van  upon  the  spin 
To  clap  a  father  hunting  in. 


A  GENTLEMAN  with  a  bad 
cold  "id  his  ed,"  wishing  to 
describe  the  appearance  of  the 
Charterhouse  Brethren,  ob- 
served that,  like  Colonel  New- 
come,  they  were  all  "very 
adtum  men." 


Br  ORDER  OF  THE  CLEBK 
OF  THB  WEATHEK. — In  con- 
sequence of  the  continued  pre- 
sence of  the  prevailing  wind, 
the  coming  season  will  be 
known  as  North-Easter. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    128. 


VISCOUNT  RANELAGH  AND  BARON  JONES. 
THE  VICTORIOUS  VOLUNTEER. 


THREEFOLD  SECURITY. 

"  They  were  willing  to  accept 
loans  on  a  three-fold  security, 
viz.,  first,  revenue ;  second,  pro- 
perty purchased  ;  third,  charitable 
emotion ;  so  that  if  people  put 
their  money  into  the  Salvation 
Army,  and  lost  it,  they  would 
hare  at  least  the  satisfaction  of 
the  latter." 

Mr.  BOOTH  at  Exeter  Sail. 

OH,  if  I  lose  my  propertee, 
Like  rain-drops  in  the  ocean, 

Then  what  a  comfort  is  to  me 
This  "  charitable  emotion  "  ! 

I  may  not  see  my  Five  per 

cent., 

But  then  —  delightful   no- 
tion ! — 
I'm  more   than   happy  and 

content 
With  "charitable  emotion" ! 


A  DJSE  FHOM  MORISON. — 
In  one  of  the  latest  additions 
to  the  generally  useful  and 
interesting  series  of  English 
Men  of  Letters,  edited  by  Mr. 
JOHN  MORLEY,  and  published 
by  MACMILLAN,  Mr.  J.  COT- 
TER MOBISOS,  in  what  appears 
to  us  an  unfairly  prejudiced 
biographical  notice  of  Lord 
MACAULAY,  says— and  on  this 
occasion  says  truly — that  in 
his  History  he  was  "neither 
a  Whig  nor  a  Tory,  bnt  a 
Williamite."  In  this  Glad- 
stonian  era  there  are  plenty  of 
Williamites  about,  but  they 
are  William-mites,  and  not 
Macaulays. 


THE  POET  LATJREATB  AP- 
PLIED (Epitaph  for  Prince 
Gortschakoff).— "  A  man  and 
a.  fooler  of  men." 


"  SHAFTS  OF  MISFORTUNE." 
—The  Ventilating  Shafts. 


THE  MODEST  SPREAD-EAGLE. 

["The  art  of  Fiction,"  lays  Mr.  HOWBUS,  an  American  novelist,  "  has  in 
fact  become  a  finer  art  in  our  day  than  it  was  with  DICKBNB  and  THACK- 
BKAY ;  "  and  another  American  says  they  cannot  understand  "  the  English 
dialect."] 

HARK  1    The  gallant  Yankee  Eagle  screams  across  Atlantic  seas, 
Sneering  at  our  Old  World  notion.    Look,  it  cries  at  works  like  these ! 
What  are  THACKERAY  and  DICKENS  ? — worn-out,  miserable  names. 
For  good  novels  go  to  HOWELLS  and  our  wondrous  HENRY  JAMES. 

Fiction  is  an  art  far  finer  in  the  hands  of  our  great  men, 
Than  in  days  when  vulgar  DICKENS  held  the  swiftly-flying  pen  ; 
Does  not  blatant  Hartley  Jlubbard  from  a  Pickwick  bear  the  bell, 
And  unmaidenly  Miss  Daisy  Miller  banish  Little  Nell  ? 

THACKERAY  's  a  played-out  writer,  not  a  man  of  any  mind ; 
Go  and  read  our  Helen's  Babies  for  a  humour  more  refined : 
Scarce  a  gentleman  was  Esmond,  though  you  brag  of  him  a  bit ; 
In  Democracy's  fair  pages  you  will  find  the  "  real  grit." 

Then  we  use  much  better  English— not  your  wretched  dialect ; 
All  our  heroines  are  "  stylish,"  that 's  a  word  we  much  affect ; 
\  on  may  stick  to  SHAKSPEARE'S  language,  'tis  improved  by  us,  for  we 
ialk  the  genuine  "  Amur' can  "  as  we  write  it,  "  Yes,  Sir-ree  1 " 

Ma'am  BBITANNIA,  you're  beaten,  and  it  is  in  vain  you  plead, 
Pleasant  English  tales  by  TROLLOPS,  or  the  vigour  of  CHARLES 

READE  : 

We  write  all  the  spryest  novels,  all  the  greatest  works,  you  bet ; 
We  have  sworn  to  whip  creation,  and  be  sure  we  '11  do  it  yet  1 


THE  INDUSTRIOUS  AND  IDLE  WARRIORS. 

(A  Story  told,  in  Six  Pictures,  to  the  Marines.) 

PICTURE  I. — Entering  the  Army. — Here  we  have  the  two  young 
men  making  their  first  start  in  life.  They  have  both  received  com- 
missions. ROBIN  SLOVOO  the  Industrious  has  prepared  himself  by 
a  long  and  careful  course  of  study  for  the  profession  he  is  about  to 
embrace.  He  has  passed  any  number  of  examinations,  and  his 
extreme  pallor  has  been  caused  by  excessive  study.  EDWAKD 
SCATTEECASH  the  Idle,  assisted  by  his  father's  gold-bags,  has  crept 
to  the  Line  from  the  Militia  with  the  help  of  a  cram.  The  two 
voung  men  exchange  congratulations.  ROBIN  cannot  help  envying 
EDWARD'S  good  fortune  as  he  points  out  that  he  has  been  gazetted  to 
a  crack  Regiment  of  Rifles.  EDWARD,  on  the  other  hand,  expresses 
his  sympathy  at  his  friend's  bad  fortune — ROBIN  has  been  appointed 
to  the  Marines. 

PICTURE  II.—  Work  and  Play.— Here  we  see  ROBIN  the  Indus- 
trious devoting  his  best  energies  to  a  score  of  arduous  duties.  He 
has  spent  the  earliest  part  of  his  professional  life  in  garrison,  on 
board  ship,  as  a  soldier,  a  sailor,  and  sometimes  even  as  a  civilian. 
He  has  been  always  at  work.  EDWARD  SCATTERCASH  the  Idle  has 
had  very  little  to  do.  He  has  enjoyed  long  furloughs  and  special 
leaves,  with  the  assistance  of  his  gun,  rod,  and  hunter.  He  has 
scarcely  ever  been  in  uniform,  and  half  the  men  in  his  company 
hardly  know  him  by  sight.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  EDWARD  still 
belongs  to  the  crack  Regiment  of  the  Line,  while  ROBIN  remains  in 
the  Marines. 

PICTURE  III.— Advancement.— By  dint  of  hard  work  and  unpre- 
cedented luck,  ROBIN  has  received  his  Company.  He  has  grown 
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quite  prey  in  the  Service,  and  he  ia  as  old  as  and  more 
experienced  than  gome  young  Generals.  He  has  never 
left  his  Kepiraent,  keeping  either  at  headquarters,  or 
being  detailed  for  detachment  duty.  KDWAKU  the 
Idle  has  had  altogether  a  pleasant  time  of  it.  Having 
exchanged  into  the  Cavalry  on  promotion,  he  has  beei 
seconded  for  service  as  an  Adjutant  of  Yeomanry 
The  chief  duties  of  this  appointment  has  consisted  in 
dining  with  the  Colonel  (the  Swell  of  the  County)  half- 
a-dozen  times  a  year,  and  turning  out  for  six  days  in 
the  Autumn  to  perform  the  usual  training.  As  KOBII 
becomes  a  Captain,  EDWABD  receives  a  Majority  and 
a  Brevet-Lieutenant  Colonelcy.  The  latter  has  all  the 
prizes  of  the  profession  at  his  feet,  while  the  former — 
remains  in  the  Marines. 

PICTCBE  IV.— After  the  Sattle.—A.  war  has  broken 
out,  and  the  two  young  men  have  been  lent  to  the 
front.  ROBIK  is  lost  in  the  obscurity  of  his  battalion. 
He  tights  bravely,  and  shows  great  power  of  organisa- 
tion, but  completely  escapes  recognition.  EDWABD  the 
Idle  is  attached  as  an  extra  Aide-de-Camp  to  the  besl 
Advertising  General  of  the  day.  Consequently,  he  is 
"  well  taken  care  of."  His  name  appears  constantly  in 
despatches,  and  at  the  end  of  the  war  his  breast  is 
covered  with  decorations.  He  receives  promotion  and 
£500  for  carrying  home  despatches,  telling  how  the 
Advertising  General  has  beaten  the  worst  army  in  the 
world  with  the  assistance  of  the  best.  As  this  startling 
intelligence  has  already  been  conveyed  to  the  Sovereign 
by  telegraph,  the  reward  is  not  quite  in  proportion 
with  the  service  rendered.  However,  scruples  of  conscience 
do  not  trouble  EDWABD  very  much  as  he  marches  down 
Pall-Mall  to  a  snug  little  berth  that  has  been  made  for 
him  at  the  War-Office.  As  for  ROBIN,  he  returns  to  his 
drudgery  with  the  Marines. 

PICTUBE  V.— Middle  Life.— The  two  Soldiers  have  now 
served  for  many  years.  RoniJf  the  Industrious  has 
married  a  wife  as  poor  as  himself,  and  with  his  miserable 
pay  has  found  it  difficult  to  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door, 
much  less  defray  the  expense  of  children's  schooling. 
He  has  at  length  risen  to  field  rank,  and  is  entitled  to 
spurs  and  a  brass  scabbard.  EDWABD  the  Idle  has  come 
in  for  all  sorts  of  good  things.  He  has  always  been 
on  the  Staff,  and,  as  Military  Secretary  to  a  Viceroy, 
has  wedded  an  heiress  with  a  title.  His  new  family 
connections  have  been  most  advantageous  to  him  in 
furthering  his  interests  in  his  profession.  When  he  is 
scarcely  forty  he  has  become  a  General  and  a  E.C.B. 
However,  in  spite  of  his  grandeur  he  still  experiences  a 
friendly  feeling  for  ROBIN  when  he  sees  the  name  of 
bis  old  associate  included  in  tha  list  of  the  Marines. 

PICTURE  VI.,  ASD  LAST.—  The  Reward  of  Idlenet*  and 
Industry.— Here  we  have  the  exterior  of  St.  James's 
Palace  on  a  Levee  day.  A  mass  of  brilliant  uniforms 
ire  seen  in  the  background.  Room  is  being  made  for 
the  carriage  of  Lord  SCATTEBCABH,  who  wears  a  Field- 
Marshal's  uniform  covered  with  decorations.  His  Lord- 


AFTER    THE    PARTY. 

"SCBILT  YOU  'V«  HOT    WASHED  TH«  MOKNINO,    TOMMY  ?" 

"No,  MAMMA  !    I  WAS  IK  BSD  so  LATB  LAST  NIOHT  THAT  I  DIDN'T  THIBK 

I   BIQUIBED  IT  !  " 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  PBOM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


House  of  Common*,   Monday    Night,  March  12.  —  Interesting  debate  on 

„ „„.    „„  ^._-     'roposal  of  Great  Eastern  Railway  Company  to  extend  line  to  High  Beech. 

ship  has  sauntered  through  life  taking  all  the  plums  of   Great  array  of  vindicators  of  popular  rights.      "  House  been  sold  once  about 
ihe  profession  that  have  oeen  offered  to  him,  with  lazy    blowholes  on  the  Embankment,  not  to  be  taken  in  again,"  lays  Mr.  PCLESTOW . 


.ndilferenoe.  He  is  seen  talking  to  a  white-headed  old 
officer  wearing  the  faded  uniform  of  a  Lieutenant- 
Colonel.  "  Yes,  SLOWGO.  my  man,"  he  is  saying,  with 
.ofty  condescension.  "  With  my  interest  I  ought  to  have 
seen  able  to  help  you.  I  ought  to  have  been  able  to  have 
?ot  you  a  berth  over  and  over  again.  But  you  see  I 
wouldn't,  my  dear  fellow— you  had  to  stick  to  your 
Regiment  and  field  rank.  Your  advancement  was  barred 
Jy  your  position."  "  Yes,  I  know,  my  Lord,"  replies 
.he  broken-down,  poverty-stricken  old  officer,  with  a 
sigh,  "  /  belonged  to  the  Marine*  !  " 


A  Question  of  Wind. 

SHEEK  strength,  steady  science  once  more  see  behind ! 

But  "  a  bit  of  a  breeze  "  might  have  altered  the  test. 
Poor  Cambridge  had  hopes  in  a  rousing  East  wind, 

But  Oxford  had  faith  in  a  WEST  I 


BIGGAB'S  "  AI-PEAI,."— "  Once  more  unto  the  breach, 
lear  friends  !  Once  more  !  "  This  quotation  is  from 
>HAXSPEABE'S  Henry  the  Fifth,  not  from  the  BIGGAB'S 
)pera,  from  which  the  gallant  M.P.  might  sing  "  How 
lappy  shall  I  be  with  neither  1 "  But  he  appealed 
in  vain. 


General  state  of  virtuous  indignation  hostile  to  all  railway  projects.  Curious 
effect  among  the  Aldermen.  Alderman  LAWBENCK  for  Bill,  Alderman  Fowxza 
against.  Alderman  Sir  AXDKK.W  LUSK  plaintively  urges  claims  of  his  Consti- 
tuents. They  are,  it  seems,  all  "married  men  with  wives  and  families;" 
"circumstances  not  altogether  unprecedented  when  men  are  married,"  Mr. 
FIBTH  says. 

"  They  want  to  go  to  High  Beech  by  rail,"  Sir  ANDREW  sayi,  with  tears  in 
his  eyes.  Apparently  this  the  cole  object  of  their  lives.  Sympathetic  portion 
of  House  pictures  to  itself  the  father  of  the  family  sitting  disconsolate,  his 
wife  in  chronic  state  of  tearfulness,  children  wasting  away.  A  whole  family — 
married  man,  wife,  and  children— pining  for  opportunity  to  go  to  High  Beech 
by  Great  Eastern  Railway  ! 

"My  Constituents,"  Sir  ANDREW  whined,  "want  to  get  there,  and  the 
House  seems  inclined  to  say,  '  Nc  ;  we  won't  let  you  get  there.'  " 

Believe  this  affecting  scene  would  have  carried  the  Bill.  Unfortunately, 
one  of  Sir  AKDBEW'S  Constituents  present.  It  was  Mr.  WADDT.  who  admitted 
to  being  a  married  man,  also  to  a  wife  and  children,  and  he  bluntly  declared 
that  "he  did  not  want  to  get  there."  House  began  to  look  with  suspicion  on 
Sir  AXDBBW.  Was  it  possible  he  had  been  deceiving  them !'  Had  he  been 
working  on  their  feelings,  picturing  a  state  of  things  that  was  not  ?  If  he  could 
have  arranged  counter- demonstration,  might  have  been  different.  A  few 
married  men  from  Finsbury  (having  wives  and  children)  appearing  at  the  Bar, 
and  protesting  that  they  "  wanted  to  get  there,"  would  have  settled  the  matter. 

As  it  was,  House  obliged  to  accept  sole  testimony  offered.  Mr.  WADDY,  a 
married  man,  ready  to  depose  on  oath  that  he,  his  wife,  and  family,  did  not 
"  want  to  get  there."  Accordingly,  Bill  thrown  out. 

"  I  shall  appeal  against  this,"  Sir  ANDREW  sobbed.   "We'll  have  the  case 
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re-heard,  or  four  thousand  married  men  in  Finsbury,  their  wives, 
and  families,  will  know  the  reason  why." 

"  I  'd  advise  you  not  to  appeal,"  said  JOSEPH  GILLIS.  Costs  more 
money,  and  it 's  no  use."  Business  done.  —Voting  Army  Estimates. 
Tuesday  Night.— Gre;it  incursion  of  Boers  in  both  Houses.  No 
reference  to  Lord  STANLEY  of  ALDERLEY,  or  Lord  DESMAN,  Mr.  STAN- 
LET  LEIGHTON,  or  Sir  GEORGE  BALFOUB.  Sharp  short  work  in  the 
Lords,  and  some  pretty  speaking.  Lord  CBANBKOOK  led  attack.  Fall 
of  fire  and  fury.  LOED  DEBBY  replied. 

"  Discusses  affair  as  if  were  arbitrating  on  difference  in  school 
Board  or  Young  Men's  Literary  Society,"  says  Lord  DUNRAVEN. 
Lord  CAIRNS  as  frigid  as  Lord  DERBY,  but  little  more  polish.  Lord 
KIMBERLEY  dull  and  prolix. 

"  Thinks  he's  going  to  dispose  of  the  Boer  question  on  the  homoeo- 
pathic principle,"  says  Lord  ROSEBERY.  "  Similia  similibus  cwantur. 
But  bore  on  Boer,  if  not  exactly  false  heraldry,  is  unattractive  oratory. 

Lord  STANHOPE  dissatisfied.  Lord  BRABOUBNE  condemnatory. 
More  than  ever  regrets  he  accepted  the  Peerage  when  forced  on  him 
by  GLADSTONE.  Lord  SALISBURY  delightful,  as  he  always  is  when 
discussing  his  noble  friend  and  connection. 

"  Could  hardly  keep  his  hands  off  the  Derby  china  when  on  his 
own  shelf,"  says  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR,  with  that  solemn  face  which 
lends  pointto  the  worst  jokes ;  "  but  now  he 's  "Worcester  than  ever." 
Some  little  hits  immensely  enjoyed  by  the  House,  Lord  DERBY 
sitting  all  the  while  looking  straight  before  him  with  stonewall 
countenance,  as  if  some  one  else  was  being  discussed. 

"The  Duke  of  WELLINGTON,"  says  Our  Only  General,  "when 
being  lowered  from  the  arch,  did  not  keep  his  countenance  better 
amid  surprising  circumstances  than  does  my  Lord  DERBY." 

Perhaps  prettiest  speech  of  excellent  Debate  was  Lord  GRANVILLE'S 
few  words  spoken  with  smiling  face  and  courteous  gestures.  Eesolved 
the  whole  matter,  and  fully  two  hours'  talk,  in  a  sentence,  when  he 
pointed  out  that  retrospect  of  Transvaal  affairs  could  not  stop  exactly 
two  years  back.  "  I  think,"  said  he,  "  the  country  will  consider  the 
position  we  were  put  in  by  the  policy  of  the  late  Government,  which 
made  this  most  unfortunate  annexation  of  the  Transvaal." 

Moreover,  the  smiling  Earl  pointed  out  that  whilst  Lords  CRAN- 
BHOOK,  CAIRNS,  and  SALISBURY  looked  daggers,  they  did  not  recom- 
mend their  use  by  the  Government. 

"  These,  my  Lords,"  continued  Earl  GRANVTLLE,  with  little  nod 
and  smile,  as  if  dismissing  a  deputation,  "  are  sufficient  results  to 
obtain  from  this  Debate." 

So  Lords  thought,  and  went  home  in  good  time  for  dinner,  leaving 
House  of  Commons  to  take  two  days  in  saying  same  thing  over  again 
in  form  much  less  neat.  Business  done. — Invasion  of  the  Boers. 

Wednesday. — Mr.  GLADSTONE  put  his  foot  down  _in  New  but 
Grandly  Manly  way.  Says  we  "ve  had  enough  of  Sessions  given  up 
to  Irisn  legislation.  Time  other  and  not  immaterial  parts  of  the 

British  Islands 
should  have  a 
turn.  So  no  more 
Land  Bills  for  at 
least  six  months. 
"What  d'ye 
think  of  that  for 
a  speech  ?  "  I 
asked  Mr.  LA- 
BOUCHEBE,  when 
it  was  over,  and 
House  empty 
again. 

"I  think,"  said 
the  philosophical 
Radical,      fl  that 
GLADSTONE  never 
made    a     speech 
which  so  entirely 
W.  H.  G.  to  Mr.  P-rn-ll.  "Hero  break  we  off!        pleased    all    see- 
Never  again  with  you,  Robin !  "     [Effect  of       tions  of  House  of 
an  Explosion  m  the  House.]  Commons.       It 

gratified  the  Tories,  who  were  in  terror  of  new  concessions  to 
tenants.  On  the  same  ground  it  pleased  what  I  call  the  Whigs — 
that  is,  any  Liberal  who  doesn't  agree  with  me." 

"But  what  about  the  Pamellites  and  the  Liberals  below  the 
Gangway?" 

"  My  dear,  but  too  simple-minded,  TOBY,  there  is  no  one  in  the 
House  better  pleased.  Puts  both  under  positive  personal  obligations. 
Gives  us  advantage  of  cheaply  posing  as  friends  of  the  National 
Party  in  Ireland,  which  means  votes  in  English  boroughs,  and  at  same 
time  does  no  harm.  If  our  vote  would  turn  scale,  and  compel  GLAD- 
STONE to  bring  in  Irish  Land  Bill,  that  would  be  different— not  to 
me  personally,  but  to  some  others  in  this  part  of  the  House.  But 
he 's  quite  safe,  and  we  pose  with  advantage  to  ourselves  without 
hurting  anybody  else.  As  for  PARNELL,  GLADSTONE'S  speech  is 
worth  twenty  thousand  pounds,  three  years'  sustentation  fund  for  his 


young  men.    He  of  course  expected  refusal,  led  up  to  it  by  presenting 
impossible  Bill.    But  didn't  dare  to  hope  for  refusal  in  this  tone." 

Heard  yesterday  Captain  GOSSET  ill.  Learn  to-day  he 's  better. 
Everybody  tells  everybody  else  so  with  congratulation.  The  House 
of  Commons  wouldn't  be  the  same  without  the  portly  presence,  the 
shapely  legs,  and  the  friendly  face  of  our  dear  old  Sergeant-at-Arms. 

Thursday. — Mr.  GLADSTONE  put  his  foot  down  yesterday,  and  to- 
day the  Fenians  have  blown  it  up.  Thought  we  were  in  for  a  quiet 


Effect  of  an  Explosion  out  of  the  House.    Mr.  Gourley  addresses  a  crowded 
Audience  on  Thursday  Night,  March  15. 

evening.  At  question  time,  Mr.  REGINALD  YORKE  had  brought 
down  his  own  private  bombshell,  which  he  had  intended  to  explode 
to  the  smashing,  pulverising,  and  utter  destruction  of  Son  HERBERT. 
But  it  turned  out  that  the  fuse  was  damp.  Didn't,  go  off,  and  left 
REGINALD  with  a  beautiful  speech,  illustrated  with  long  extracts, 
undelivered.  Much  sympathy  with  him  on  neighbouring  Benches, 
where  Hon.  Gentlemen  had  speeches  of  their  own  ready  to  fire  off 
after  his  explosion.  Sank  their  sorrow  in  his  more  poignant  grief. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  WARTON,  handing  consolatory  snuff-box. 
' '  Don't  tear  up  your  manuscript  or  lose  sight  of  the  two  chapters  in 
HUME'S  History  of  England  you  meant  to  quote  at  length.  You  can 
move  in  Committee  of  Supply  to  reduce  the  PREMIER  s  salary  by  a 
thousand  pounds,  and  then  fire  off  at  HERBERT.  I  mean  to  bring 
on  my  Patent  Medicines  Motion  in  that  way." 

House  had  settled  down  into  deadliest  dulness.  Mr.  GOURLEY  had 
undertaken  to  answer  Big  BEN'S  question,  put  any  time  during  last 
fifteen  years.  "  Where 's  your  Reserves  ?"  Opened  subject  on  Duke 
of  EDINBURGH'S  Report.  Hadn't  got  far  when  interrupted  by 
another  report.  Duke  of  EDINBURGH  in  Gallery  waiting  to  hear 
speech.  Drawn  off  by  greater  attraction.  Members  generally  hurried 
off  to  Parliament  Street.  Several  arrested  by  strange  Policemen  on  sus- 
picion. Sir  WILLIAM  HARCOURT  after  first  shock  calm  and  resolute. 

"  What  I  don't  like,"  says  he,  "  is  their  sending  boxes  to  me. 
DENNING  refuses  to  open  them  unless  his  salary  is  doubled.  Clerks 
in  Home  Office  get  out  of  the  way,  and  busily  engaged  all  day  when 
one  arrives.  But  this  blowing  up  of  public  buildings  when  we  're  all 
out  can  be  grappled  with,  and  shall." 

Confess  I  don  t  like  it  myself.  Still  trembling  with  shock.  Meet 
Policeman  in  the  Lobby.  Like  to  talk  to  a  Policeman  in  these 
times.  Feel  safe  there  at  least.  "  A  shocking  thing  this,"  I  say 
to  one  (A  1).  "  They  will  be  trying  this  place  next." 

"  No,  Sir,"  says  A  1,  lowering  his  voice  confidentially,  and  point- 
ing with  thumb  over  his  shoulder  to  House.  "  There 's  too  many  of 
them  there,  and  they  're  regler  sitters." 

Don't  know  what  he  means.  Dursn't  ask.  Might  be  arrested  on 
suspicion.  Think  I  '11  go  and  take  a  walk  on  Hampstead  Heath,  or 
Clapham  Common.  Business  done. — Report— of  Supply  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  of  dynamite  in  office  of  Local  Government  Board. 

Friday. — Debate  on  Transvaal  continued.  FORSTER  came  out 
splendidly.  Insists  we  shall  go  to  war  to  reinstate  CHUMSIZANIE,  or 
some  other  black  Gentleman  in  South  Africa  who 's  been  having  his 
hen-roost  robbed.  Never  mind  talking  about  cost  in  life  or  coin. 
Go  to  war  first  and  talk  of  that  afterwards.  Know  now  why  a 
man 's  called  a  Quaker.  "  'Cause  he  makes  you  quake."  Haven't 
got  over  the  explosion  yesterday,  and  here 's  FORSTER  on  the  war- 
path !  Business  done. — None. 

To  BOBBIES  AND  BURGLARS.— "  The  Ministry,"  says  the  Daily 
Telegraph,  "  will  probably  introduce  a  short  measure  "—don't  like 
" short  measures,"  as  a  rule— "for  the  purpose  of  dealing  at  once 
with  the  urgent  question  of  the  simplification  of  areas,  and  adjust- 
ment of  boundaries  of  local  authorities."  This  seems  to  be  good 
news  for  the  burglar,  or  the  Policeman  on  his  beat, — or  for  both. 
"  Simplification  of  areas  "  certainly  affects  them  equally. 


TO  CORBESPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unleii  McompuiM 
b7  a  Stamoed  and  Directed  Envfilnnn  nr  Cnvor        (.'nnie»  of  MS    ihnulrt  be  kent  bv  the  Sender! 
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NEW    LAMPS    FOR    OLD. 

EVEN  Practical  JOHN  HOLLINGSHEAD'S  "  sacred  lamp  of  Bur- 
lesque "  occasionally  requires  rt filling  with  oil,  or  most  assuredly  it 
will  sputter,  flare,  smoke,  and  eventually  go  out,  leaving  nothing 

behind  but  a  disagreeable  vapour. 
More  nonsense  hag  probably  been 
written  about  Burlesque  than  about 
any  amusement  ostensibly  patron- 
ised by  the  people.  It  is  too  often 
assumed  that  the  difficult  art— nay 
more,  the  wholesome  and  necessary 
art  of  courteous  caricature— is  one 
of  no  literary  pretension,  and  may 
be  safely  flung  as  a  sop  to  the  silliest 
and  vainest  member  of  the  profes- 
sion devoted  to  acting.  The  fallacy 
of  this  proposition  has  been  provea, 
notwithstanding  Practical  JOHN'S 
periodical  spars  with  sensitive 
Critics,  by  a  degraded  estimate  of 
the  possibilities  of  Burlesque,  and  a 
growing  carelessness  and  indiffer- 
ence on  the  part  of  its  interpreters. 
A  Gaiety  play  has,  by  inattention 
to  the  simplest  rules  of  dramatic 
political  economy,  come  to  be 
considered  embodied  childishness ; 
the  Gaiety  performers  have  too 
frequently  mistaken  petting  for 
popularity. 

Blue  Beard  in  form  and  in  colour, 
in  aim  and  in  opportunity  appears 
to  be  the  kind  of  oil  that  the  sacred  lamp  required.  The  flickering 
flame  greedily  swallowed  it,  up  it  started  into  brilliancy,  and  behold 
the  Critics  and  the  Cynics  are  shaking  hands,  forced  laughter  is 
exchanged  for  honest  merriment,  and  the  Gaiety  company  plumes 
out  its  feathers,  and  the  individual  members  of  it  have  no  longer 
to  study  themselves,  but  the  characters  entrusted  to  them.  So  long 
as  they  put  earnest  purpose  into  their  work,  they  need  never  be 
ashamed  of  their  calling.  Why  should  they  be  ?  As  their  pre- 
decessors in  the  best  English  school  of  Burlesque,  they  have  had 
ROBSON — clarum  et  venerabtle  nomen — a  genius  although  a  Burlesque 
Actor— MARIE  WILTON  and  Miss  HERBERT— Comedians  although 
Burlesque  Actresses  ;  engaged  in  the  very  same  occupation  have  been 
ADA.  CAVENDISH,  JOHN  L.  TOOLE,  HENKT  IRVING,  W.  H.  KENDAL 
— one  of  the  most  favourite  Burlesque  Actors  Glasgow  ever  had— 
DAVID  JAMES,  THOMAS  THOKNE,  JOHN  HARE— he  might  have  been 
seen  in  petticoats  at  the  Prince  of  Wales's  Theatre— and  indeed  all 
the  best  Comedy  Actors  and  Actresses  of  our  time.  For  Burlesque 
properly  considered  is  not  a  hasty  pudding  of  jingle  and  music-hall 
songs,  or  an  opportunity  for  smart  clothes  and  breakdowns,  but  a 


Wonderful  get-up.    "Terry 
Incognita." 


The  Hulla-baloo  Chamber.     Arrival  of  the  Detective. 

funny  play  with  point  and  circumstance,  containing  a  legitimate 
opening  for  parody  and  caricature.  What  indeed  are  the  GILBERT 
and  SULLIVAN'S  Operas  but  Burlesques  dressed  up  in  the  tine  and 
fashionable  feathers  of  Comic  Opera  ?  Are  these  Sorcerers  and 
Pinafores,  these  Piratet  and  Iiilanthei,  with  their  Policemen  and 
Soldiers,  their  Curates  and  Lord  Chancellors,  their  love-sick  Maidens 
and  love-struck  Gunrdsmen,  any  less  Burlesque  because  they  are  set 
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to  music  by  an  accomplished  musician  who  is  himself  a  humorist  in 
music,  instead  of  being  decorated  with  the  bust  existing  and  popular 
music  that  comes  to  hand.  Mr.  G ROUGH  GROMKITH  ting*  patter- 
songs,  and  so  does  Mr.  EDWARD  TKRRY,  the  latter  havinir  the  better 
of  it  aa  far  as  voice  goes.  The  lyrics  awarded  to  Miss  FAKKEN  are 
no  less  laughable  than  such  as  are  entrusted  to  Mr.  BAKKIHOTOH. 
Miss  KATE  VAUGHAN  might  be  as  usefully  employed  aa  a  shepherdess 
or  fairy  as  Miss  LEONORA  BRAHAM  or  Miss  MARION  HOOD,  the 
Savoyards  having  the  advantage  in  vocalisation,  and  the  Gaiety  in 
the  "poetry  of  motion." 

Miss  E.  FARREN,  deservedly  one  of  the  most  popular  Actresses  on 
the  Stage,  who,  in  other  days,  might  have  been— with  discipline — a 
Mrs.  AIIINOTON  or  Mrs.  JORDAN,  needs  no  lime-light  now  to  empha- 
sise the  fact  that  she  is  an  Artist.  Her  singing  of  "  My  Boy,"  in 
variation,  suggestion,  and  Cockney  whimsicality,  is  a  masterpiece. 
With  no  pathetic  touch  to  assist  her,  as  in  Mr.  RKECB'S  capital 
street-Arab's  song,  the  humour  of  the  tiling  is  just  as  bright  and 
keen.  Her  performance  of  Blue  Beard  is  not  a  confidential  com- 
mentary between  Miss  FAHKKN  and  her  audience,  but  a  clever  bit  of 
skilful  burlesque  acting. 

Nor  need  Miss  VADGHAIC  lean  upon  her  milliner  for  distinction  in 
an  Art  in  which  she  is  evidently  proficient.  Hitherto  her  fanciful 
attire  and  her  grace- 
ful steps  have  con- 
stituted her  claims 
as  an  Actress;  but 
now  her  singing  of 
a  broken  -  French 
song,  and  her  swift 
and  short  imitation 
of  SAKA  BERN- 
HARDT,  develop  a 
charming  fund  of 
happy  caricature. 

That  excellent 
comedian,  Mr.  E. 
TERRY,  has  hitherto 
been  forced  to 
squirm  and  twist 
and  exaggerate  his 
own  style  for  lack 
of  literary  or  comic 
suggestion ;  bnt 
now,  as  the  broken- 
down,  impecunious  father  of  Mrt.  Blue  Beard,  he  is  as  genuinely 
funny  as  JEMMY  ROGERS  ever  was  in  the  palmy  days  of  the  Strand. 

Miss  COSNIE  GILCHRIST  is  "  getting  a  big  girl  now,"  but  has  lost 
none  of  the  artlessness  of  her  childhood ;  necessarily  a  subordinate 
figure,  she  is  always  a  pleasant  companion  to  her  associates  on  the 
stage.  But  the  spirit  of  Blue  Beard  is  otherwise  infectious.  _  How 
often,  under  other  and  more  depressing  circumstances,  the  assistants 
and  extras  have  gone  through  their  work  wearily  and  miserably. 
Now  they  start  into  life  and  action  ;  they  are  aroused  to  intelligence, 
and  try,  at  any  rate,  to  do  their  best.  Even  Mr.  IRVISG  could  not 
be  offended,  or  Mr.  KYBLK  BKLLKW  outraged  at  the  caricature  by 
Mr.  II  K.M.KV,  who  cleverly,  and  in  a  few  touches  shows  how  uncon- 
sciously Mr.  BRLI.KW  imitates  Mr.  IRVING  ;  and  there  is  not  a 
"  Masher  "  in  the  famous  front  row  who  would  break  his  crutch  with 
rare,  or  disturb  the  symmetry  of  his  shirt-front  on  account  of  the 
reflected  affectation  and  mirrored  apathy  of  the  pretty  young  Ladies 
who  so  serenely  satirise  the  youthful  follies  of  an  effeminate  and 
unrobust  age.  If  Blut  Beard  sets  the  example,  never  neglected  in 
the  days  of  ROBSON,  WILTON,  ROGERS  &  Co.,  of  making  the  company 
act  up  to  the  play,  the  reaction  will  not  have  been  in  vain.  It  is  a 
step  in  the  right  direction,  and  though  much  more  remains  to  be 
done,  yet  as  matters  stand  all  are  satisfied,  Company,  Comedians 
and  Critics.  

Additional  Verse  to  an  Old  Song. 

"  THEY  will  spoil  the  Embankment,"  says  HOGG  unto  SMITH, 
"  But  of  course  it 's  no  business  of  mine !  " 

Says  SMITH,  "  'Twould  look  better  without  them  than  with, 
But  of  course  it "s  no  business  of  mine !  " 

Says  PERCT  to  both,  a  young  PERCY  quite  per  te, 

"  Won't  enter  the  lists  against  Westminster's  Circe. 

If  BULL  doesn't  kick  up  a  shine,  it's  a  mercy, — 
But  of  course  it 's  no  business  of  mine  I  " 
Chorut — Of  courie,  io. 


Darby  and  Joan  of  Arc.    "  Arc  fomrdt    Away ! " 


OUR  own  Mrs.  R.  says  they  seem  to  be  making  a  great  fuss  about 
the  Exhibition  of  Messrs.  SHERIDAN  and  BYRNE,  but  why  they 
should,  when  you  can  see  all  the  celebrities  at  Madame  Tcwiu  's 
auy  day  fur  a  shilling,  she  finds  it  hard  to  understand. 
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THE    MAYOR'S    NEST. 


Old  Bird  (chirping  in  the  Easier  Recess}.  "  AIL  RIGHT  TTP  TO  Now  ! 


LET  FIKTH  delight  to  ban  and  blight, 

Denouncing  is  his  trade ; 
Let  angry  HARCOITBT  vent  his  spite 

Because  his  Bill 's  delayed : 

But  Civic  Magnates  need  not  let 

Their  loud  alarums  rise  ; 
'Tis  clear  Sir  WILLIAM  will  not  yet 

Crow  over  our  demise. 

We  in  onr  little  nest  agree, 
And  'twere  a  frightful  thing 


If  their  Municipalise 
Should  make  us  all  take  wing. 

Whatever  brawls  disturb  their  House, 
Ours  should  be  free  from  storm ; 

Where  Mayors  and  Aldermen  carouse, 
What  need  we  of  Reform  ? 

Let  the  League  howl,  FIRTH  fret  and  fume, 
And  HARCOCKT  knit  his  brow  ! 

Notyet  we  dread  the  threatened  doom. 
We  're  all  right— up  to  now  ! 


"  IT  is  a  strange  world,"  said  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM  ;  "  one  officer 
breaks  his  leg,  and  everyone  is  calling  on  him  ;  another  breaks  his 
parole,  and  nobody  will  go  near  him." 


MR.  BIGOAR  is  advised  not  to  appeal  any  more,  and  to  let  his 
HYLAND  Lassie  gang  awa'.  He  is  understood  to  agree  to  this,  as  he 
already  shows  signs  of  Hyland  lassitude. 


MARCH  31,  1883.] 
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TO  "HUBERT"  FROM  TOBY. 

DEAR  HUBEBT, 

LET  me  congratulate  you  on  your  pluck,  which 
is  ever  the  characteristic  of  your  noble  race.  You  have 
indeed  proved  yourself  worthy  of  your  illustrious  descent. 
And  surely  the  two  great  Saints,  whose  names  you  bear, 
must  have  had  you  under  their  special  protection, — I 
mean  88.  Hubert  and  Bernard,  for  whom,  (the  latter 
especially,  as  I  confess  to  being  a  trifle  ignorant  about 
the  former,  though  I  am  a  Protestant  dog  myself),  I 
have  always  had  the  most  profound  admiration.-^-as 
your  escape  from  the  knives  of  the  cowardly  assassins, 
or  at  least  from  the  knife  of  the  one  scoundrel  whom  1 
hear  you  collared  and  dragged  to  the  ground  was  simply 
miraculous.  Bravo,  Hubert ! 

Do  write  and  give  me  particulars,  there 's  a  good  old 
boy !  Confirm  the  story  by  your  own  "  Ipse  Dixie."  Do 
tell  me  exactly  huio  you  escaped.  Go  into  details,  with- 
out any  waggery,  you  old  rascal  you !  and  let  mo  know 
how  you  seized  that  man  in  woman's  clothes.  Did  you 
tear  a  great  piece  out  of  his  dress  ?  Or  out  of  his  leg  ? 
Didn't  he  use  his  knife  at  all  ?  Why  did  you  let  him  go 
when  you'd  onco  got  him  down  Y  And  when  poor  Lady 
FLORENCE  was  stunned,  and  with  a  handful  of  dirt  in  her 
mouth,  didn't  the  other  assassin,  who  thought  that,  after 
three  stabbings,  he  had  settled  her,  make  for  you  .' 
And  hadn't  you  to  struggle  with  them  both  ?  Did  they 
cram  dirt  down  your  throat,  old  man,  to  prevent  you 
from  barking  ?  "Was  one  about  to  stick  you.  and  did  the 
othtr,  with  some  touch  of  humanity  left  in  him,  intercept 
his  murderous  design  '' 

Did  you,  in  your  frantic  rage,  tear  the  female  dresses 
worn  by  these  two  disguised  men  all  to  shreds,— for,  up 
to  the  present  moment  of  my  writing  this,  I  have  not 
heard  that  any  trace  of  those  gowns  has  been  discovered  ? 
Now  do  comply  with  my  request,  which  is  the  request 
of  all  England,  for  full  information  from  you,  and  do 
not  simply  wag  your  tail  and  say,  "  Bow.  wow,  wow !  " 
I  tell  you,  Hubert,  I  will  not  be  put  off  with  "Bow, 
wow,  wow ! " 

I  am  informed  that  after  these  deeds  of  daring  you  did 
not  "reappear  till  the  following  morning."  This  is  the  real 
modesty  of  a  genuine  hero.  In  this  "  dog  trait "  1  recog- 
nise my  own  noble  St.  Bernard.  But,  old  fellow,  don't 
think  me  impertinent  if  I  ask,  where  were  yon? 

The  noble  deeds  of  your  great  ancestors  were  for  a 
time  partially  discredited  by  impertinent  visitors  to 
Mount  St.  Bernard's,  who  saia  that  the  Grand  Old  Dogs 
never  did  carry  half-frozen  children  to  the  Monastery. 
Many,  in  this  sceptical  age,  don't  believe  half  they  hear 
about  the  doings  of  the  Great  St.  Bernard  Dogs,  and  it  is 
for  you,  my  Hubert,  to  take  this  opportunity  of  coming 
forward,  and  telling  the  scoffers  how  you  saved  a  Lady's 
life,  at  the  risk  of  your  own,  and  miraculously  escaped 
from  the  ruffians  armed  with  knives,  without  a  scratch 
on  your  muzzle,  or  even  a  rnmpled  coat. 

Speak  out  in  your  own  defence,  my  boy,  as,  already, 
fhere  are  some— but  1  have  set  them  down,  and  warmly 
defended  your  reputation — who  insinuate  that  your  name 
should  be  changed  from  Hubert  to  Falstaff—  but  they  will 
never  make  me  believe  that  you  are  a  "  false  staff  "  to 
trust  to  in  a  difficulty,  or  that  the  scoundrel  you  pinned 
to  the  ground  was  one  of  the  notorious  gang  of  "  men  in 
buckram."  May  you  live  long  and  prosper.  Write 
soon.  Yours  ever, 

TOBT. 

P.S. — There  was  another  Florence  who  had  a  faithful 
dog  whose  name  was  "  Diogenes."  Do  you  remember 
how  he  made  for  Mr.  Took,  and  how  that  Gentleman 
said  "  it  was  of  no  consequence,"  eh  ?  I  don't  think  that 
ruffian  whom  you  took  by  the  calf  would  have  been  of 
Mr.  Touts' s  opinion.  Speak  up ! 


A  Modern  Mud-rigal. 

HURBAH  !  for  the  rain  and  the  slosh ! 

Hurrah  !  for  the  gallant  galosh ! 
Hurrah  for  the  damp. 
And  the  "  brolly  "  of  Gamp .' 

Hurrah  for  the  brave  mackintosh ! 


COMFORT  FOB  THE  COBPOEATIOJT.— "  Threatened  men 
live  long." 


Youthful  Customer.  " SHOULD  A  MAN  SHAVE  UP  OR  DOWN,  MR.  STROP!" 
Barber.  "'DiPKNDS  so  MUCH  ON  THE— AH— GROWTH  or  THE  'Aia,  Si«.    In 

TOCB  CASE,    I  SHOULD  SAT  DECIDEDLY  DOWN,   8lR— DOWN  !  " 


CACKLE. 

As  served  up  daily  to  a  patient  Public  by  its  Sapient  Party  Scribes. 

THB  victory  of  the  Bluebuff  Candidate  in  Central  Clodshire  yesterday,  by  •> 
largely  increased  majority  of  Seven— at  the  General  Election  in  1880  it  wa»  only 
Six— is  one  of  those  events  whose  importance  can  hardly  be  overestimated  and 
whose  significance  can  never  be  exhausted.  We  pointed  out  some  days  since, 
that  whilst  no  sort  of  meaning  and  no  kind  of  credit  would  attach  to  the  victory 
of  the  Huffhlitf  Candidate,  the  defeat  of  that  ill-advised  intruder  upon  a  con- 
stituency whose  loyalty  to  Bluebuff  principles  has  so  long  been  conspicuous, 
would  cover  our  party  with  glory  and  inspire  it  with  hope.  The  event  has 
proved  that  we,  and  we  alone,  were  entirely  right.  The  machinations  of 
our  opponents  have  failed  ignominiously,  their  Candidate  has  suffered  a  crushing 
defeat.  Nor,  ingenious  as  they  ever  are  at  inventing  hollow  excuse*  and  fudging 
up  factitious  consolation,  will  they  in  this  case  find  a  single  circumstance  to 
lessen  their  profound  disappointment  or  mitigate  their  deep  disgrace.  The  battla 
was  fought  upon  broad  Party  Principles,  the  Buffbluei  had  every  advantage  in 
their  favour ;  buttered  up  to  the  ears  by  their  Candidate,  and  caucussed  up  to 
the  chins  by  the  local  wire-pullers,  they  polled  their  very  last  man,  and — ictrt 
beaten  by  Seven  .' .' 

Ah,  that  Seven  1  "  We  are  Seven,"  sang  the  poet's  simple  interlocutor.  The 
Clodshire  Seven,  more  glorious  than  the  "Seven  against  Thebes"— may  make 
those  words  the  refrain  of  a  patriotic  ptean  that  shall  ring  down  the  ages  and 
sound  on  into  the  Bluebvf  millennium. 

It  may  perhaps  be  said  that  after  all  they  were  only  Seven,  and  that  they 
only  secured  a  seat  which  before  had  been  saved  by  Six  1  But  this  would  not  be  a 
just  estimate  of  the  result.  Would  the  Romans  have  rejoiced  less  in  the  saving 
of  the  Capitol  if  they  had  found  that  the  goose-Hock  which  saved  it  numbered 
not  more  than  Seven  ?  The  true  measure  01  the  magnitude  of  our  triumph  may 
be  found— in  the  efforts  we  must  have  made  to  minimise  it  had  the  saving  Seven 
been  on  the  other  side.  _^______ 

DR.  BENSON  once  wrote  an  Essay  on  the  Relation  of  the  Chanter  to  th« 
Bishop.  Now  His  Grace  might  supplement  it  with  another,  entitled  Itt  Aim  ; 
or,  The  End  of  the  Chapter. 

A  CRUMPLED  ROSSLKAF.— A  Corn  on  the  tip-toe  of  expectation. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  PROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Comment,  Monday,  March  19.— CHARLES  LEWIS  is  back 
after  serving  the  constituency  of  Derry  in  the  Far  West. 

"  Yes,"  says  Mr.  CAINE,  to  whom  1  make  the  observation;  but 
i/ou  needn't  mention  it.  LEWIS  won't  be  in  the  House  half-an-hour 
Before  he  '11  advertise  the  interesting  fact  through  what  are  called 
the  usual  channels  of  information." 

CAINE  right  as  usual.  Can't  exactly  recall  how  often  LEWIS  was 
up  in  course  of  sitting,  but  know  it  was  on  every  possible  stage. 
First  on  notices,  next  on  questions,  thirdly  in  debate.  This  is 

making  up  for  lost  time.  By 
Whitsuntide  he'll  be  straight 
with  Members  who  've  been  here 
since  February. 

Sir  E.  CBOSS  wants  to  know 
how  it  was  House  was  Counted 
Out  on  Friday. 

"Very  proper  quarter  for 
inquiry  to  come  from,"  says  Mr. 
CHAMBERLAIN,  "seeing  he 
wasn't  there  himself  to  help  to 
make  a  House." 

Mr.  CHILDEBS  volunteers  to 
reply.  Interesting  narrative  of 
how  he  met  Lord  RICHARD 
GBOSVENOR  when  going  out  to 
dinner;  how  Lord  RICHABD 
asked  him  to  "  be  down  at  nine 
o'clock,  and  bring  as  many 
Members  with  him  as  he  could 
get." 

"  This,"  says  General  BORNA- 
BT,  "  comes  of  old  associations. 
GBOSVENOR  forgets  CHILDEBS  no 
longer  Minister  for  War.  Sends 
him  out  on  picket  duty." 

Pleased  vision  dawns  before 
House  of  Mr.  CHILDEBS  eating 
hasty  dinner,  then,  running  out 
to  patrol  St.  James's  and  Parliament  Street,  picking  up  stray  Mem- 
bers, arresting  them,  and  marching  them  down,  to  make  House. 

Mr.  YORKE,  momentarily  withdrawing  his  mind  from  Kilmainham, 
inquires  about  the  mystery  at  Windsor—"  That  terrible  struggle  for 
life  in  the  lonely  plantation  near  the  Willows,"  as  Standard  beauti- 
fully calls  it.  House  laughs.  Why  should  House  laugh  ?  Laughs 
again  when  GLADSTONE  says,  with  great  gravity,  "  I  don't  think 
HOMB  SECRETARY  is  in  a  position  to  give  any  information  which 
would  be  of  value  to  the  House." 

CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN,  like  practical  Scotchman  and  enthusiast 
in  office,  inclined  to  take  business  view  of  the  matter. 

'  Seems  to  me,"  he  says  to  Sir  EDWARD  REED,  "  that  here  we 
nave  the  problem  solved  of  the  protection  of  the  Navy.  We  have 
been  hammering  away  at  it  for  years,  and  spent  millions,  and  all 
the  time  have  had  close  at  hand,  within  domestic  circle,  the  true 


The  Easter  Lily. 


armour-plating  of  the  future." 

"  Oh  ,'r  says  REED,  hastily,  "  if 
again,  I  '11  see  you  by-and-by." 


if  you're  going  through  your  speech 
in,  i  u  see  you  Dy-and-by.'1 

No ;  I  'm  only  sorry  this  didn't  happen  a  day  or  two  before  I 
made  my  speech.  Would  have  been  a  great  point.  Thing  is,  get 
corsets  made  on  principle  of  Lady  FLORENCE  DIXIE'S  ;  plate  ships 
with  them,  and  there  you  are.  Nothing  would  go  through  them.  At 
once  cheap  and  effectual.  Suppose  you  don't  know  the  address  of 
the  corset-maker  ?  " 

"  Of  corse  'ets  n*  business  of  mine  now,"  said  the  former  Chief 

Constructor,  looking  a  little  vexed  I  thought  at  the  idea  having  first 

occurred  to  C.B.    "  But  suppose  the  thing  will  be  advertised.  When 

there  s  great  fire,  and  papers  are  preserved  in  a  safe,  always  see 

advertisement  afterwards.    Expect  when  Lady  FLORENCE'S  hand  is 

b«tt«r,  she  '11  write  to  the  corset-maker  something  after  this  style  :— 

DEAR  MAD  AH, — I  am  happy  to  inform  you  that  your  knife-and- 

dagger-resisting   corsets  have  saved   my  life.     Walking   in   my 

grounds,  on  Saturday  evening  last,  I  was  attacked  by  two  men  in 

female  attire.    It  was  a  fearful  time,  and  I  struggled  hard.    Thrice 

a  man  smote  me  with  a  dagger.    His  eyes  were  dark,  and  so  was  his 

hair.    His  features  were  livid,  his  white  teeth  firmly  clenched,  and 

he  wore  a  green  dress.    Thrice  he  struck,  and  thrice  the  faithful 

corset  toiled  his  blow.    In  short,  but  for  your  corset  I  should  now  be 

a  corse.     You  are  at  liberty  to  make  what  use  you  please  of  this 

,7! £L   Vemam'  y°ws  faithfully  and  gratefully,  &c.,  &c.' 

I  hat  s  th«  sort  of  thing  you  may  look  for." 

Thank  you,"  said  C.B.,  "  never  thought  of  that." 

Busmen  done.— Bankruptcy  Bill  read  a  Second  Time. 


Tuesday.— Things  rather  gone  off  to-day.  Sir  R.  CROSS  was  to 
lave  brought  on  question  of  Cuban  Refugees.  But  it  seems  Spanish 
Government  are  coming  round  to  right  view  of  matter,  and  Spaniards 
mustn't  be  hurried. 

"  Generally  long  time  coming  round  to  anything,"  Sir  ARTHUR 
JTWAT  says,  "  especially  to  right  view." 

RANDOLPH  furious.  Had  meant  to  put  things  straight  after  little 
weakness  last  Friday  when  he  agreed 
with  GLADSTONE  on  Amendment  to 
Transvaal  Debate.  Only  did  it,  he 
explains  apologetically,  in  order  to 
*et  rap  at  HICKS-BEACH.  Still,  to 
lave  asked  GOBST  to  withdraw 
Amendment  in  favour  of  one  suggested 
ay  PREMIER,  makes  him  feel  uncom- 
fortable. Meant  to  have  put  it  right 
;o-day  on  Cuban  Refugee  business, 
md  here 's  CROSS  positively  drawing 
oack.  RANDOLPH  glares  upon  uncon- 
scious Sir  RICHARD  as  if  it  was  his 
lat  he  sat  upon  on  resuming  his  seat. 
Whereas  it  was  only  SCLATEB- 
BOOTH'S. 

Debate  on  Grand  Old  Committees 
not  precisely  entertaining.  Mr.  RAISES 
makes  a  melancholy  speech.  Gather 
generally  that  with  Grand  Committees 
the  country  will  hurry  with  hastened 
steps  to  destruction.  House  takes 
matter  very  quietly,  considering,  and 
finally  agrees  to  refer  Bankruptcy  Bill. 

More  about  Lady  FLORENCE  DIXIE.  Mr.  O'SHEA  wants  public 
inquiry.  Impenetrable  gravity  of  Sir  WILLIAM  HABCOURT  when  he 
answers  that  inquiry  going  on,  but  he's  "not  in  position  to  make 
any  statement  on  the  subject."  More  laughter  when  Mr.  LABOU- 
CHERE  asks  whether  reward  will  be  offered  for  discovery  of  guilty 
parties?  Sir  WILLIAM  HARCOTJRT  graver  than  ever.  Like  me, 
doesn't  see  the  joke.  No  joke  at  all  for  people  with  dark  hair  and 
eyes,  pale  face,  and  white  teeth,  especially  if  they  look  as  if  they 
occasionally  wore  a  green  gown. 

At  seven  o'clock  House  up  for  Easter  Holidays. 

Business  done. — Go  home  till  Thursday  week. 


Lord  K.  Churchill  doesn't  put 
his  foot  down. 


A  VENETIAN  DINNEE  SONG. 

[A  "  New  Venetian  Salon,"  at  the  Holborn  Restaurant,  has  been  recently 
ened.    "Grand  Marble  Staircase"— and  "  Marble  Halls"  in  which  you 
.t  you  dwelt,"  but  where  you  realistically  dine.    For  the 
ong  vide  Mr.  H.  C.  MERIVALE'S  "Boat  Song,"  p.  152,  in 


opi 

don't  "dream  tha 

original  of  this  soi  _ 

his  White  Pilgrim  and  other  Poetm.] 

THE  People  are  dining 

Free-lee,  free-lee ; 
The  marble  is  shining 

On  me,  on  me  ; 
And  some  folks  are  growing 

So  gay,  so  gay, 
While  others  are  going 

To  pay,  to  pay. 

And  some  guests  are  calling 

"Wai-ter/    Wai-ter.'" 
And  waiters  are  bawling 

"Yes,  Sir!    Yes,  Sir!" 
They  give  us  a  filling 

Me-nu,  Me-nu. 
The  waiters  are  willing, 

"  And  boo'— and  boo'." 

In  Venice — no,  Holborn, 

To  dine,  to  dine. 
The  high  and  the  low-born 

Corn-bine,  corn-bine. 
The  fittings  are  splendid 

To  see,  to  see, 
You  dine  (I  know  ten  did) 

Cheap-lee,  cheap-lee ! 

We  eat  to  repletion 

Too  soon,  too  soon, 
In  this  New  Venetian 

Sa-loon,  Sa-loon, 


The  band  plays  some  Nation- 
al toon,  -al  toon, 

Which  stops  conversation, 
A  boon  !    A  boon ! 

The  dinner  is  good,  not 

Cost-lee,  cost-lee, 
If  'twere,  do  it  would  not 

For  me,  for  me. 
'Tis  lit  by  electri- 

-citee,  -citee, 
You  can  the  effect  try, 

And  see,  and  see. 

But  here  comes  the  Doge  in — 

Noise  cease,  noise  cease  ! 
We  're  at,  I  'm  "  suppogin'," 

Ve-nice,  Ve-nice. 
Here 's  Shylock  !  Note  sound  of 

"OhyeshI    Ohyesh!" 
He 's  cutting  a  pound  of 

Cook'd  flesh,  cook'd  flesh. 

And  here  is  Childe  Harold, 

'Tis  he!  'tis  he  ! 
Of  whom  BYRON  caroll'd 

Sweet-lee,  sweet-lee. 
And  here  comes  Othello, 

Tie  white,  tie  white 

Now,  wake  up  1  old  fellow. 

Good  night  I    Good  night  I 


ODD  CONTRADICTION  AT  THE  ADMIRALTY  COURT. — PUILLIMORB 
isn't,  BTJTT  is ! 
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THE  BOILING  POT     OR,  HOW  TO  KEEP  IT  UP. 

(N.B.—It  is  done  by  a  "Contents  Bill"  and  a  "Special"  Edition- 
Vide  below. ) 


THE    EVENING    STAGGERER. 
(SPECIAL  MDITIOIT.) 

THREATENING  TO  BLOW  UP  THE  TOWER. 
HORRIBLE  OUTRAGE  AT  THE  HOME  OFFICE. 

DISCOVERY  OF  ARMS  IN  THE  REGENTS  CANAL. 
ALLEGED  DISAPPEARANCE  OF  AN  ARCHBISHOP. 

EARTHQUAKE  AT  WINDSOR  CASTLE. 

MYSTERIOUS  EXPLOSION  IN  THE  CITY. 

FRIGHTFUL  RAILWAY  COLLISION. 

ANARCHISTS  AT  CAMBERWELL. 

NARROW  ESCAPE  OF  THE  EMPEROR  OF  GERMANY. 

LATEST  BETTING. 


THREAT  TO  BLOW  UP  THE  TOWER. 

A  LITTLE  boy,  who  gave  his  age  as  eleven,  was  discovered  in 
Thames  Street  this  morning  with  a  halfpenny  squib  and  box  of 
matches.  On  the  explosives  being  taken  away  from  him,  he 
admitted,  on  cross-examination,  that  his  intention  was  to  blow  up 
the  Tower.  The  investigation  was  still  proceeding  when  our  reporter 
left. 

OUTRAGE  AT  THE  HOME  OFFICE. 

BETWEEN  half-past  eleven  and  a  quarter  to  twelve  this  morning  a 
stranger,  wearing  a  large  woollen  comforter  and  ordinary  black  kid 
gloves,  but  who,  the  messenger  on  duty  happened  to  note,  was 
eating  an  orange  in  rather  an  excited  manner,  deliberately  entered 
the  Home  Office,  and  asked  the  way  to  the  Stamp  Department. 
Shortly  afterwards,  Sir  WILLIAM  HAHCOUHT  having  occasion  to  leave 
his  official  room,  slipped  down  on  a  piece  of  the  peel  that  had  been 
evidently  left  designedly  on  the  stairs.  The  worthy  Baronet,  though 
not  much  shaken,  said  he  supposed  that  the  outrage  was  political, 
and  might  not  be  unconnected  with  the  New  Bankruptcy  BUI.  The 
affair  is  in  the  hands  of  the  police. 

DISCOVERY  OF  ARMS  IN  THE  BEGENT'S  CANAL. 
THIS  afternoon  a  dredgiog-machine.  while  clearing  a  portion  of 
the  Junction  basin,  brought  up  from  the  bed  of  mud  at  the  bottom 
a  couple  of  old  kitchen  knives  and  a  carving-fork.  The  weapons 
had  evidently  been  in  the  water  for  some  time,  and  the  circumstance 
has  naturally  caused  much  excitement  in  the  immediate  neighbour- 
hood. 

ALLEGED  DISAPPEARANCE  OF  AN  ARCHBISHOP. 

AN  Archbishop,  who  has  been  staying  at  Buxton  for  the  waters, 
disappeared  mysteriously  from  his  hotel  yesterday  evening,  and,  as 
snow  was  falling  at  the  time,  it  was  feared  that  he  had  been  buried 
alive  in  one  or  more  of  the  drifts  on  the  hills,  for  which  the  locality 
is  famous.  Great  relief  was  therefore  experienced  when  it  was 
discovered  that  the  worthy  Prelate  had  been  merely  spending  a  few 
hours  quietly  at  the  house  of  a  friend. 

REPORTED  EARTHQUAKE  AT  WINDSOR  CASTLE. 

A  CORRESPONDENT  from  Egham  writes  to  us  :—"  I  was  visiting 
the  State  Apartments  at  Windsor  in  the  usual  manner  yesterday, 
when  it  struck  me  that  I  noted  a  decided  oscillation  of  the  stone 
bannisters  on  the  grand  staircase.  As  I  had  not  long  lunched,  I 
could  not  possibly  have  been  mistaken,  and  I  called  the  attention  of 
the  Cicerone  to  the  fact.  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  but  that  the 
phenomenon  was  due  to  a  severe  shock  of  earthquake.". 

MYSTERIOUS  EXPLOSION  IN  THE  CITY. 

THIS  morning,  between  half-past-six  and  seven,  a  rather  loud 
report  was  heard  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Milk  Street,  and  on  the 
Policeman  on  duty  making  inquiry,  it  was  discovered  that  a  slight 
accident  had  occurred  to  a  kitchen-boiler  that  had  not  been  properly 
repaired.  Several  arrests  have  already  been  made  in  connection  with 
the  affair,  and  some  startling  revelations  are  expected. 

FRIGHTFUL  RAILWAY  COLLISION. 

YESTERDAY  evening,  a  coal-truck  on  one  of  the  Great  Northern 
sidings  at  King's  Cross,  having  been  shunted  by  mistake  on  to  the  up 
line,  ran  against  a  stationary  break-van,  with  sufficient  force  to 
damage  a  pane  of  glass  in  the  window  of  the  latter,  and  almost  throw 
the  Guard  off  his  feet.  The  noise  occasioned  by  the  shock  of  the 
meeting  trucks  is  said  to  have  been  heard  distinctly  at  nearly  three 
yards'  distance.  The  line  was  speedily  cleared.  There  will  be  a 
searching  investigation  into  the  affair. 


SUSPECTED  ANARCHISTS  AT  CAMBERWELL. 
Sons  strangers  have  lately  been  seen  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Camberwell ;  and  yesterday  they  lunched  at  a  well-known  public- 
house,  without  any  apparent  object.  It  is  thought,  therefore,  that 
they  are  very  likely  Anarchist*,  a  threatening,  coloured,  and  illus- 
trated letter  of  a  scurrilous  character  having  been  received  by  the 
Vicar  on  the  morning  of  the  14th  February  last. 

NARROW  ESCAPE  OP  THE  EMPEROR  OP  GERMANY. 
THK  Emperor  of  GSKMAHT  was  yesterday  morning  about  to  take 
a  turn  in  the  Garden  Platz,  at  the  rear  of  the  Palace,  when  an 
extremely  heavy  and  drenching  shower  of  rain  came  suddenly  down, 
and  determined  His  Majesty  to  abandon  his  stroll.  The  escape  was 
a  most  narrow  one,  and  has  excited  lively  comment  and  congratula- 
tion in  Court  circles. 

DIX'S  LAND. 

["  THS  Rer.  Dr.  MORGAN  Dix  hu  been  delivering  10018  ferocious  Lenten 
lectures  at  Trinity  Chapel,  New  York,  concerning;  the  ihocking  depravity  of 
the  American  girl  ....  It  hu  pleated  Dr.  Dix  to  denounce  the  higher 
education  of  women  na  if  it  were  certain  to  result  in  the  ruin  of  the  sex." — 
Pall-Mall  Oactttt.} 

OH,  Dr.  Dix,  oh,  Reverend  DEC  1 

So  hot  at  denouncing  the  sex  and  its  trick*, 

Your  mind  must  be  full  of  queer  ricks  and  cricks, 

Yon  are  right  off  the  rails,  oh,  my  Reverend  Dix ; 

'Tis  wrong-headed  "  goodies  "  like  you  who  would  fix 

The  yoke  on  the  woman,  and  then  if  she  kick* 

Yon  "  slate  "  her  as  though  she  had  stolen  a  Pyx, 

Like  Bartlolph.    The  sex  like  ourselves— is  a  "mix," 

There  are  some  who  are  bad,  there  are  some  who  are  "  bricks," 

But  keep  them  in  darkness  to  cure  them  ?    0,  Drx  I 

The  whitest  wax -candles,  without  any  wicks, 

Would  be  little  use  in  this  world.    The  fierce  flicks 

Of  your  heavy  flagrllum  fall  wildly ;  some  pricks 

Of  sharp  ridicule's  goad  you  deserve,  for  it  licks 

Common  sense  to  perceive  what  you  re  at.    Budding  quicks 

Need  light,  nor  do  women  need  darkness,  my  Dix. 

If  yon  'd  nurture  their  morals  by  teaching  them  m>. 

Be  sure  that  you  'd  not  make  them  seraphs,  but  "  sticks," 

In  your  dull     Dix's  Land  "—not  Arcadia,  Dix, 

Bat  a  soulless  Boootia,  sombre  as  Styx. 


A  Common  Complaint. 

SCINB — A  Common,  of  which,  by  dtfocing  it  with  a  Cutlina,  a  J?«7«My 
Company  have  tacr\fic«d  the  Setnery  tt  thtir  Comtiurtifl  Inttreiti. 

Geniut  Loci  (quoting  Falttaff}.  Company,  villanons  Company, 
hath  been  the  spoil  of  me. 

"  ONE  Volunteer  is  worth  six  Pressed  Men,"  as  a  flattened  Gentle- 
man remarked  in  an  overcrowded  first-class  carriage,  going  down  to 
Brighton  on  Easter  Monday. 

"  RESTRICTION  OP  OOTPUT."— The  Affirmation  BUL 


THIS  represents  pictorially  Mr. 

weeh£Ta8  jdea! 
recently,  i.«.  — 


Ballad  on  a  Bouquet. 


MAHirEST-TOES  ! 


by  any  other  name, 
As  sweet  would  smell  a  Rose, 
So  would  an  Onion,  all  the  same, 
Offend  a  dainty  nose. 

Plain  fact,  in  periphrase  conveyed. 
From  naming  short  we  shrink  ; 

'Twere  coarse  to  call  a  spade  a 

spade. 
And  use  the  word  we  think. 


Reformed  Reviewing. 

REVIEWS  are  all  too  long,  and 
too  discursive.  They  should  be 
short,  sharp,  and  to  the  purpose. 
For  example,  "  How  to  Orovi 
Muthroonu,  by  WILLIAM  EARLIT. 
There  is  mush  room  for  a  little 
book  of  this  description.  It  is 
evident  the  early  BILL  picks  up 
the  mushroom.  This  is  the 
kind  of  thin  g  we  want  to  see  intro- 
duced in  our  critical  journals. 
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DANGERS    OF    INDISCRIMINATE    PRAISE. 

(A  CAUTION  TO  MOTHERS.) 
Mis.  Tmnlinson  (to  extremely  eligible  Young  Lady).  "  I  'M  SURE  YOU  'LL  LIKE  MY  SON  EICHABD,  MY  DEAR  Miss  GOLDMOMK  ! 


NOT 


THAT  HE'S  KXAOTLY"  BRILLIANT,  YOU  KNOW,  BUT  HE'S  so  STSAOT  AND  GOOD.    SPENDS  ALL  HIS  EVENINGS  AT  HUME,  AND  ALWAYS 
IN  BID  BY  EI.KVBN  !     HE  'g  NEVER  GIVEN  MB  AN  HOUR'S  UNEASINESS  IN  HIS  LIFE  j  " 

"GOOD  GRACIOUS  !  "   EXCLAIMS   MlSH   GOLDMORE,    AND   INSTANTLY  CONCEIVED   FOR   RlCHARD   A  FRANTIC   AVERSION. 

[  Which  is  not  lessened  when  she  discovers  that  he  'a  that  Modest  Youth  in  the  lackgroimd,  palling  on  his  glove. 


"  DISTRIBUTION." 

Jeremy  Diddler  (reading  neto  Bankruptcy  Sill).  Oh,  this  is  per- 
fectly ihtgunting,  you  know  I 

Professional  Adviser.  Not  exactly  pleasant  reading,  is  it  ? 

Jeremy  Diddler.  Mark  my  words,  Sir,  this  molly-coddling  legis- 
lation will  ruin  the  country,  send  liberty  to — well,  to  ohokee,  and 
drive  cleverness  to— in  point  of  fact,  to  the  dogs ! 

Professional  Adviser.  Your  sentiments,  Sir,  do  you  honour.  You 
should  be  in  Parliament.  Your  ardent  love  of  freedom  would  gladden 
the  heart  of  COWEN,  and  rouse  the  enthusiasm  of  CLABKB. 

Jeremy  Diddler.  Oh,  liberty  for  ever !  /  say.  Every  man  should 
be  free  to  "  do  "  as  he  likes — and  can. 

Professional  Adviser.  A  Golden  Rule,  indeed!  "Honest  distri- 
bution of  Assets,"  the  Caucus-monger  talks  about.  Honest  distri- 
bution, I  presume,  means  distribution  among  what  are  called 
"  honest "  people.  They  are  mostly  idiots.  Then  what  is  to  become 
of  brains  ? 

Jeremy  Diddler.  Oh!     (Sings.)— 

We  're  going  to  do  without  'em, 

Don't  want  'em  any  more  ; 
We  're  going  to  do  without  'em, 

As  lots  have  done  before. 
To  deal  with  Commerce  "  on  the  square  " 

On  a  very  moral  plan, 
And  every  noodle  will  declare, 

"  I  am  an  honest  man !  " 
Bah  !  makes  a  feller  sick,  such  humbug  does  I 

Professional  Adviser.  Exactly.  We  must  remember,  however, 
our  profesf-ional  maxim—  not  found  in  our  legal  handbooks— that 
"fools  make  elaborate  laws,  and  wise  men  wrieple  out  of  them." 
Ihey  thought  they  'd  tied  us  up  pretty  tight  in  18G9. 


Jeremy  Diddler.  Yes  ;  but  how  about  those  "  Official  Receivers  "- 
Officious  Receivers  I  should  call  'em  ? 

Professional  Adviser.  Officialism  is  the  curse  of  the  country  I 
Sixty  of  them,  at  a  salary  of  about  £1000  a  year,  I  suppose,  and  paid 
out  of  the  Assets!  It's  scandalous.  These  "Sixty  Thieves" 
who've  to  be  paid  well  for  taking  the  bread  out  of  poor  men's 
mouths,  must  be  the  greatest  scoundrels 

Jeremy  Diddler.  By  Jove  I  A  bright  idea !  I'll  apply  for  the 
post  myself!  !  ! 

Professional  Adviser.  Few  could  be  better  fitted  for  it.  But  what 
do  we  want  with  'em  at  all,  when  we  can  settle  it  all  so  comfortably 
among  ourselves,  and  save  the  Sixty  Thousand  a  year  ? 

Jeremy  Diddler.  Just  so.  Public  inquiry  be  blowed !  What  s 
the  Public  got  to  do  with  a  fellow's  private  affairs  ?  Our  blessed 
legislators  seem  to  think  we  're  like  confounded  cucumbers — can't  go 
straight  unless  we  're  grown  under  glass. 

Professional  Adviser.  Precisely.  "  Strangle  our  individuality," 
as  COWEN  says,  by  officialism  and  publicity. 

Jeremy  Diddler.  Oh,  look  here,  I  say.  Don't  talk  about  strangling. 
It 's  uncomfortable.  Chance  of  practical  renewal  of  imprisonment 
for  debt  is  bad  enough  without  hinting  at  the  hemp  business. 

Professional  Adviser.  Centralisation  and  the  Caucus  are  driving 
us  into  reactionary  courses.  Sir.  I  'm  all  for  "  freedom  of  contract " 
and  the  doctrine  of  "settle  it  among  yourselves!"  By-and-by  a 
man  won't  be  able  to  sneeze  without  official  supervision,  or  borrow 
half-a-orown  without  the  consent  of  the  Board  of  Trade. 

Jeremy  Diddler  (aghast  at  the  latter  notion).  By  Jove  !  !  !  Just 
fancy  what  a  lively  time  the  Board  of  Trade,  and  Yours  Truly  would 
have;  but  no  matter.  Not  quite  so  bad  as  that  yet,  old  man. 
Haven't  got  such  a  thing  as 

Professional  Adviser  (hastily).  I  agree,  with  COWEN,  that  no 
Bankruptcy  Law  at  all  is  necessary.  Anyhow,  Lord  HATHEKLEY  e 
opinion  that  "  The  principle  on  which  all  bankruptcy  laws  ought  to 
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SPOILING   THE    SPOILERS. 

JKRKJ.T  DIDDI.KH  (.«  Fraudulent  llankritpt).  "  WHAT  I— HAND  THE  MONEY  OVER  TO  T1IK  C'UKDITORS  I-PREPOS- 
EROI.'s  IIU-A  i  t  i  » 


TEROUS  IDEA.  II! 

Hia  "  PROFESSIONAL  AsaisTAHT."  "  WHY— WE  SHALL  BOTH  BE  RUINED  !  " 
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be  framed  was  to  leave  everybody  to  manage  their  own  affairs  " — 
with  the  friendly  assistance  of  their  own  legal  advisers,  of  course — 
is  a  sensible  one.  But  this  poking  and  prying,  and  public  inquiry, 
and  army  of  Official  Receivers 

Jeremy  Diddler.  And  all  to  save  the  ridiculously  small  sura  of 
hal  f -a-crown 

Professional  Adviser,  In  the  pound 

Jernmi/  Diddler.   Is  preposterous  I 

Professional  Adriser.  Monstrous  I ! 

Jeremy  Diddler.  A  public  scandal ! !  1    A  national  disgrace ! ! ! 

Professional  Adviser.  Well,  cheer  'up,  JKREMT  !  It  isn't  passed 
vet ;  and  when  it  is,  why  perhaps  even  then,  "  Bankruptcy  Made 
Easy  "  may  be  not  quite  a  lost  art.  But  as  to  "  the  quick  distribution 
of  a  bankrupt's  assets  amonif  his  creditors,"  JEHHY  ! 

Jeremy  Diddler.  His  creditors,  mark  you ! ! 

Together.  Why  what  would  become  of  us  P 


TWO    LIGHTS. 


MAHTBII  op  TUB  ROLLS,  DIED  THE  21sT  or  MARCH,  1883. 

Kofccrt 


JUSTICE  OP  TUB  TKOIIVTE,  DIVORCE,  AXD  ADXIBALTT  DIVISION,  TOOK 
Hts  LKAVB  OF  THI  BAB.  ON  THI  SAME  DAT. 


A  LIGHT  of  Law,  none  stronger  or  more  keen, 
Uuenohed  in  Death's  sudden  shadow,  to  be  seen, 
A  steadfast  beacon  of  clear  Right  no  more  ; 
Lost  matchless  judgment,  lost  unrivalled  lore, 
The  sharp,  swift  insight,  the  unerring  skill, 
The  strength  unbending  and  unshaken  will 
That  lifted  to  high  fame  and  pride  of  place 
The  virile  scion  of  a  virile  race. 
And  even  as  men  mourn  their  cold  eclipse, 
Another  Light,  extinguished  not,  yet  slips 
From  the  full  gaze  of  countryman  and  friend. 
Though  one  great  life  yet  brightens  to  the  end, 
Sad  seem  the  lines  that,  on  one  morning,  tell 
Of  JKSSKI.'S  death,  and  PHILLIMORE'S  farewell. 


"  THE  HAPPY  FAMILY." 

THE  Cabinet  are  not  a  happy  family,  in  the  literal  sense  of  the 
words,  as  regards  the  question  of  Municipal  Reform. 

However  thoroughly  united  they  may  be  in  regard  to  other  and 
more  important  matters,  although  even  this  has  been  questioned,  on 
the  difficult  matter  that  Sir  WILLIAM  HARCOUBT,  in  an  evil  hour  for 
his  own  peace  of  mind,  undertook  to  arrange  to  the  satisfaction  of 
all  men,  they  are  certainly  not  as  one  man. 

First  and  foremost  stands  their  great  leader  with  his  inborn  love 
and  reverence  for  all  institutions  hallowed  by  age  and  historical 
associations,  who  takes  every  possible  opportunity  of  declaring 
emphatically,  that  the  reform  of  the  old  Corporation  when  it  comes, 
"if  ever  it  come,"  shall  only  tend  to  increase  its  power,  and  its 
prestige,  and  its  influence  for  good,  and  enable  it  to  continue  more 
freely  its  great  and  useful  work.  Sir  WILLIAM  is  said  to  find  in 
him  anything  but  enthusiastic  support. 

The  LORD  CHANCELLOR,  with  his  intimate  knowledge  of  the  good 
deeds  of  the  Livery  Companies,  gained  by  his  position  as  Master  of 
the  Mercers,  the  premier  Guild  of  London,  betrays  no  great  longing 
for  any  radical  change  in  the  Corporation  or  its  associated  Companies. 

Lord  GRANVILLK  has  that  inborn  dislike  to  all  unnecessary  change 
that  it  is  reasonable  to  expect  in  a  prosperous  and  popular  Peer  who 
has  to  conduct  all  the  foreign  affairs  of  this  great  Empire. 

Lord  DBRBT  is,  we  learn,  so  utterly  disgusted  with  the  unusual 
conduct,  to  use  the  very  mildest  phrase  in  our  vocabulary,  of  the 
President  of  the  semi-defunct  League,  in  regard  to  the  proceedings  of 
the  City  Guilds  Commission,  that  he  never  hears  of  his  name  or  his 
acts  or  of  anything  that  is  his,  without  indulging  in  unparliamentary 
language. 

Mr.  CHILLERS  is  so  constantly  absorbed  in  mental  calculations  of  a 
most  abstruse  character,  as  to  now  to  meet  the  enormous  deficiency 
anticipated  from  the  brilliant  success  of  the  Blue  Ribbon  Army,  that 
whenever  the  subject  of  Municipal  Reform  is  persuasively  intro- 
duced to  him  by  Sir  WILLIAM,  his  sole  reply  is,  tf  Oh,  bother  I  " 

Lord  HAKTINGTON,  as  is  well  known,  votes  the  whole  thing  a  bore, 
and  tells  everybody  that,  as  HABCODBT  voluntarily  got  himself  into 
the  mess,  he  must  get  out  of  it  again  the  best  way  he  can,  and  he 
Hopes  it  will  be  a  lesson  to  him  in  future  to  take  Mr.  Punch's 


advice  and  stay  more  at  Homo,  and  attend'to  the  necessary  dnties  of 
his  office. 

Mr.  DODBON  is  «f  course  nobody,  and  he '»  never  yet  got  over  the 
look  ef  amazement  with  which  he  first  found  himself  really  and 
truly  a  Cabinet  Minister. 

Lord  SPBICCER,  with  his  experienoe'of  Dublin,  naturally  shudders 
at  the  idea  of  largely  increasing  the  power  of  any  Municipality,  and 
has  a  very  strong  conviction  in  his  secret  soul  that  a  very  consider- 
able majority  of  nis  fellow  Peers  will  prove  to  be  of  the  same  opinion 
when  the  question  is  submitted  to  them. 

Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN,  it  is  well  known,  has  expressed  himself  very 
strongly  against  one  Municipality  for  the  whole  Metropolis,  and  is 
in  favour  of  separate  Municipalities  for  the  several  Parliamentary 
Boroughs  ;  and  as  he  has  had  more  municipal  experience  than  all 
the  rest  of  his  colleagues  put  together,  his  opinion  should  hare  great 
weight. 

The  only  Minister,  in  fact,  on  whom  Sir  WILLIAM  can  rely  is  Sir 
CHARLES  DILKE  ;  but  as  the  very  well  understood  and  very  freely 
expressed  opinions  of  Sir  CHARLES,  on  nearly  all  political  questions 
of  importance,  are  far  and  away  in  advance  of  those  of  aristocratic  Sir 
WILLIAM,  his  new  colleague's  over-zeal  troubles  him  almost  as  much 
as  the  calm  indifference,  or  worse,  of  his  older  friends.  The  one 
point,  however,  on  which  they  both  cordially  agree  is  in  their  deter- 
mination to  shake  off  all  further  connection  with  the  moribund 
League ;  and  if  its  astonished  President  could  but  know  who  forms 
the  subject  of  some  of  the  best  mot*  of  these  equally  celebrated  wits, 
it  might  teach  him  a  lesson  that  would  prove  worth  the  learning. 

The  last  rumour  at  "  The  Reform"  is  that  the  returns  just  sent 
into  the  Home  Office,  as  to  the  probable  number  and  character  of  the 
constituency  of  the  contemplated  New  Municipality,  are  of  so 
strikingly  democratic  a  character,  that  the  introduction  of  the  pro- 
posed measure,  put  off  until  after  Easter,  may  even  be  postponed 
until  after  Whitsuntide,  so  as  to  afford  more  time  for  a  thorough 
study  of  the  returns  in  question. 

CRINOLETTE. 

TIME  was  when  a  hideous  fashion 

Moved  mankind  to  ire  and  spleen, 
Till  the  Ladies  took  compassion 

On  us,  scorning  Crinoline. 
Now  a  horrible  successor 

Comes  to  make  men  fume  and  fret, 
And  a  wild  outrageous  dresser 

Dares  to  wear  a  Crinolette. 

Crinoline  was  bad,  bnt  surely, 

Cue*  dangling  in  the  dirt, 
Wobbling  very  insecurely. 

Don't  improve  a  lady's  skirt ; 
But  no  matter  how  this  practice, 

Inartistic,  first  began, 
It,  we  're  thankful,  as  a  fact,  is 

Chiefly  loved  by  MART  Ainc ! 


IN  THE  PRESS. 

Cat,  a-muring.    By  the  Author  of  Kit ;  a  Memory. 
The  Lieutf limit's   Company.    By  the  Author  of  Tht  Captain't 
Room. 

Merely  a  Curse.    By  the  Author  of  Only  a  Word. 
The  Witch's  Moon.    By  the  Author  of  The  Wizard's  Son. 
A  Durham  B.A.    By  the  Author  Of  High  Degree. 
Not  to  be  taken  on  Credit.    By  the  Author  of  tor  Cash  Only. 
Tht  Tittlebat  Angry.    By  the  Author  of  The  OentU  Savage. 
The  Old,  Old  Story.    By  the  Author  of  ATo  Jfeto  Thing. 
Merely  a  Crimson  Stall.    By  the  Author  of  Only  a  Black  Box. 


A  Snap  at  Somnus. 
(By  a  Slupijied  Victim  of  the  late  spell  of  cheerless  Wcalh-r.} 

"  OH,  Sleep  it  is  a  blessed  thing, 

Beloved  from  pole  to  pole." 
Oh  !  yes,  Mr.  COLERIDGE,  sweetly  you  sing, 

Anrl  are  probably  right,  on  the  whole. 
Bnt  not  this  dull  drowsing  that  comes,  day  and  night, 
From  presence  of  "  liver  "  and  absence  of  light. 


"  EASTEH  Eeos."— Here  "  TOM  SMITH  &  Co."  set  the  best  egg- 
sample.  Of  course  this  Firm  doesn't  "  put  all  their  eggs  in  one 
basket,"  but  Mr.  Punch  has  seen  nothing  prettier  lor  this  season  of 
the  year  than  one  of  T.  8.  &  Co.'s pamert.  They're  on  the  right 
"  lay,"  and  not  one  of  'em  addled. 
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SONG  OF  A  CENT11E. 

As  Sung  at  a  Festival  of  Fenian 
Conspirator!. 

WHEN   the    hand-bomb    that's 
hurled  by  the  high-minded 
hero 
Explodes  underneath  the  dark 

despot's  doomed  car, 
Or   when   patriots   pine  in  the 

prisons  of  NERO, 
And  the  powder-keg  blows  up 

the  walls  where  they  are, 
Oh,  those  are  the  deeds  that  en- 
noble the  martyrs 
Who  the  frolicsome  dictates  of 

Freedom  obey : 

Though    destruction 's,     maybe, 
dealt  around  in  all  quarters, 
'Mongst  the  people  that  couldn't 
get  out  of  the  way. 

But  bad  luck  to  the  baste,  in  his 

infatuation, 
From  revenge  inconsiderate,  or 

vanity  blind, 

That  commits  an  unpopular  ass- 
assination, 
And  against  true  tvrannicides 

turns  all  mankind  ! 
For  that  places  ourselves  in  an 

awkward  position ; 
If    Republics    and    Kingdoms 

together  agree 
That  all  sorts  of  assassins  deserve 

extradition, 

We'll  have  dynamite  dashed 
from  the  fist  of  the  Free ! 


For  Ladies  Only. 
WE  are  told  that— 

"The  bridle  which  was  formerly 
used  at  Reading  to  stop  the  mouths 
of  scolding  women,  has  been  deposited 
in  the  Museum  of  that  town." 

This  is  satisfactory.  In  Head- 
ing now  Ladies  bridle  their  own 
tongues  ;  and  if  not,  never  think 
of  going  near  the  Museum. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    129. 


JOHN   MORLEY,    ESQ.,    M.P., 

THE  NORTHERN  LIGHT-WEIGHT. 
SHOWING  HOW  HE  WENT  IN  PELL-MELL,  AND  FOUGHT  KNIGHTLY. 


"THE  TWO  ROSES." 

(A  New  Song,  on  English  Operatic 
prospects  at  Drury  Lane,  tet  to  a 
very  old  tune.) 

LUBLY  ROSA  back  you  come, 

Won't  I  hear  your  string  and  brass 

and  drum,  drum,  drum. 

0  ROZE,  MAHIE  ROZE, 
You  're  singing  for  CARL  ROSA, 

"  So  the  story  goes." 

Chorus. 

0  rows  of  seats,  whole  rows. 
Will,  we  hope,  be  filled  each  night, 
For  all  your  shows. 

A  PHILOLOGIST  who  had  been 
much  exercised  by  the  American- 
isms "Masher "and  "Mashed," 
recently  imported  into  the  English 
language,  was  in  an  ecstasy  of 
delight  at  finding  in  an  old  copy 
of  one  of  VANBRUGH'S  plays  this 
Stage  direction:  "Enter  BELINDA, 
mashed,"  He  at  once  sat  down 
to  write  a  treatise,  when,  after 
having  set  forth  a  learned  theory 
on  derivations  and  the  recurrence 
of  terms  in  the  course  of  centuries, 
it  occurred  to  him  to  compare  his 
edition  with  several  others  of  the 
same  play,  when  gradually  the 
conviction  was  borne  in  upon  him 
that  the  word  he  had  read 
"  mashed,"  and  which  was  unde- 
niably "mashed"  in  his  copy, 
was  a  misprint  for  "  masked," 
the  Stage  direction  being  "  Enter 
BELINDA,  masked." — Moral.  It 
doesn't  do  for  a  Philologist  to  be 
too  impetuous. 


SCIENTIFIC  JOTTINGS. 

DR.  SIEMENS  is  reported  to  have 
grown  strawberries  by  means  of 
electricity — very  nice,  he  says, 
although  slightly  savouring  of 
the  current.  Latest  fruits  of 
Science. 


IN  THE  NORTH  COUNTKEE. 

(NEWCASTLE  VERSION.) 
With  thanks  to  Mr.  Theo.  Mamali, 

THERE  'e  many  a  famous  Member  in  the  North  Countree, 

Many  favourites  of  the  Caucus,  many  speakers  of  renown  ; 

I  1?  A  amonK  the  smartest  that  ever  you  did  see, 

Is  Radical  JOHN  MORLEY,  who  came  down  from  London  town. 

«£.    8at  around  our  Association  Board, 

When  the  Tories  had  a  fancy  that  their  man  might  win  ; 
And  then  he  came,  so  square  and  fair  and  broad, 

Uncompromising  rectitude  about  his  solid  chin. 
And  he  sane  to  us  there  a  Pall  Mall  song, 
t\t  -or  we       must  needs  sing  too ; 
of_  WILLIAM,  grand  old  Leader,  and  of  JOSEPH  smart  and  strong, 

Witty  VEBJJON,  Chelsea  CHARLIE  frank  and  true. 
And  we  said,  "  Our  town  will  make,  unless  we  much  mistake, 
A  comfortable  seat  for  you  I 
Ay,  a  comfortable  seat  for  you  I " 

There  is  many  a  famous  Member  in  the  North  Countree 
A-teking  care  the  Liberal  sun  shall  not  go  down. 

i3nt  MORLEY  lit  a  candle  that  you  all  might  see, 

T  l2u  uZS?  a?d  sparkling  MORLEY  from  far  London  town. 

Light  it  tnpt,  that  fluent  tongue, 
bharp  and  pat  to  logic's  dance, 

Only  JOE  COWEN  his  grand  head  hung, 
And  sulked  in  a  corner,  and  glared  askance. 

But  MORLEY  came  to  win,  and  ne  had  his  way, 

heckled  "  him,  and  searched  him  through, 


And  says  we,  "  Our  town  will  make,  unless  we  much  mistake, 
A  comfortable  seat  for  you ! 
Ay,  a  comfortable  seat  for  you !  " 

There 's  many  a  Tory  voter  in  the  North  Countree 

A-breaking  of  his  heart  as  the  BRUCE  goes  down. 
And  JOE  stood  a-sighing  ;  but  he  says,  says  lie, 
"  After  all,  it 's  very  little  use  to  fume  or  frown." 
And  the  Tories  own  a  "  beat." 

Liberal  cheers  then  rent  the  skies. 
At  the  sound  of  their  defeat 

Our  JOHN  MORLEY  did  uprise, 
And  his  manly  voice  sounded  so  clear  on  our  ear — 

"  Oh,  Liberals  straight  and  true, 
BRUCE  is  really  a  good  fellow,  for  all  that  I  can  hear, 

But  for  Newcastle  he  '11  hardly  do. 
'Tis  I  that  will  make,  unless  I  much  mistake, 

The  very  sort  of  Member,  friends,  for  you ! 
Ay,  the  very  sort  of  Member,  friends,  for  you ! " 


A  Warning  in  Waxwork. 

SUNDRY  posters  in  divers  places  announce  that  a  "  Portrait  Model 
of  Mr.  CHARLES  S.  PARNELL,"  M.P.,  has  been  added  to  Madame 
TUSSATJD'S  Exhibition.  Surely,  Mr.  PARNELL  has  done  nothing  that 
can  have  entitled  him  to  a  position  amongst  celebrities  associated  in 
a  certain  special  Chamber  of  the  establishment  in  Baker  Street— as 
yet  ?  To  do  him  an  honour  so  very  peculiar  as  that  of  placing 
him  there  in  effigy,  seems,  at  least,  premature.  The  Waxw9rk 
Proprietors  are  not  Astrologers;  but  this  does  seem  like  casting 
Mr.  PABBELL'S  Chamber-of-Horrorscope. 
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NEW    IDEAS. 
TBK  FACT  is,  SIR  ROGER,  I  DON'T  AppRorg  OF  FOXHUNTING ;   AT  HAST, 

FOR  Afglf.      I  THINK   IT  AN   UNMANLY   KIND  OF  SPORT  !" 
UX-MAN-LY I" 

WKLL,  YRS,  YOU  KNOW.      Wovgtt  CAN  HUNT.     /  HAVK,  LOTS  OF  TIMIS  ; 

HAVB   ALWAYS   BERN   IS   AT  THE   DlATH,    I  'li   A8HAHIO  TO  8AT  !" 

THEN  WHAT  ON  KARTB  DO  YOU  CONSIDER  ifAxi.r!" 

WKLL— Bicrcusa.    WOMKN  CAN'T  DO  THAT,  YOO  KNOW,  nor  »VBH  WITH 

SKIRTS  I '' 


THE  WAY  THE  MONEY  GOES. 

A  GREAT  deal  has  been  said  and  written  about  the  funds  of  the 
Land  League.  It  has  been  suggested  several  times  that  these  mys- 
terious accounts  should  be  audited.  With  a  view  to  making  a  start 
in  that  direction,  the  following  figures  are  interrogatively  subjoined, 
as,  from  their  nature,  they  seem  likely  to  pass  unquestioned  by  any- 
one : — 

Lilt  of  Disburtementt. 

£ 

Tickets  to  Paris  and  America 1,000 

post  of  flirting  Overcoat  with  hand-hugging  Pockets  . 
Lessons  from  Dancing- Master  in  Irish  Jig     .        .        . 

Whiskey 

Entertainment  of  the  Fair  Sex  (no  true  Irishman, 

bedad,  would  object  to  that) 

Boots  and  Gloves 

Contributions  to  the  Poor-Boxes  in  Paris  Churches 
The  "  Masher  Suit "  as  advertised         .... 

Perfumery  and  Hair-Curling 

Expenses  of  various  Gentlemen — say 
Charit 


li 
0 
0 
1  10 
1,000    0 


d. 
0 
0 

o| 

0 


MR.  GREENHORN'S  EXPERIENCES. 

ALTHOUGH   months  have   elapsed   since  the   event* 
occurred  to  which  the  accompanying  letter  refers,  1  thin] 
it  may  be  fonnd  of  sufficient  interest  to  all  my  bachelo 
friends  who  are  blessed  with  female  relatives,  to  justif; 
its  insertion. 

A  few  days  after  I  had  given  my  instructions  to 
the  Liberal  Haberdashers  I  sometime  since  alluded  to 
I  received,  to  mv  intense  astonishment,  a  letter  fron 
my  Aunt,  of  which  the  following  is  a  copy : — 

"Mr  DBAS  JOSEPH, 

"I  HAVE  received   from  Messrs.  ISAACS  AHD 
LAWSOIC  *  parcel  of  Silk,  which,  they  inform  me,  the; 
have  forwarded  by  your  direction.     I  have  examined 
the  worthless  rubbish  with  an  amount  of  utoniihmen 
that  I  really  find  it  quite  impossible  to  express.    I  can 
quite  understand,  my  dear  Nephew,  the  kindness  tha 
impelled  yon  to  make  me,  as  you  fondly  thought,  a  vi-r; 
handsome  present  for  my  approaching  birthday ;   bu 
the  shameful  way  in  which  you  have  been  swindled 
and  induced  to  insult  me  in  a  way  that  I  never  ooulc 
have  believed  possible,  worries  and  annoys  me  more  than 
I  can  express. 

"It's  a  long  way,  of  course,  from  Tmro  to  London 
and  you  know  how  I  hate  those  nasty  Railways,  espe- 
cially since  I  have  been  so  lame,  but  I  shall  start  b] 
the  early  train  to-morrow  morning,  and  we  will  g< 
together  to  those  shameful  swindlers,  accompanied  b] 
a  Policeman,  and  let  them  see  that  we  are  not  quifa 
such  idiots  in  Cornwall  as  to  be  taken  in  by  such 
impudent  attempt  at  deception. 

I  hope  the  journey  will  not  prove  too  ranch  for  my 
strength ;  but  I  shall  be  able  to  stay  with  you  thre< 
or  four  days  to  recover  myself.  I  shall  bring  my  maic 
with  me,  so  we  shall  require  two  bed-rooms.  It  is.  ol 
course,  a  great  effort  for  me  to  make,  but  nothing 
shall  prevent  my  assisting  yon  in  punishing  those  in- 
famous swindlers  who  have  dared  so  to  impose  npon 
your  utter  ignorance  of  these  important  matters. 

"  Yonr  affectionate  Aunt,     "  TABITHA  TBEVKLTAIT. 

My  poor  dear  Aunt  stayed  with  me  a  full  week  before 
she  was  able  to  return  home.  It  was  certainly  the  longest 
and  the  most  expensive,  and  I  fear  I  must  add,  the  most 
untruthful  week  I  ever  experienced,  and  the  worst  of  it 
is  that  I  also  fear,  from  her  somewhat  severe  manner  at 
leaving,  that  my  long  week's  sacrifice  of  comfort  and 
convenience,  of  boundless  extravagance,  and  of  ima- 
ginative explanations  was  all  thrown  away. 

I  am  going  to  Herne  Ray  for  a  few  days'  absolute 
quiet  and  repose,  and  to  recover  my  wonted  serenity 
itter  the  fearful  trial  to  which  I  have  been  subjected, 
from  which  I  draw  this  moral  for  my  future  guidance : — 

Never  buy  a  bargain  in  Silk  ;  never  make  a  present 
to  a  distant  Relation ;  and  never  have  a  spare  bed-room 


in  a  small  establishment. 


JCMKPH  GRKKHHOUf. 


The  Rival  Blue*. 
(Frtm  tkt  Home  Sceretary'i  point  ofritv.) 

BOBBY  in  Blue,  put  your  truncheon  in  play, 
The  rough  's  on  the  loose,  and  the  "  lag  s  "  on  the  lay. 
Where  is  the  Blue,  who  that  truncheon  should  use  ? 
Off  to  the  Boat  Race,  to  guard  other  Blues ! 


$ 


0 

3,000 
0 


4    7 

1  12 
0    0 

2  10 

2 

ll 


Other  Disbursements '.  19,979  13    9 


£25,000    0    0 


TO  BE  SOLD,  the  whole  of  the  8tock-in-Trade,  Appliances,  and 
Inventions  of  a  Successful  ..-Esthete,  who  is  retiring  from  busi- 
ness. This  will  include  a  large  Stock  of  faded  Lilies,  dilapidated 
Sunflowers,  and  shabby  Peacocks'  Feathers,  several  long-haired 
Wigs,  a  collection  of  incomprehensible  Poems,  and  a  number  of 
impossible  Pictures.  Also,  a  valuable  Manuscript  Work,  entitled 
Inttruction  ta  JEithetei,  containing  a  list  of  aesthetic  catchwords, 
drawings  of  irsthetio  attitudes,  and  many  choice  secrets  of  the  craft. 
Also,  a  number  of  well-used  Dadoes,  sad-coloured  Draperies,  blue 
and  white  China,  and  brass  Fenders. 

To  shallow-Dated,  flabby  young  Men  with  no  education,  who  are 
anxious  to  embark  in  a  profitable  business  which  requires  no  capital 
but  impudence,  and  involves  no  previous  knowledge  of  anything,  this 
presents  an  unusual  opportunity.  No  reasonable  offer  refused. 
Apply  in  the  first  instance  to  Messrs.  JUCXUMORE  AND  JALLIWACK, 
Solicitors,  Chancery  Lane. 
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A    REMONSTRANCE. 

Retiring  Old  Gent  (who  had  evaded  the  Income-tax  for  years,  and  been  "  brought  to 
book"  at  last).  "  WSLL,  I  CAN  JUST  MANA.OK  IT  THIS  TIME;  BUT,  LOOK  HEKE, 
YOU  MUST  INFOEM  HER  JlAJKSTY  THAT  IN  FUTURE,  'Po'  MY  WORD,  SHE  REALLY 
MUSTN'T  COUNT  UPON  MB  AS  A  SOUBCB  OF  INCOME!" 


SAGE  GREEN. 
(By  a  Fading-out  ^Esthete.) 

Mr  love  is  as  fair  as  a  lily  flower. 

(The  Peacock  blue  has  a  sacred  sheen .') 
Oh,  bright  are  the  blooms  in  her  maiden  bower. 

(Sing  Hey  1  Sing  Ho  .'  for  the  sweet  Sage  Green  ') 

Her  face  is  as  wan  as  the  water  white. 

( The  Peacock  blue  has  a  sacred  sheen  .') 
Her  eyes  are  as  stars  on  a  moonlit  night. 

(Sing  Hey  !  Sing  Ho  !  for  the  sweet  Sage  Green  .') 

The  China  plate  it  is  pure  on  the  wall. 

( The  Peacock  blue  has  a  sacred  sheen  .') 
Alack !  she  heedeth  it  never  at  all. 

(Sing  Hey .'  Sing  Ho .'  for  the  sweet  Sage  Green  .') 

The  heart  of  the  damozel  is  full  fain, 
(The  Peacock  blue  has  a  sacred  sheen.!) 

With  languorous  loving  and  purple  pain. 

(Sing  Hey  !  Sing  Ho  !  for  the  sweet  Sage  Green  !) 

And  woe  is  me  that  I  never  may  win  ; 

( The  Peacock  blue  has  a  sacred  sheen .'). 
For  the  Bard 's  hard  up,  and  she 's  got  no  tin. 

(Sing  Hey  !  Sing  Ho  !  for  the  sweet  Sage  Green  !) 


A.  Board-School  Accomplishment. 

WHAT  a  remarkable  omission  in  the  New  Education 
Code  has  been  unaccountably  overlooked  by  its  framers ! 
They  have  made  careful  and  ample  provision  for  the 
instruction  of  the  juvenile  masses  in  music.  Should  they 
not  also  have  taken  the  necessary  order  to  cause  the 
children  of  the  Million  to  be  taught  dancing ?  "A  lively 
measure  "  of  this  sort  will  evidently  be  necessary  for 
their  proper  elevation  to  the  level  of  polite  Society, 
which,  of  course,  will  delight  in  being  supplied  with 
footmen  and  other  servants  all  really  capable  of  elegantly 
dancing  attendance.  For  that  purpose  steps  must  be 
taken,  

COLOUKABLE. 

A  SPORTING  Paper  says  it  sees  "rocks  ahead"  for 
British  Sport.  They  are  presumably  not  "  Blue  Rocks." 
Or  was  it  a  misprint  for  "  rooks  ?  " 


AN  EASTER  HOLIDAY  IN  PARIS. 

(items,  from  the  Diary  of  a  Home-Ruler,) 

Monday. — Commencement  of  the  Easter  recess.  Arrived  in  Paris 
safe  and  sound.  Precious  glad  to  be  here,  as  my  blundering  fellow 
countrymen  are  always  making  awkward  mistakes.  As  it  was, 
during  the  passage  between  Djver  and  Calais,  I  found  one  of  these 
donkeys  taking  aim  at  me  with  a  revolver  from  under  cover  of  the 
paddle-box.  When  I  remonstrated  with  him,  he  apologised,  and 
said  he  took  me  for  quite  a  different  Gentleman.  Of  course,  we 
know  nothing  about  these  mysterious  bands,  or  rather  we  know  they 
do  not  exist,  but  still  I  do  wish  they  would  be  more  careful !  It 's 
false  economy  to  employ  illiterate  avengers  because  their  services 
can  be  procured  cheaply. 

Tuesday. — Took  a  walk  in  the  Rue  de  Rivoli,  and  was  accosted  by 
two  men,  who  asked  me  "if  I  happened  to  be  Mr.  GLADSTONE?" 
Replied,  "  Certainly  not."  They  told  me  that  they  were  delighted 
to  hear  it,  as  they  had  received  instructions  to  stab  the  I'KKMIKU  to 
the  heart,  and  were  unwilling  to  make  mistakes.  Can't  understand 
the  matter  at  all.  Called  upon  M.  HENRI  DE  ROCIIEFORT,  and 
repeated  to  him  a  speech  I  had  composed  to  be  delivered  after  the 
recess.  He  expressed  himself  delighted  with  it.  This  was  very 
gratifying  and  flattering.  The  more  so  as  the  speech  was  delivered 
in  English,  and  HENRI  only  speaks  French.  Going  home  to  my 
hotel,  found  a.  string  of  men  standing  in  a  row.  They  all  had  red 
flags.  One  of  them  asked  me  if  I  happened  to  be  Sir  WILLIAM 
HA_RCOURT,  as  if  I  were  he  and  his  companions  were  to  signal  to  one 
another  my  approach  by  waving  their  banners.  Assured  him  I 
was  not  Sir  WILLIAM  HAUCOURT,  but  can't  make  out  what  it  all 
means. 

n'vlnesday.— Met  a  few  of  my  colleagues,  and  determined  to  do  a 
little  business.  Talked  over  the  wrongs  of  Ireland  for  live  minutes, 
and  then  practised  the  national  jig.  Adjourned  to  pay  a  call  upon 
certain  of  the  fair  sex.  Behaved  in  the  most  elegant  manner.  As 


we  were  dancing  the  jig  we  had  practised  in  the  morning,  and  just 
as  we  and  the  Ladies  were  warming  to  the  work,  half  the  house  was 
blown  down  by  dynamite.  Hurried  into  the  street  to  see  what  was 
the  matter.  Very  angry.  Fellow  countryman  most  apologetic. 
Said  that  he  and  his  mates  had  mistaken  one  of  our  number  for 
aCibinet  Minister.  Well,  what  if  he  did?  Most  extraordinary! 
Why  blow  up  the  house  on  that  account  ?  Fairly  puzzled ! 

Thursday. — Another  meeting  with  my  colleagues.  Put  to  the 
vote— politics  or  beauty?  Decided  unanimously  in  favour  of  the 
latter.  Had  a  fine  time  of  it  entirely.  Accompanied  distinguished 
members  of  the  fair  sex  to  Versailles.  Vastly  polite  to  the  member 
peculiarly  hypothecated  to  me.  Was  careful,  however,  to  draw  the 
line.  Did  not  wish  to  have  the  pain  of  refusing  her.  Coming  back 
to  Paris,  train  left  the  line.  Lady  is  terribly  frightened,  but  not 
hurt.  Individual  in  a  disguise-cloak  apologised.  He  said  he 
thought  that  our  fair  companions  were  English  Ladies.  Hence  the 
mistake.  He  wouldn't  have  murdered  an  Irishwoman  to  save  his 
life.  What  could  he  mean  ? 

Friday.—  When  we  were  breakfasting  quietly  at  the  Grand  Hotel, 
the  entire  floor  mounted  en  masse  like  a  balloon,  and  carried  us  into 
the  Champs  Elysees.  Gentleman  in  a  black  mask  profuse  in  his 
apologies.  Some  mistake.  They  had  been  tempted  to  do  it  by 
seeing  a  large  family  party  of  English  children  entering  the  saloon. 
Were  unaware  of  our  presence.  Very  angry.  Man  in  mask  retorted. 
They  hadn't  had  an  advance  for  a  long  time !  What  did  he  mean  ? 
He  said  that  he  and  his  mates  were  not  going  to  do  all  the  dirty 

work,  while  we Left  him  at  this  point,  as  he  was  evidently 

becoming  offensive.  However,  thought  it  advisable  to  leave  Paris 
immediately. 

Saturday.— Back  in  London.  Ready  for  the  next  Parliamentary 
campaign.  Outrages  going  on  right  and  left.  Don't,  of  course, 
know  in  the  least  who  the  "miscreants"  are.  But  they  must  be 
sharp  f ello  *FS  to  think  of  such  clever  things.'  Funds  of  the  League 
in  satisfactory  condition.  But  still  these  outrages  are  terrible.  Do 
so  wonder  who  are  the  organisers. 


TO  COKEE8PONDENTS. — In  no  case  can  Contributiom.  whether  MS..  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawines    be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
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.SIS 


NATURE'S    PUZZLES. 

"  HARK,  TOMMY  !    Do  YOU  HEAR  TUB  CCCKOO  1 " 
"Yas  ;  BOX  I  DON'T  SEK  THB  CLOCK  A.NYWHERB  !" 


A  REAL  EASTER  HOLIDAY. 

I  WAS  enabled  on  Friday,  through  the  great  kindness  of  two  of  the  sons  of 
the  friendly  Councillor  of  whom  I  nave  had  so  often  to  speak,  to  enjoy  on  our 
noble  river,  distinguished  by  onr  poets  for  ages  past  as  the  "  Silver  Thames," 
a  day  of  the  simplest  and  purest  enjoyment.  We  started  at  about  ten  o'clock, 
after  a  copious  breakfast,  and  boldly  walked  to  Mortlake.  It  is  many  years 
since  I  accomplished  so  herculean  a  feat— ex  pede  Ifereulem  is,  I  think,  the 
jorreot  quotation  here— and  proud  enough  I  felt  at  its  accomplishment,  and, 
truth  compels  me  to  add,  tired  enough  too.  However,  a  capital  but  economical 
linner  at  a  neighbouring  inn,  the  closed  doors  of  which  flew  open  like  magic  at 
the  word  "  Travellers,"  soon  fet  me  to-rights,  and  we  sauntered  down  to  the 
river,  and  chartered  a  boat.  I  believe  "chartered"  is  the  correct  phrase,  and 
we  were,  consequently,  the  charter-parties ;  and  it  being  my  first  appearance 
in  that  character,  I  of  course  endeavoured  to  look  as  much  like  a  charter-party 
as  possible. 

We  started  in  a  blaze  of  hot  sunshine,  which  was,  however,  prevented  from 
i>eing  too  oppressive  by  about  the  sharpest  and  keenest  North-Easter  that  I 
;hink  I  ever  experienced.  My  two  youthful  companions  rowed,  of  course,  and 
[,  for  the  first  time  in  all  my  chequered  existence,  undertook  to  steer.  So 
,ong  as  our  course  was  quite  clear,  this  did  not  seem  a  very  difficult  or  com- 
plicated operation.  I  had  only  to  keep  her  nose  straight,  I  was  told,  and  I  was 
lure  to  be  right.  I,  of  course,  had  not  the  remotest  idea  whose  nose  was  to  be 
lept  straight,  or  how^I  was  to  accomplish  this  necessary  operation ;  but  I  found 
i  I  pulled  both  the  strings  as  hard  as  1  could,  .all  seemed  right,  and  so  I 
continued  doing  till  my  arms  ached  again. 

But  when  we  got  further  up  the  river,  what  with  the  sun,  and  the  East  wind, 
md  the  other  boats  that  would  keep  getting  in  our  way,  and  would  keep  shout- 
ngput,  "  Where  are  you  coming  to,  stupid?"  "  Does  your  mother  know  you 're 
rat?"  and  other  similar  domestic  inquiries,  I  got  quite  confused,  and  pulling 
;he  wrong  string  by  mistake,  nearly  got  under  the  "  bough,"  I  think  they  call 
t,  of  what  seemed  to  me  quite  a  gigantic  steamer ;  however,  with  that  presence  of 
nind  that  rarely  forsakes  me  for  long,  by  pulling  violently  at  the  other  string, 
I  managed  to  run  our  boat  right  ashore,  when,  of  course,  we  were  safe.  I  had 
>een  noticing  for  some  time  past  that  the  water  was  rising  rather  rapidly  in 


oar  boat,  and  I  now  called  my  companion*'  attention  t< 
the  strange  fact,  and  to  the  rather  singular  effect  thereof, 
that  my  boots  were  thoroughly  wet  through.  Upot 
examination  it  was  discovered  that  the  boat  wai  leaking 
badly,  but  this  seemed  but  a  very  trifling  nutUr  U 
my  young  friends,  for,  jumping  on  to  the  adjacent  mud- 
bank  ana  calling  to  me  to  follow,  we  soon  hauled  our 
outrigger  ashore,  cleared  her  out,  turned  her  over, 
laanched  her  again,  and  there  we  were,  "as  right  u 
ninepence,"  as  I  was  informed  by  our  bough  oar.  M  j 
utter  inexperience  of  nautical  phraseology  prevents  me 
from  thoroughly  understanding  how  right  ninepence  it 
generally  considered  to  be.  bat  as  I  was  at  that  particular 
moment  sitting  with  a  blazing  sun  right  in  my  eyes, 
and  a  cutting  North-Easter  right  in  my  left  ear,  and  i 
wet  steering-rope  in  each  cold  hand,  with  my  boots  ful 
of  muddy  water,  and  my  best  trousers  coated  with  black 
mud  nearly  up  to  the  knees,  I  think  I  would  rather  not 
learn  from  a  bitter  experience  what  it  is  to  be  u  right 
as  a  shilling. 

_  Oar  four  hours'  row.  which,  under  my  somewhat  tryinp 
circumstances  might  have  proved  just  a  trifle  monoto- 
nous, was  agreeably  varied  by  the  necessity  under  which 
we  found  ourselves  of  running  ashore  on  two  other  occa- 
sions for  the  purpose  of  again  emptying  oar  leaky  boat. 
On  remonstrating  somewhat  severely  with  the  eminent 
boat-builder  from  whom  we  had  chartered  our  treacherous 
craft,  he  coolly  informed  us  that  "as  it  was  the  werry 
first  time  she  had  been  out  since  she  was  laid  up  for  the 
winter,  he  was  half  afeard  as  she  might  just  weep 
a  little." 

We  left  him  and  his  weeping  outrigger,  looking  as 
indignant  as  it  is  well  possible  to  look  with  one's  boot* 
and  trousers  smothered,  so  to  speak,  with  Thames  mud, 
and  again  sought  refnge  in  our  friendly  inn,  where  a 
liberal  tea  warmed  and  refreshed  us,  and  enabled  as  to 
make  light  of  our  threefold  escape.  My  young  friends 
seemed  to  think  it  gave  the  one  touch  of  adventure  neces- 
sary to  a  perfect  day's  amusement,  and  I  have  but  little 
doubt  that  repeated  experiences  of  the  same  kind  might 
at  length  succeed  in  convincing  me  that,  to  walk  seven 
or  eight  miles  on  a  stretch,  and  then  to  sit  for  four 
mortal  hours  in  a  small,  leaky  boat,  without  even  the 
ordinary  luxury  of  a  cushion,  in  a  bitter  Easterly  wind, 
pulling  with  unaccustomed  hands  at  two  small  ropes, 
with  your  boots  filled  with  muddy  water,  and  your  best 
trousers  plastered  with  Thames  mud,  and  with  all  the 
inxiety  necessarily  resulting  from  the  responsibility  of 
knowing  that  you  are  the  only  one  on  board  who  knows 
which  way  you  are  going,  or  by  what  dangers  you  are 
surrounded,  at  once  satisfactorily  answer  the  oft-repeated 
question,  "  now  to  spend  a  Happy  Day." 

Ax  OUTSIDM, 

THE  DUTCHMAN'S  BIO  DOG. 

(EAKL  GRIT'S  VBKSION.) 

Boir  tingi — 

OH  where  and  oh  where  is  my  big  Bulldog  ? 

Oh  where  and  oh  where  can  he  be  P 
With  his  Su-ze-rain-ty  and  his  Con-ven-ti-on, 

Oh  where  and  oh  where  is  he  ? 

They  set  him  to  watch  me,  my  tricks  for  to  stop ; 

Oh  where  and  oh  where  can  he  be  ? 
But  1  guess  he  will  never  catch  me  on  the  hop, 

And  his  bark  is  all  fiddlededee. 

I  call  him  my  dog,  he  would  scare  me,  but  can't ; 

I  whistle,  he  '11  come,  you  will  see, 
With  his  tail  'twixt  his  legs,  and  his  ears  on  the  slant, 

As  docile  a  dog  as  can  be. 

Mv  big  Bulldog  cannot  know  what  he 's  about, 

He  seems  in  a  bit  of  a  fog. 
If  the  dog  were  the  stronger,  he  'd  rule  me,  no  doubt. 

As  it  is,  I  shall  just  rule  the  dog. 

Oh  where  and  oh  where,  &c. 


A  LITTLE  GAVE  OF  CKOKE,  EH  ?— The  Archbishop  of 
SHEL,  Dr.  CHOKE,  has  subscribed  handsomely  to  the 
Parnell  Testimonial."  His  Grace's  title  should  be, 

Archbishop  of  Cash-ill  applied.     The  Thirteenth  Lio 

will  roar ;  but  not  with  laughter. 


TOL.   LXXilV. 
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"DIPPING    THE    COLOURS." 

Shady  Prospects  for  the  Army,  according  to  the  New  High-Hart-in-toning-down  "arrangement  in  gray." 


"  AND  THBY  MAT  SCREAM,  AND  THEY  MAT  CALL, 

INTO  THE  Drs  HE  Dire  THEM  ALL  : 


THEIR  SOARLET  COATS  so  BRIGHT  TO  SEE, 
COME  OUT  QUITE  GRAY,  GRAY-DUALLEE." 
From  "  Agrippa  the  Dipper,"  in  "  Slruwwel  Peter,"—  (adapted). 


HIS  FIRST  BUDGET. 

SCENT. — Interior  of  the  Sanctum  at  85,  Fleet  Street.  Mr.  PUNCH 
discovered  hard  at  work.  TOBY  ( pocketing  a  bribe)  ushers  in 
Distinguished  Statesman,  and  retiret  stealthily  and  hurriedly. 

Mr.  Punch  (looking  up).  Ah,  CHILDEES,  you  here?  What  do 
you  want  ? 

Distinguished  Statesman  (nervously).  Oh.  please,  Sir,  I  don't  want 
to  disturb  you,  but  the  Grand  Old— I  should  say  the  PREMIER— said 
I  was  to  read  you  the  rough  draft  of  my  financial  statement,  and 

Mr.  P.  Ah,  to  be  sure— the  Budget !  Fire  away,  then — as  you 
used  (o  say  at  the  War  Office. 

D.  S.  Ah !  I  liked  Pall  Mall  so  much  better  than  Whitehall !  I 
do  BO  miss  the  armour  I  used  to  borrow  from  the  Tower. 


Mr.  P.  Well,  never  mind  that.  Go  on  briskly,  and  tell  me  if 
you  have  imposed  any  new  imposts.  Cut  out  the  preliminary 
"  dialect,"  as  DUCKOW  used  to  say,  and  "  come  to  the  'osses." 

D.  S.  (producing  MS.).  Well,  Sir,  I  thought  Bicycles  and  Tri- 
cycles  

Mr.  P.  Won't  do.  They  are  a  bother  to  the  horses  of  the  rich, 
but  give  a  deal  of  pleasure  to  the  email  City  clerk  and  the  artisan. 
Leave  them  alone. 

D.  S.  (crossing  out  suggestion).  Then  a  small  duty  on  Cartesde  Vitite. 

Mr.  P.  Now  that  Professional  Beauties  are  out  of  fashion,  won't 
be  very  productive.  Out  with  it ! 

D.  S.  (erasing).  Then  I  thought  a  small  impost  upon  Theatrical 
Tickets 

Mr.  P.  Certainly  not,  Sir !  The  Public  pay  enough  for  their 
places  already.  Away  with  it ! 
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D.  S.  (erasing).  Then  it  seemed  to  m 
that,  perhaps,  if  Aerated  Waters 

Mr.  P.  Oh,  leave  "the  Mashers"  alon 
for  the  present.  I  have  dealt  with  them. 

D.  S.  (eraiing}.  Then  1  thought  if  we 
taxed  the  Advertisements,  especially  those 
on  the  hoardings. 

Air.  P.  You  wouldn't  do  much  harm 
Well,  it  was  tried  years  ago,  in  the  papers 
and  wasn't  popular.  Cross  it  out. 

I).  S.  (crating}.  Ar.d  then  it  seemed  to  me 
that,  as  there  were  such  a  lot  of  them,  if  we 

taxed  the  Volunteers 

_   Mr.  P.  Why,  you  would  set  the  conntrj 
m  a  blaze  !    Out  with  it,  Sir ;  out  with  it 
I  suppose  you  couldn't  get  the  War  Office 
out  of  your  head  !    Well,  go  on. 

D.  S.  Please,  Sir,  I  can't  go  on.  I  have 
crossed  out  everything. 

Mr.  P.  Well,  GLADSTOWR  Junior,  you 
have  made  a  nice  mess  of  it !  However, 
as  I  hnve  a  spare  ten  minutes,  1  will  set  il 
right  for  you. 

/>.  S.  (falling  on  hit  knees).  If  the  grati- 
tude of  a  life ! 

[Scene  closes  in  upon  Mr.  PmtCH  good- 
hum<>ure<lli/  uttering  the  Builijet  to  thr 
form  in  which  it  ii  to  be  preiented  to 
the  JIuitse  of  Common!. 


PLIMSOLL'S 

SING  Ventilators !  popular  sell 

To  put  down  spouting-shaft ! 
Conspiracy  of  the  lounging  Swell  1 

All  Nobdom's  cant  and  craft ! 
The  working-man  they  do  not  love, 

They  'd  stop  the  holes  that  blow, 
That  they  may  idly  lounge  above 

Whilst  labour  chokes  below. 
Infernal  stink  ?    Infernal  rot ! 

A  mere  occasional  puff 
Of  sulphur-fume  and  steam-spray  hot ! 

Out  on  oesthetio  stuff ! 
They'd   prig    "the    people's    pleasure- 
ground. 

In  which  to  stroll  and  trifle, 
And  whilst  at  ease  cavorting  round, 

Care  not  that  thousands  stifle. 
The  Railway  is  the  People's  friend, 

The  Swell  the  People's  foe  ; 
So  long  as  blow-holes  he  can  end 

He  does  not  care  a  blow. 
If  Railways  cannot  breath-room  give 

Without  park-spoiling,  why, 
Better  that  labouring  men"  should  live, 

Though  trees  and  flowers  should  die. 
And  if  you  say  that  on  that  "  If  " 

All  sorts  of  questions  hinge  ; 
Not  logic  plus  a  sulphur- whiff 

Can  make  a  zealot  cringe. 


HOME  COMFORTS. 

THE  following  is  a  puzzle  which  appears 
in  the  Daily  Telegraph  (March  26th)  :— 

L>OARD  and  RESIDENCE,  South  Kensing- 
L*  ton.  Near  park,  museum,  rail,  and  omni- 
ius.  Bath  room.  Home  comforts.  Terms  for 
lartial  from  18». ;  full  from  21*. ;  married  couple, 
wo  guineas.  Carpet  dances. 

Now,  partial  home  comforts  at  eighteen 
hillings  appears  reasonable,  but  full  home 
lomforts  at  a  guinea  is  decidedly  cheap. 
The  final  sentence  puzzles  us  altogether, 
'Carpet  dances."  Does  it,  indeed?  Is 
his  one  of  the  "  home  comforts ' '  ?  Possibly 
he  tables  turn,  the  chairs  chevy  one  an- 
ther, and  the  sideboard  "  sets  to  partners." 
t  would  perhaps  be  somewhat  perplexing, 
.11  this  frivolity  of  furniture,  alter  a  time, 
'ossibly  we  have  'made  a  mistake,  and  that 

Carpet  dances "  is  a  misprint  for  Carpe 
Mm, 


SERVICE    GOING    TO    THE " 

Customer.  "  DID  YOU  SIR  THE  NEW  RSOIMKNT  MARCH  IN  YISTODAY  t  A  PI»«  BODY 

>'  MEN "  (Earber  miffs  depreciatingly.)  "En!  WHY,  I 'v«  ALWAYS  HKABD  TH«  150TH 

POKBN  OP  AS  ONE  op  THE  CRACK "  [Ii  lathered. 

Barber.  " 'POOR  LOT,  I  pAKcr,  SIR!     ALL  GROW  THKIR  BEARDS;  AND  I  'v*  HEARD  TH« 

JOLONSL  SHAVES   HI8SKLP  !  !  " 


THEATRICAL  MUMS.— The  Rector  at  the  Court  got  it  hot  all  round  from  the  Critic*. 
Mr.  PINEKO  has,  we  hear,  seen  the  error  of  his  way,  and  has  rectorfied  his  mistake.    The 

oting  is  said  to  be  very  good.  WTc  shall  see. Among  the  numerous  Matinees  at  the  Gaiety 

re  two  of  considerable  interest ;  one  when  Vice  Versa  is  to  be  played,  and  the  other  is  Miss 

jinrLET's  Matinee,  when  this  Lady  is  to  appear  as  Countess  tfAutrerai  in  T.  W.  ROBERTSOK'S 

radies'  Battle,  and  a  young  Irish  Gentleman,  Mr.  H.  FITZ-PATRICK,  is  to  essay  the  part  of 

'at  McNoggerty  in  That  Rateal  Pat.    A  new  delineator  of  Irish  character  is  a  rarity,  and 

ill  be  a  great  attraction  for  this  entertainment,  which  should  be  called  a  Matinee  and  a 

'atinee.    It  is  en  the  Thirteenth.- — Opera  Comique.    Bondage,  last  Saturday,  proved  to  be 

dull  translation  from  the  French  by  a  "  well-known  London  Author,"  whose  name  did  not 

ppear.    This  was  wise ;  had  none  of  the  Actors  appeared,  and  the  piece  itself  not  been  pro- 

uced,  it  would  have  been  still  wiser. 
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SKETCHES    FROM        BOZ." 

Well-known  C/utractcrs.) 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


THE  SOCIETY  DRAMATIST. 

THE  Society  Dramatist  has  an  enormous  advantage  over  his  pro- 
fessional brethren.  He  is  so  thoroughly  conversant  with  the  manners 
and  customs  of  the  haut  ton,  that  he  can  represent  polite  society  as 
it  really  it.  Mr.  SONEETAN  TTDIE  has  forwarded  to  us  the  following 
specimen  of  refined  Comedy  which,  he  says,  was  played  with  enormous 
success  at  the  Duke  of  BBICKWALL'S  Theatre  last  week  :— 

LOVE   AND    WAR. 

A  COXRDY  ix  THRES  ACTS. 

DRAMATIS  PBR80NJE. 

Lord  ASDOUBT. 

Colonel  REGINALD  DUNNING  LOVETON  (retired). 
Captain  ALGEBNON  STASELT. 
Captain  CHABLES  STAECHLET. 
Lady  ABDOUBT. 

Mrs.  RACKSWOBTH  JONES  (of  Pillmoney,  a  rich  Widow). 
£'—J*dV-      The    landing    and  entrance   to   the  ball-room  at 
frtnces   Gate,  the  town  residence  of  Mrs.  RACKSWOBTH  JONES. 
To  the  right  is  a  Footman,  who  is  announcing  the  gueits.     Mrs. 
K.  J .  is  ttanding  right-centre  with  a  magnificent  bouqutt.   In  the 
centre  are  two  large  candelabra,  with  flowers,  fyc.     To  the  left 
t«  another  entrance,  through  which  can  be  seen  portion  of  the 
suite  of  rooms  4  la  Renaissance.     The  band  is  playing,  in  the 
distance,  one  of  WALDTEUFEL'S  waltzes,  and  the  dancers  can  be 
*-eer}',,  .T™fatnt  erie>  of  the  linkmen  heard  without .—"  Coming 
Coming  out.'"  "Lord  RIGHTLAND'S  Servant.'"  Sfc.,  $c. 
Enter,  from  left,  Captains  STABCHLET  and  STASELT. 
Starchley.  Do  you  know  what  time  the  supper-room  will  be  open  ? 
btasely.  One  o  clock,  I  think.    It  now  wants  ten  minutes  to. 

LV-  V8*!  those  are  awfully  good  collars  of  yours  1    They  are 
much  higher  than  mine. 

Stas.  They  are  good.    I  got  them  in  the  Burlington.    They  have 
le  slots  at  the  side  to  keep  the  tie  down.  [Shows  collar. 

«wr.  An  awfully  good  dodge.    Here  comes  Lady  ABDOUET.    No 
mistake  about  her  being  a  beautiful  woman. 
Alas,  bhe  only  made  her  debut  last  season. 

*•  AS    Marri«d  his  Lordship  six  months  ago,  and  was  the 
centre  of  attraction  at  the  Queen's  last  ball. 

s£,,pady  AR°,°JEY  «"'<*  Partner  (L.).     She  stops  to  tpeak  to 
STABCHLET  and  STASELT,  and  the  Partner  return,  to  ball-room. 
Footman  (B.)  announces  "  Colonel  LOVETON."    Enter  Colonel 

REGINALD  DUNNING  LOTETON. 
aref  *'  Racksworth  Jone>  (Baking  hands  with  him).  How  late  you 

no^tT  ^  T^b    C?uldn)t  Wt  away  from  the  DBESS- 
baU  you  have  I0'6'    ""  R°yaltlea  Btayed  8O  late"    What  a 

-  ^-^  T-es-  Tt "  Pretty- 

_°°  18  "te  beautiful  woman  talking  to  STAHCHLJZT  ? 


Mrs.  K.  J.  Lady  ARDOUBT. 

Col.  L.  Wife  of  "  TIBET  "  AEDOTJBT.  I  know  him.  He  used  to  shoot 

with  us  at  my  uncle's  place  at  Machaggis.    Do  introduce  me  to  her. 

[Mrs.  R.  J.   crosses  the  Stage,  and  introduces  him  to  Lady 

ABDOCBT.    She  bows. 
Col.  L.  I  know  Lord  ABDOUET  well. 
Lady  A.  Oh,  yea  !    I  've  heard  him  speak  of  you. 
Col.  L.  The  supper-room  is  open.    May  I  take  you  down  ? 
[Lady  ABDOUBT  bows,  and  exit,  with  Col.  L.  (B.),  followed  by 

Captains  STABCHLET  and  STASELT. 

Mrs.  It.  J.  (in  despair).  He  does  not  love  me.  I  am  resolved! 
As  he  will  not  love  me,  he  shall  fight  me  ! 

[Curtain.     End  of  Act  I.     (Interesting  so  far,  isn't  it  f) 

ACT  II. —  October.     Conservatory  and  entrance-hall  at  Deery  Park, 

Lord  ABDOURT'S  Country  seat.     Through  the  door  at  back  is 

teen  a  barouche.    Coachman  on  box  talking  to  Groom.    Footmen 

with  rugs,  sunshades,  fyc. 

Enter  Lady  ABDOURT  and  Mrs.  RACKSWOETH  JONES,  equipped 
for  driving. 

Lady  A.  (to  Footman).  KENT— fetch  Connus.  (Exit  Servant.) 
Will  you  get  into  the  carriage  first  f— I  must  wait  for  Connus. 

[Mrs.  R.  J.  exit  through  door  at  back,  and  gets  into  carriage. 

He-enter  KENT,  the  Footman,  with  Comma,  a  pug-dog. 
Lady  A.  KENT,  put  the  dog  in  carriage. 

[Exit  Footman  through  door  at  back. 

Col.  LOVETON,  in  shooting  costume,  suddenly  appears  from  behind  a 
palm-tree. 

Col  L.  (to  Lady  A.).  Make  some  excuse  not  to  go.  I  must  see  you 
— and  alone.  Hush  1  Here  comes  STARCHLET  and  STASELT.  Send 
them  for  the  drive.  I  will  explain  all ! 

[Disappears  behind  palm-tree. 
Enter  Captains  STABCHLET  and  STASELT. 

Lady  A.  Will  you  oblige  me  by  driving  with  Mrs.  RACKSWOBTH 
JONES.    I  cannot  go.    I  am  not  well.    Make  my  best  excuses  to  her. 
[She  sits  on  blue-china  stool,  (L.).     Exeunt  STABCHLET  and 
STASELT  at  back.     They  are  explaining,  then  get  into  car- 
riage, which  drives  off. 
Lady  A,  What  can  he  mean  ? 

Re-enter  Col.  LovETOlf. 

Col.  L.  Lady  ABDOURT— FHEDEBICA— I  love  you ! 
Lady  A.  Love  me !    Oh,  Colonel  LOVETON,  is  this  honour  ? 
Col.  L.  All  is  fair  in  Love  and  War,  and  this  is  Love .' 

[Curtain.    End  of  Act  II.    (Exciting,  isn't  it  f) 

ACT  III. — The  same  day.  Night.  SCENE — The  colonnade  and  lawn 
outside  Deery  Park.  Easy  chairs,  Scinde  rugs,  fyc.  carefully 
arranged.  To  the  left  are  Captains  STABCHLET  and  STASELT 
at  small  table,  playing  "  Spillikins."  To  the  right  are  Lord 
ABDOUBT  and  Mrs.  RACKSWOBTH  JONES  at  another  table  with 
coffee.  Lord  ABDOUET  is  smoking  a  cigar,  and  Mrs.  R.  J.  a 
cigarette.  Through  the  French  windows  under  colonnade  in 
centre  can  be  seen  the  interior  of  the  drawing-room.  Lady 
ABDOUBT  is  at  piano,  playing  "  My  Queen"  waltz  softly.  Col. 
LOVETON  leaning  over  piano  talking  to  her. 

Mrs.  R.  J.  (to  Lord  A.).  I  don't  think  I  ever  thanked  you  for 
that  charming  box  of  Egyptians. 

Lord  A.  Oh !  yes ;  you  did,  indeed.  I  feared  you  would  not  like 
them,  as  they  had  no  mouthpiece. 

Mrs.  R.  J.  Indeed  !  I  don't  like  the  mouthpiece.  Well,  as  I  was 
saying,  Col.  LOVETON  is  no  fit  guest  for  you.  He  has  been  compelled 
to  resign  from  the  Turf,  and  mark — even  now — his  attentions  to 
Lady  ABDOUET.  It  will  end  when  the  clock  strikes  eleven  !  ! 

Col,  L.  (to  Lady  A.,  who  has  stopped  playing).  Oh !  play  that 
again.  I  could  listen  to  you  for  ever. 

Lady  A.  What !  when  you  think  of  RUBINSTEIN  ? 

Col.  L.  But  I  don't!  (Sentimentally.)  What  is  his  studied 
manipulation  to  your  inspired  feeling  ?  He  works  hard — you  play 
soft.  He  fancies  he  plays— you  play  his  fancies.  Oh,  FBEDEEICA  ! 
he  may  be  a  learned  performer — but  you  are  simple  perfection. 

Capt.  Starchley.  You  moved  three  or  four  of  the  spillikins  then. 

Capt.  Stasely.  No  ;  I  didn't  I 

Capt.  Starchley.  Yes ;  you  did  ! 

Capt.  Stasely.  I  don't  think  I  did. 

Capt.  Starchley.  I  fancied  you  did ;  but  I  may  be  wrong. 

Mrs.  R.  J.  Hark !   ( The  clock  strikes  eleven.)    The  end  has  come ! 

Enter  Detective,  hurriedly.    He  goes  to  STABCHLET,  and  takes  him 

by  the  shoulder.    In  shaking  off  the  Detective,  the  table  is  upset. 

Detective.  Colonel  LOVETON,  I  believe  ? 

Starch.  Wrong  again,  old  Sportsman ! 

Stastly.  Confound  you !  You  've  upset  our  spillikins,  and  spoiled 
our  game. 

Starch.  Perhaps  you  '11  pick  'em  up. 
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Detective,  Very  sorry,  Gentlemen.     But  I  Bee  my  man. 
[Exit  into  drawing-room,  and  arreitt  Colonel  LOVETOK. 

come  forward. 

Detective.  It  's  all  over.  Colonel  MATCHLER,  alias  Captain  TEHTER, 
alia*  Colonel  REGINALD  DUHNIBO  LOVETOW. 
Col.  Loveton.  KKKDKKICA — I  can  explain  all  I 
Lord  Ardotiry.  Lady  ARDOUKY,  if  you  please. 
Lady  Ardoury.  My  huaband,  1  never  knew  how  much  I  loved  you 
till  now!     [STARCJILKY  and  STASELT  retire,  and  pick  up  the  spillikins. 
Col.  Loveton  (to  Mrs.  K.  J.).  This  is  your  doing.     You  promised 
never  to  betray  me. 

Mrs,  R.  J.  All  is  fair  in  Love  and  War,  and  this  is  WAH  ! 
Curtain. 


Extract  from  Next  Morning  Paper's  Criticism,  or  from  tome 
remarks  by  an  "Old  Playgoer."—"  That  Sir.  SONEETAW  TTDIE,  the 
Author  of  this  clever  Comeay,  Love  and  War,  can  write  brilliant  dia- 
logue is  evident  from  the  witty  passages  with  which  this  play 
abounds  ;  but  his  aim  has  been  to  give  us  true  pictures  of  the  fashion- 
able society  of  the  day,  and  in  this  Mr.  SONEETAN  T  v  IM  K,  being  an 
acute  observer,  and  himself  a  notable  figure  in  the  beau  monde  which 
he  delineates,  has  been  exceptionally  successful." 


THE  NEW  COLOUR  FOR  THE  ARMY. 

(Extracts  from  the  Note-Book  of  our  Extra  Special  Experimentalist.) 

12  Nooif.— Well,  here  we  are  at  Flatfoot  Flats,  with  telescopes, 
spectacles,  and  measures  complete.  Obeyed  our  orders  in  every 
detail.  The  Professor  and  myself  are 
determined  to  sift  the  matter  thoroughly, 
and  not  to  accept  evidence  at  second- 
hand. We  have  got  a  Metropolitan 
Policeman  in  blue,  a  Volunteer  in  grey, 
and  a  Militiaman  in  scarlet.  Easily 
find  out  for  ourselves  which  is  the  best 
colour.  Soon  see  which  is  most  con- 
spicuous at  a  distance.  The  Professor 
not  only  scientific  but  thoughtful.  As 
it  is  blowing  hard,  and  feels  bitterly 
cold,  he  has  brought  with  him  a  large 
stone  jar  of  whiskey.  We  have  just 
had  a  mug  of  it  each,  and  are  all  the 
better  for  it.  The  Policeman,  Volunteer, 
and  Militiaman  are  waiting  for  our  orders. 

1  P.M. — So  far  we  have  not  obtained  any  very  valuable  result. 
We  started  our  three  colour-wearers  from  our  post  of  observation, 
and  told  them  to  walk  slowly  away.    To  our  great  surprise  they 
became  invisible  almost  immediately.    By  the  aid  of  a  telescope  we 
made  out  what  we  believed  to  be  the  Policeman  at  about  a  thousand 
yards'  distance.      Subsequently,  it  turned  out  that  what  we  had 
taken  for  the  constable  was  a  windmill.    In  like  manner,  a  goose 
passed  for  the  Militiaman,  and  a  donkey  for  the  Volunteer.    How- 
ever, the  test  was  scarcely  a  fair  one.    It  appears  that  immediately 
after  leaving  us,  our  three  assistants,  instead  of  following  out  our 
instructions,  adjourned  to  a  public-house,  where  we  found  them  a  little 
later.    We  were  very  much  annoyed,  and  would  have  been  seriously 
angry  had  not  the  whiskey  proved  an  excellent  protector  from  the 
severity  of  the  weather.    It  is  wonderful  what  a  lot  of  ardent  spirit 
you  can  consume  in  a  strong  rarefied  atmosphere  when  you  have  the 
chance— I  should  say  when  Science  demands  the  sacrifice. 

2  P.M.— Really  very  much  annoyed.     Policeman   and  Militia- 
man had  to  take  Volunteer   to  station-house.    This   disgraceful, 
as    Scientists    should    keep    sober.      Policeman    and    Militiaman 
came  back.    Both  of  them  were  more  than  one.    Brought  other 
people — somehow.    Don't  quite  know  why — but  that 's  idea.    Pro- 
fessor and  I  had  more  whiskey.    Keeps  out  cold.    Colour  of  Police- 
man, blue— Militiaman  don't  quite  know  what  to  say.    Looked  for 
them  all  over  the  place,  then  found  them  fast  asleep  out  of  sight. 
This  playing  fool— don't  know  ? 

2'30  P.M.— Lost  Policeman.  Don't  know  what  become  him. 
Militiaman  (good  fellow,  Militiaman)  awfully  sorry.  He  weeps  like 
child.  So  does  Professor  ;  so  do  I.  Saddest  thing  in  life  !  All  had 
whiskey.  Keep  cold  out.  So  unhappy  ! 

3  P.M.— Dishided  !      Meantersay— de-ci-ded I     Decided!     Know 
what  about!    Shouldshayso  !     Likersee  man  say  don't!    Won't  be 
inshulted !   Going  home !   What 's  good  staying 't  Finished  whiskey ! 
Keepoold-out!    But  say,  old  f 'la  1    Old  f  la— wan't  dishision  ?   Red's 
best  colour !    Can't  shee  Milishman  two  yards'  distance !     Dish- 
tincktly !      Hang  it  all  I     Can't  shee    him  't  all !     Best  colour ! 
Course  I    Very  'tigued !    Going  home  I    Bed  in  boots ! 

[At  this  point  the  MS.  breaks  off. 


MOTTO  FOE  THE  MUMBLES.— More  foresight,  and  less  "  forsite." 


THE  SIXPENNY  "WIRE." 

[Dr.  CAMBBON  carried  a  resolution  In  the  HOUM  on  Thursday  nifht  to  the 
effect  that  the  minimum  charge  (or  Inland  l'o»Ul  Telegram*  ihoulj  b« 
reduced  to  ilxpence.] 

A  SIXPEHHT  Telegram  1    CAMEROH  won ; 

It  passed  in  the  Commons,  and  now  the  trick  'a  done ; 

And  be  any  message  of  weal  or  of  woe, 

No  shilling  's  required,  for  a  "  tizzy  "  'twill  go ; 

And  all  but  the  Post-Office  clerks  will  admire 

That  boon  to  the  public-*  Sixpenny  "  Wire." 

So  now,  when  you  think  that  you  '11  dine  at  the  Club, 

And  cut  in  perchance  at  the  casual  "  rub," 

A  sixpence  IB  all  that  in  future  you  '11  spend 

To  make  known  to  your  wife  that  you  're  "  kept  by  a  friend," 

But  she  needn't  sit  up,  for  that  nurses  her  ire ; 

And  you  '11  soon  aay  it  all  with  a  Sixpenny  "  Wire." 

So  cheap  will  the  telegrams  be,  that  in  time 
The  lover  will  Bend  off  sixpenn'orths  of  rhyme : 


Oh 

pet 

at 

each 

Ion  if 

hour 

of 

absence 

I 

groan 

Send 

bat 

twenty 

dear 

word* 

just 

to 

comfort 

your 

own 

Thus  the  poet,  you  see,  sweeps  the  Post-Office  lyre, 
And  he  '11  get  it  all  in  to  a  Sixpenny  "  Wire." 

The  rise  and  the  fall  of  the  Stocks  and  the  Shares, 
The  Bank-rate,  the  tricks  of  the  Bulls  and  the  Bean, 
The  orders  for  dinners,  for  boxes  and  stalls. 
For  coals  and  for  claret,  for  dresses,  for  balls, 
In  short  all  that  woman  or  man  can  desire. 
Will  soon  be  obtained  by  a  Sixpenny  "  Wire." 


THS  NEW  SBHTMK.— The  Sentries  at  the  New  Law  Court*  are 
Pjosted  every_  morning  regularly.     On  inquiry  at  St.  Martin's-le- 


when  called  upon  to  do  so,  in  charging  a  Jury.  He  will  urge  upon 
them  the  legal  point  of  the  bayonet.  The  few  remaining  Serjeant* 
are  exonerated  from  Sentry  duty. 


ENGLAND'S   INVISIBLE 
ARMY. 


A  WILL  AND  A  WAY. 

IT  cannot,  good  Mr.  PLIMSOLL, 
be  denied  that  there  is  some 
justice  in  a  portion  of  the  plea 
you  put  forward  at  your  Exeter 
Hall  meetings.  You  said  that 
"  no  doubt  they  were  nuuanoe* ; 
but  until  a  better  mode  of  ven- 
tilating the  District  Railway 
could  be  found,"  you  contended, 
"they  should  not  be  removed. 
Very  well;  but  ha*  not  such  a 
mode  of  ventilating  a  Railway 
much  more  difficult  to  ventilate 
than  the  District  Railway  been 
already  found  ?  Couldn't  Sir  E. 
WATMIT  point  it  out  to  you? 
The  proposed  Railway  under  the 
Channel,  if  made,  will  have  to 
be  ventilated  somehow  without 
chimneys,  and  can't  he  tell  how  ¥ 
If  he  can,  let  that  method  of  ven- 
tilation for  the  District  Railway 
be  adopted  forthwith,  and  then 
the  chimneys  on  the  Thames  Em- 
bankment closed  immediately. 


BRITISH  GRKNADIRB. 

(After  a  design  by  Proftssort  AM 
and  Stokes.) 


OBITUARY  NOTICE.— The  Month 

of  March  expired  peacefully  last 

•  Saturday,  the  31st,  not  in  the  least 

I  regretted   by   anyone    who   had 

I  known    him.     AlUr    a    stormy 

career,   his   end   was   lamblike. 

,  Sic  transit.    March  past. 
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THE    ANGLO-SAXON    COMPLEXION. 

Prau  von  Schmeiligrath.  "AtH  !    HIMMKL  !    MISTKB  CHONKS!     VAT  PIAUTIFUL  HIDES  THEY  HAF,  THB  YOUNG  ENKLISH  MISSES 


ST.  STEPHEN'S  FERRY. 

Am—"  Twickenham  ferry." 

O-HOI-YE-HO,  Ho-ye-ho  I    Who 's  for  the  Ferry  ? 

(The  Almond's  in  blossom,  and  Eastertide's  o'er.) 
And  I  "11  row  ye  BO  quick  in  my  craft  new  and  steady, 

And  'tisn't  a  mile  to  St.  Stephen's  shore. 
The  Ferryman 's  stout  if  he 's  not  very  young, 
And  a  mill-race  at  flood  is  a  fool  to  his  tongue ; 
He  hasn't  an  equal  at  handling  a  wherry, 

And  well  he  is  known  on  St.  Stephen's  shore. 
0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho- Ho ! !  1 

0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho !     "We  're  for  the  Ferry." 

(The  Almond's  in  blossom,  and  Eastertide's  o'er.) 
"  It 's  late  for  a  start,  and  you  see  we  are  many ; 

And  all  of  us  bound  for  St.  Stephen's  shore. 
They  are  some  of  'em  little,  and  some  of  'em  big, 
Enough  to  o'erburden  a  long  eight-oared  gig, 
And  they  're  all  in  a  hurry  and  anxious— oh,  very  !  " 
"  And  sure  and  ye  're  welcome, — Z'll  take  ye  all  o'er." 
0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho-Ho ! ! ! 

0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho !    They  are  late  for  the  Ferry. 

( The  Almond 's  in  blossom,  and  Eastertide  's  o'er.) 
He  pulls  pretty  quick,  and  he  pulls  pretty  steady, 

But  waiting  their  turn  seems  slow  work  and  a  bore. 
O-hoi,  and  0-ho !  he  may  pull  with  a  will, 
The  craft  is  a  new  one,  the  sculler  has  skill. 
Yet  with  room  for  but  two  in  the  stern  of  his  wherry, 

"Twill  take  him  some  time  ere  they  're  all  safe  ashore. 
0-hoi-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho,  Ho-ye-ho-Ho ! !  I 


Br  A  WESTMINSTER  SCDOLAH  WHO  KNOWS  SOMETHING  ABOUT 
THE  STAGE.— Mightn't  Epea  pteroenta,  "  winged  words,"  be  fairly 
translated,  or  adapted,  as  "  Prompter's  cues  "  P 


"  KNIGHTS  AT  THE  PLAT." 

THIS  is  not  d  propos  of  Mr.  BUTTON  COOK'S  latest  work  on  the 
Drama,  but  of  the  suggestion  recently  made  in  Truth  that  Mr. 
HENBY  IRVING  should  be  knighted,  as  "  a  compliment  to  the  entire 
Theatrical  Profession."  This  is,  in  a  general  way,  true,— as  coming 
from  Truth  it  should  be  ;  but  were  a  leader  of  the  Chancery  Bar  to 
be  made  a  Baronet,  it  would  directly  be  a  compliment  to  that 
branch  of  the  legal  profession  ;  and  so  a  Knighthood  for  Mr.  IKVIHG 
would  he  a  direct  compliment  to  the  Tragic  and  Melodramatic 
branches  of  the  Theatrical  Profession  with  which  he  is  more  inti- 
mately associated.  At  all  events,  to  knight  Mr.  IBVING  would  be  no 
direct  compliment  to  Mr.  J.  L.  TOOLE,  whom  we  must  take  as  repre- 
senting the  Low  Comedy  department ;  nor  would  it  be,  directly,  a 
compliment  to  Mr.  HABBT  PAYNE,  who  now  represents  the  Panto- 
mimic Art,  which,  indeed,  may  well  claim  to  be  not  a  branch  but 
the  very  parent  stem  of  all  Theatrical  Art. 

Arise  then,  Sir  HENEY  IUVING  ;  arise,  Sir  JOHN  LAWRENCE  TOOLE  ; 
and  arise,  Sir  HABBY  PAYNE,  the  last  to  wear  the  order  of  the  noble 
House  of  GBIMALDI.  Sir  JULIUS,  we  believe,  still  has  his  "  Benefit 
Concert,"  so  in  the  Theatrical  Profession  it  will  not  be  derogatory  to 
the  new  titles  to  advertise  "The  Benefit  Knights."  But  how  about 
the  Ladies  ?  "  The  spindle-side  "  must  be  recognised.  Is  it  to  be 
Baroness  ELLEN  TEBHY  and  Baroness  NELLIE  FABBEN  ?  We  submit 
the  question  to  Garter  King  of  Arms,  and  the  Authorities  of  the 
Heralds'  College.  ==___________ 

AT  the  Archbishop  of  CANTEBBUBY'S  Enthronisation,  there  were 
some  few  of  the  Clergy  ' '  indulging,"  said  the  Daily  Telegraph  report, 
' '  investments  of  a  more  or  less  pronounced  character."  What  on  earth 
does  this  mean  ?  We  are  looking  forward  with  interest  to  some  pic- 
torial explanation  of  these  strange  garments  in  the  Illustrated  papers 
this  week.  In  the  same  account  we  read  how  "  some  brass  instru- 
ments, in  the  hands  of  surplieed  musicians,  added  greatly  to  the 
musical  effect  "—but  probably  not  to  the  picturesqueness.  A  man  in 
a  surplice  blowing  an  ophicleide  or  working  at  a  trombone  must  have 
had  rather  a  comic  appearance,  but  the  artful  Reporter  takes  good 
care  not  to  mention  this. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED   PBOM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


HAT    ETUDE    OF    THE    HOUSE. 

(Before  Prayers.) 


Home  n/  Commoni,  Thursday,  March  29.  —  Members  met 
again  to-day  after  Easter  Holidays.  Don't  look  BO  pleated  as 
they  should.  At  first,  little  gleam  of  joy  at  discovery  that  Head- 
Master  wasn't  present.  Bat  he  came  in  towards  six  o'clock,  and 
made  a  little  speech  on  debate  that  happened  to  be  to  fore  at  the 
moment ;  then,  like  a  wise  man,  went  on  home. 

"  Just  let  people  know  I  'm  here,  you  see,  TOBT,"  said  he.  "  Curious 
it  should  have  happened  that  debate  on  Woods  and  Forests  going  on 
when  I  looked  in.  Rather  expected  it  would  be  something  else. 
But  doesn't  matter  much,  you  know.  Give  me  five  minutes'  notice, 
and  you  may  choose  your  own  topic." 

Met  General  FIELDKS  in  Library,  looking  more  woebegone  than 
other  people. 

"  What 's  the  matter,  General  ?  "  I  asked,  cheerily.  "  Has  some- 
one been  republishinir  your  speeches  during  electoral  campaign  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  the  gallant  General.  "  Worse  than  that.  I  've  gone 
out  of  the  oratorical  line.  Haven't  opened  my  mouth  since  I  came 
into  the  House.  But  energies  must  find  some  outlet.  So  I  've  gone 
into  literature.  Written  an  article  for  the  April  Nineteenth  Century, 
called  "  What  Shall  I  Do  With  My  Son  ?  " 

"  Capital  subject.    Specially  interesting  in  domestic  circles." 

"Yes,"  said  the  General,  ruefully,  "that's  just  where  it's  created 
a  stir.  The  young  dog  says,  if  I  don't  withdraw  it,  he  '11  send  one  to 
the  Fortnightly  entitled,  '  What  Shall  I  Do  With  My  Father.'  " 

Only  cheerful  man  about  is  the  lighthearted  O'SHRA.  Kilmainham 
mystery  beginning  to  pall.  Has  taken  up  the  Romance  at  the  Fisheries. 
Insists  upon  knowing  HOMK.  SECRETARY'S  candid  opinion  of  affair. 

"  Home  Secretaries  never  give  candid  opinions,  says  HARCOURT. 
Whereupon  O'SnEA  pulls  out  pistol  of  Adjournment  of  House 
holds  it  at  HARCOURT'S  head,  and  threatens  to  fire  unless  he  replies. 
Sir  WILLIAM'S  answer  very  neat.  "  Account  of  the  case  rests,"  he 
says,  "on  statement  of  Lady  FLORENCE  DIXIE.  Investigations  of 
the  police  have  not  resulted  in  discovering  any  further  circumstance 
in  confirmation." 

"  Very  neat,"  said  Sir  R.  CROSS.  "  '  Any  further  circumstance  in 
confirmation '  is  good." 

O'SHEA  satisfied.  Withdraws  pistol,  and  exit  Lady  FLORENCE. 
Pretty  good  joke  in  its  way.  Bat  some  jokes,  like  every  dog,  have 
their  day,  and  this  has  had  a  week. 

Mr.  SCHBEIBER  wants  to  fill  up  vacant  panels  in  Centre  Hall  with 
Mosaic  pictures  of  patron  Saints  of  Ireland,  Scotland,  and  Wales. 
St.  George  already  there  trampling  down  Dragon,  whose  silver 
scales  gleam  in  the  gaslight,  House  doubtful.  Who  would  Mr. 
SCHKEIBBR  propose  to  represent  the  three  countries?  Mr  S.  thinks 
MORGAN  LLOYD  done  up  in  coat  of  mail  might  represent  Wales. 
Sir  GEORGE  BALFOUR  with  claymore  in  hand  and  shield  on  arm  would 
represent  Scotland.  Whilst,  of  course,  JOSEPH  GILLIS  would  repre- 
sent Ireland.  Mr.  CAVENDISH  BENTINCK  opposes  scheme  altogether. 
Mosaic-work  not  true  Art.  "  It 's  rococo." 


"  Yah,  yah,  yah !  "  cries  Alderman  FOWLER.  "  What  it  rococo  ?  " 
he  subsequently  and  confidentially  asked  Sir  W.  Liwsoir. 

"  Capital  beverage,"  said  the  Hon.  Bart.  "  Strongly  recommend 
it  to  yon,  Alderman.  Absolutely  pure,  made  only  from  the  nibs, 
don't  you  know." 

Alderman  faintly  said  "  Yes."  But  really  distressed  at  his  own 
rashness.  "  Must  be  careful  in  future,"  he  said,  smiting  himself  on 
the  chest.  "  Must  restrain  this  too-ready  cheer  when  Gentleman 
speaks  from  Front  Bench.  Rococoa,  quotha  I  I  suppose  that 's  what 
they'll  fill  the  loving-cup  with  when  the  new  Government  of 
London  comes  in.  Ho  I  ho !  " 

House  feared  another  explosion  in  Parliament  Street  Only  the 
Alderman  scornfully  smiling. 

Busineit  don*.— Discussed  Civil  Service  Estimates.  PrriR  great 
at  expenses  in  connection  with  Royal  Palaces.  LAHOUCHERK  wants 
to  know  what  becomes  of  the  yearlings  of  the  Royal  stud-house.  RAN- 
DOLPH inquisitive  about  expenditure  in  maintaining  and  repairing 
Marlborough  House.  Pounding  away  from  Eight  till  Twelve.  Alto- 
gether SHAW-LEFEVRE,  in  charge  of  votes,  spent  a  bad  quatre  heurei. 

Friday. — Mr.  AKTHCK  ARNOLD  disclosed  particulars  of  his  Parlia- 
mentary Reform  Bill  to  a  listening  Senate.  Part  of  listening  Senate 
undertaken,  at  short  notice,, by  eleven  Gentlemen  on  the  Liberal 
side,  and  thirteen  on  the  other,  including  JOSEPH  GILLIS,  who 
remains  in  state  of  deep  despondency. 

"  Rouse  up,  JOSEPH  1 "  I  said.  "  Get  thee  away  to  seme  place  where 
the  company  is  light-hearted,  and  the  merry  jest  goes  round." 

"  Nn    Tin!"   ««ui   Jnirr  R.     "Thin  miiti  m«   h«»t_     'Ti»  uv 


said  JOEY  B.    "  This  suits  me  best.    'Tis  soothing 


and  quiet,  and,  I  dare  say,  instructive." 

So  JOSEPH  sat  through  it  all,  and  when,  at  twenty  minutes  to 
eight,  the  dreary  performance  came  to  an  inevitable  close,  he  was 
one  of  those  whom  the  SPEAKER  counted. 

"Did  you  tee  that?"  he  said,  with  something  of  old  slyness. 
"  SPEAKER  began  to  count  from  the  Treasury  Bench,  and  HARCOCRT 
only  man  there.  AW  we  know  who 's  Number  One." 

Jlutineii  done, — Night  wasted. 

The  tJniform  of  the  Officer  of  the  Future. 
(With  aeknotcledymtnti  to  Lord  Wobtlty'i  Committtt.) 

Full  Dretifor  Service  at  Home. — Scarlet  tunic,  richly  laced  with 
gold  braid  seven  inches  deep.  Bullion  epaulettes,  encrusted  with 
gems.  Overalls  of  cloth  of  silver.  Cocked  hats,  with  ustrich  plumes 
of  red,  white  and  bluefeathers.  Real  gold  belts,  with  silver  scabbarded 
sword.  Diamond  spurs.  White  kid  gloves,  with  hand-painted 
backs.  Patent  leather  pumps  and  white  silk  stockings.  Dreu  stick, 
with  turquoise-mounted  handle,  and  gold  and  enamelled  toothpick. 

Full  Dren  for  Service  Abroad.— Sword,  revolver,  wideawake, 
grey  tweed  suit  (as  advertised),  and  regulation  gingham  umbrella. 
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PLIMSOLL'S  PETITION 

In  favour  of  the  Underground 
Blow-Holei ! 

THOSE  Passengers  who  hare 
hitherto  signed  this  Petition 
to  Parliament  have  been — 

1.  Epileptic  Monomaniacs. 

2.  Confirmed  Misanthropes, 
who  don't  want  to  use    the 
Embankment  Gardens  them- 
selves, and  don't  see  why  any- 
body else  should. 

3.  Credulous  individuals 
who    really  believe  that  the 
Metropolitan   Railway   Com- 
pany is  spending  its  money  in 
order  to  oenefit  the  public  by 
better  ventilation,  instead  of 
to  get  rid  of  the  steam  which 
interferes  with  the  working 
of  the  signals. 

4.  Sailors  out  for  a  spree. 

5.  The  workmen  employed 
by  the  ventilating  contractors. 

6.  The  second  cousins  five 
times  removed  of  the  work- 
men so  employed. 

7.  Infants  in  arms. 

8.  Their  nurses. 

9.  Infants  in  intellect. 

10.  Their  keepers. 

11.  Young  females  who  have 
nothing  better  to  do,  and  who 
would  petition  for  a  railway 
to  the  moon  if  requested. 

12.  Males  who  ought  to  have 
something  better  to  do. 

13.  Persons  to  whom  being 
asked  to  sign  a  Petition   to 
Parliament  adds  about  fifty  per 
cent,  of  personal  importance. 

14.  Readers  of  a  halfpenny 
evening  paper,  who  are  con- 
vinced that  to  be  suffocated  in 
a  public  garden,  in  order  to 
save  a  Railway  Company  ex- 
pense, is  one  of  the  proudest 
rights  of   the   down-trodden 
working-man,  and 

15.  Persons  who,  being  un- 
able   to    write,     affix    their 
(PLIMSOLL'S)  mark  1 


PUNCH'S   FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    130. 


FRANK  HOLL,  ESQ.,  R.A. 

"  HOLL-O,  BOYS,  HOLL-O  !    HERE'S  ANOTHER  E.A. !" 

(Elected  Thursday,  29W  March.) 


WATT'S  THIS? 

How  doth  the  little  busy  House 

Improve  the  Session's  hours, 

And  JOHN  BULL'S  hopes  betray 

and  chouse, 

Till  JOHN  BULL'S  forehead 
lours  I 

How  skilfully  they  plan  their 

"  sells," 
How   neatly   GLADSTONE 

"  wax," 
And  labour  hard,  with  groans 

and  yells, 

And  "  block  "  with  stubborn 
backs. 

For  works  of  labour  and  of 

skill 
Each    takes    his    seat    or 

"  screw," 

But  JOHN  cannot  help  think- 
ing still 
His  Parliament  a  "  do." 


Black  and  White. 

ME.  LEIGH  HUNT  WALLACE, 
lecturing  on   "  The   Martyr- 
doms of  Modern  Dress,"  came 
to    the    conclusion   that    the 
colour  of  our  drees  should  at 
all  times  be  white  !    One  feels 
disposed      to    exclaim,    like 
SCOTT  (with  a  difference)— 
"  0  for  one  hour  of  WALLACE 
white!" 

And  of  genuine  British  black 
fog  also, — just  to  prove  the 
exquisite  compatibility  of  the 
two! 

Dames  who  have  with  WALLACE 

dressed, 
Dames  by  London  smut-falls 

messed, 
Let  your  judgment  be  confessed. 

Chorus  of  Soiled  OHM— Theory 
won't  wash! ! ! 

Bat  the  garments  would  have 
to,  or  they  would  not  long  be 
white. 


THE  GOOD  NEW  TIMES. 

(A  Caver-side  Forecast  for  1889.) 

IT  certainly  promised  to  be  the  best  meet  of  the  season. 
_  Not  a  cloud  in  the  sky ;  the  earth  hard  as  a  flat-iron,  and  three 
inches  and  a  half  of  good  rock-ice  on  every  bit  of  water  within  twenty 
miles— it  was  just  the  sort  of  prime  sporting  weather  to  gladden  the 
heart  of  a  thorough-going  old  hedge-row  Nimrod,  like  Sir  JOIIAM 
TANTiwr.  And  as  he  came  quietly  jogging  up  on  his  familiar  white 
clock-work  cob,  wound  up  within  an  ace  of  bursting  his  spring,  an 
involuntary  shout  of  "  Yoicks,  ye  ho !  Forrard !  "  went  up  from  the 
assembled  field.  The  old  Baronet  drew  his  blankets  and  hot  bottles 
closer  around  him,  and  gave  a  friendly  nod  of  recognition  right  and 
lett  with  a  sly  twinkle  in  his  eye.  He  was  answered  with  a  well- 
bred  roar  of  laughter. 

"  Ready,  as  usual,  for  a  snapped  wheel,  and  a  five-hours'  stick  on 
my  side  in  a  freezing  turnip-field,"  he  said,  with  a  cheery  wink ; 
"and  how  are  you,  Lady  JESSIE?" 

A  neat  little  horsewoman  waltzed  up  on  a  beautiful  mechanical 

creature.    I'HODSHAM'S  well-known  name  was  stamped  over  its  eye, 

and  as  the  fair  Diana,  dexterously  screwed  round  its  off  ear,  it  gave 

etty  wheeling  stagger  to  the  right,  with  a  natural  up-and-down 

mboat  motion  that  instantly  elicited  the  admiration  of  the  hunt. 

"\ir5i.        moment  all  eyes  were  turned  in  another  direction. 

With  an  uncontrolled  rush  a  splendid  electric  bay  had  bowled  in 
among  the  riders,  and  knocking  several  over  so  that  they  lay  on  their 
li<ne,lV!rnlIlg        -1'  ^t^  their  legs  galloping  wildly  in  the  air, 
anded  its  owner  with  a  sudden  thud,  througl  the  walls  of  a  bam 
Qto  the  midst  of  a  haystack  that  fortunately  happened  to  be  standing 
on  the  other  side. 


"  Confound  it ! "  said  the  latest  comer,  who  was  no  other  than 
Lord  SPAVIN  on  his  brand-new  thorough-bred,  Accumulator,  "  the 
beast  is  always  playing  me  that  trick ;  and  I  thought  I  turned  his 
tail  the  right  way !  By  Jo-ve,  this  comes  of  tooling  out  without  the 
printed  directions."  The  Noble  Sportsman  wrenched  with  some 
uncertainty  at  the  animal's  switch  as  he  spoke.  But  he  was  again 
at  fault.  In  another  minute  it  had  backed,  with  a  shower  of  sparks, 
in  a  direct  line  straight  right  in  among  the  dogs,  and  was  only 
brought  to  a  standstill  against  the  stump  of  a  gigantic  oak,  between 
which  and  itself  it  sharply  jammed  the  Vicar,  who  had  been  placidly 
watching  the  lively  scene  on  his  old-fashioned  steam-mare,  Boiler. 
There  was  a  smart  shock  or  two,  an  upset  of  red-hot  cinders,  an 
oath,  and  some  burnt  fingers  and  calves  ;  but  the  field  soon  settled 
down  to  business,  for  the  Master  of  the  Hunt  now  joined  the  party 
with  his  mahogany  box. 

"  The  new  musical  fox  from  Paris !  "  everybody  shouted,  as  the 
welcome  official  carefully  produced  the  wonderful  mechanical  crea- 
ture, winding  it  up  slowly  as  he  advanced. 

"  It  plays  three  overtures,  two  sets  of  quadrilles,  a  polka,  a  waltz, 
and  the  '  bead  March  in  Saul,'  "  he  observed  with  some  pride,  as  he 
set  the  carefully  brushed  but  life-like  brute  in  their  midst,  "  and  so, 
if  by  some  mischance  it  runs  to  earth,  we  shall  at  least  know  where 
it  is.  Besides,  it  has  a  little  fountain  of  superior  Jockey-Club 


Tally 
Bond 
overture  to 


-Street  perfume  instantly  filled  the  crisp  cover-side  air,  as  the 

. ure  to  Tannhiiuser  merrily  tinkled  out  with  pleasing  precision. 

Some  of  the  pack  howled,  but  another  rapturous  responsive  shout  of 
"  Yoicks ! "  showed  with  what  a  keen  sportsman-like  relish  the  field 
appreciated  these  arrangements  for  a  glorious  run.  It  was  a  moment 
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GRATIFYING! 

Amateur  Artist  (to  the  Carrier).  "  DID  YOU  SKK  MY  PIOTUBB  SAMLY  DBLIVBKSD  AT  THB  ROYAL  AOADBMY  I " 
Carrier.  "YsssiF,  AND  MIGHTY  PLEARED  TUKY  SBKMKD  TO  BI   WITH   IT — I.IASTWAYS,  IF  o»«  MAY  JIDGB,  SIB. 

BAY  NOTHIN* — BUT — LOR,'   HOW  THIY   DID  LAUOH  !  " 


TBIY  DIDN'T 


of  thrilling  excitement,  and  all,  as  if  by  a  common  instinct,  gave 
their  mechanical  hacks  a  final  screw. 

And  now  the  pack  and  their  medical  adviser  hurried  to  the  front. 
They  were  a  miscellaneous,  but  talented  and  highly-trained  family, 
and  were  of  all  kinds  and  sizes.  This  was  a  natural  result  of  the 
new  condition  of  things.  The  old-fashioned  foxhound  was  extinct. 
Declining,  when  the  famous  Bill  passed,  to  follow  across  country  a  red- 
herring  on  a  tricycle,  the  first  roughly-suggested  substitute  for 
Reynard,  he  even  showed  greater  repugnance  to  the  more  perfect  and 
perfumed  modern  contrivance.  So  the  Circus-monger  had  to  take 
the  matter  in  hand,  and  soon  every  hunting  county  was  once  more 
alive  with  the  old  hue  and  cry,  though  pitched  in  a  somewhat 
different  key.  But  the  Skipley  Poodles  were  famous  from  Warwick- 
shire to  SAHGER'S. 

And  they  were  in  full  force  to-day.  Not  that  they  all  were  of  the 
famous  moustachio'd  and  trimmed-tail  breed.  Among  them  were 
huge  heavy- witted  St.  Bernards,  over-fed  Maltese,  aged  Sleuth 
Hounds,  a  retired  Newfoundland  or  two,  toothless  Mastiffs,  and  a 
good  average  sprinkling  of  the  common  street-dog,  ready  to  pick  up 
a  living  anyhow  from  hand  to  mouth,  and  not  above  chasing  a  scent- 
bottle  for  a  mile  or  two  in  the  open,  for  the  price  of  a  pound  of  tripe 
at  the  finish. 

But  the  Skipley  were  popular.  There  were  few  of  them  that 
couldn't  shoulder  a  musket  or  walk  on  a  barrel  at  a  pinch.  The 
Master  of  the  Hunt  gave  them  their  tongue.  They  had  it  in  the 
shape  of  sandwiches,  and  now  they  were  ready.  The  Doctor  took  a 
last  look  at  them.  "  A  run  this  morning  will  not  injure  their  health 
or  affect  their  spirits,"  he  said,  cheerily,  "  and  I  can  sign  the  requi- 
site certificate  for  the  officers  of  the  Protection  Society.  Houp-ld  ! 
Off  you  go !  " 

In  another  second  the  mechanical  fox  had  dashed  forward  with  a 
pleasant  springy  whizz  that  set  every  sporting  heart  in  the  field 
beating  twenty  to  the  dozen.  "  Forrard  !  Yoieks !  Tally !  tally-ho ! 
There  he  goes!"  and  the  pack,  some  curvetting,  some  jumping 
through  imaginary  hoops  in  the  hedges,  some  even  walking  on  their 
forelegs,  but  all  rolling  along  in  well-fed  and  highly-trained  indif- 
ference at  a  comfortable  pace,  followed  the  ingenious  toy  with  all  the 


intelligent  regularity  of  a  three-hundredth-night's  performance. 
Not  so  the  gallant  sporting  assemblage  who  humid  after  them. 

Headed  by  the  hardy  Sir  JOBAM,  these  thowed  that,  in  them  at 
least,  the  spirit  of  the  Good  New  Dayi  was  not  yet  dead.  At  every 
fence,  at  every  ditch,  at  every  slight  inequality  of  the  ground,  some 
county  champion  had  come  to  grief.  Here  a  burst  spring,  there  an 
exploded  boiler  bad  done  their  work ;  while  further  afield  some  un- 
manageable bit  of  mechanism  had  carried  iU  helpless  rider  acrots 
the  lawn  and  into  the  breakfast-room  of  a  country  mansion,  from 
which  he  could  only  retire  with  a  hearty  laugh,  to  be  followed  up. 
however,  by  a  threat  of  heavy  damage*  from  the  exasperated 
owner. 

Still  the  fox,  true  to  the  prospectus  of  the  inventor  and  patentee, 
kept  on  his  way,  and  turning  down  a  spinney,  and  still  playing  The 
Lancer i,  headed  away  bravely  for  Combe  Hanger  Junction  ;  finally 
running  to  earth  in  the  signal-switch,  and  by  sticking  between  the 
points,  stopping  the  4'50  down  express  for  a  good  three-quarters  of 
an  hour. 

The  pack  meantime,  not  caring  mneh  about  the  scent,  had  cleverly 
lost  it  at  Friars-Minton,  and  making  for  a  cat's-meat  cart  at  Dingley 
Bottom,  were  only  recovered  in  the  course  of  the  following  week  at 
the  Dogs'  Home ;  while  Lord  SPAVIN,  who  had  kept  np  with  them 
by  running  Accumulator  backwards  with  the  safety-valve  down, 
was  ultimately  blown  through  the  roof  of  the  Town-Hall  at  Little 
Pendleton,  and  coining  down  on  the  head  of  the  Clerk,  had  a  narrow 
escape  with  his  collar-bone.  And  so  ended  a  day  of  most  enjoyable 
and  delightful  sport. 


THE  nws  (AHD  ours)  OF  COCBT. 

IT  has  been  arranged  that  the  great  Equity  society  will  shortly 
migrate  from  its  present  quarters  to  Lincoln,  while  the  two  Temples 
will  return  to  Jerusalem.  These  moves  will  take  place  after  Gray's 
Inn  gives  up  its  grand  old  site,  and  comes  down  to  the  Strand.  But 
not  before ! 
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PERSONAL  ATTENDANT   TO   HER   MAJESTY  QUEEN  VICTORIA, 
BORN  DECEMBEB  8,  1826.       DIED  MAKOH  27,  1883. 

"  How  well  in  thee  appears 

The  constant  service  of  the  antique  world !  " 
As  You  Like  It.    Act  II.  s.  3. 

SERVICE  of  Kings  not  always  in,  earth's  story 
Has  been  a  badge  of  honour  ;  gilded  glory 
Of  silken  favourite  dulls  down  to  dust ; 
Devotion  self-respecting,  sober,  just, 
Lifts  lowliest  tendance  to  ennobling  state. 
A  good  Queen's  faithful  follower !    His  the  fate 
To  wear  the  honours  of  the  antique  school, 
Right  Service,  nobler  than  unrighteous  rule. 


THE  DOWAGER  DUCHESS'S  CAPRICE. 

An  Uncommon  "  Queer  Story." 

LORD  HAROLD  held  open  the  carriage-door  for  his  Mother-in-law. 

"  Your  boxes  will  be  sent  after  you,"  he  said  in  a  cold,  formal 
•way.  Then  the  barouche  rattled  down  the  street,  and  he  returned 
to  the  house,  twirling  his  moustache  with  a  sinister  smile. 

His  noble  relative,  however,  as  she  was  borne  swiftly  along  by  the 
family  bays  to  a  back  street  in  Soho,  had  a  different  expression  on 
her  well-chiselled  features.  Her  life  in  Belgrave  Square  had  not 
been  a  pleasant  one.  There  had  been  scenes.  Hare  china  had 
been  thrown  about.  Even  the  family  diamonds  had  more  than 
once  been  torn  in  half  in  an  unseemly  scuffle,  and  only  last  week, 
Mr.  PCBDLE,  the  trusted  and  confidential  business  adviser  of  the 
ancient  house,  had  been  thrown,  together  with  a  draft  copy  of  his 
own  marriage-settlement,  by  Lord  HABOLD,  into  the  cistern. 

His  Mother-in-law,  who  looked  on,  took  it  quietly.  She  merely 
said,  "  You  have  degraded  me  ;  but  I  will  pay  you  out."  Then  she 
drove  off  to  the  back  street  in  Soho. 

Her  interview  with  Mr.  MACLIOGEB,  the  celebrated  Stage-trainer, 
was  in  every  way  satisfactory.  "  I  understand  your  Grace 
thoroughly,"  he  said  ;  "you  wish  to  show  Society  that  you  can  not 
only  lead  but  amuse  itf"  "Precisely."  "After  three  months' 
study  with  me,  you  will  be  in  a  position  to  play  Juliet — at  a  Matinee. 
You  will  probably  be  hooted.  Still  I  will  guarantee  you  a  six  days' 
engagement  somewhere  as  Mrs.  Bouncer.  After  that  the  matter 
really  rests  in  your  own  hands ;  but  unless  I  am  much  mistaken 
in  my  tutorial  powers,  you  will  finish  up  as  a  Second  Chambermaid 
in  the  Provinces.  I  presume  that  your  Grace  will  play  under  your 
own  name  ?  " 

The  Dowager-Duchess  smiled  sweetly.  Mr.  MACLIGGER  bowed. 
"  That  will  pull  twenty  pounds  into  the  house  once"  he  said,  "and 
prove  an  agreeable  and  permanent  surprise  to  your  family." 

From  that  moment  the  "study  "  went  on  unceasingly,  and  at  the 
end  of  the  appointed  period,  the  eventful  Matinee  arrived.  As  the 
sagacious  Mr.  MACLIGGER  had  predicted,  though  she  was  supported 
by  the  Romeo  of  Mr.  BELTON  SKIBTS,  his  fair  but  portly  pupil  was 
hooted  well  back  into  her  chamber  in  the  Balcony  Scene.  Nor  did 
better  success  attend  her  Mrs.  Bouncer.  On  the  fifth  night,  as  she 
was  delivering  her  last  speech  to  Cox,  a  huge  green  missile  was  hurled 
at  her  with  telling  effect  by  a  critical  patron  in  the  Gallery.  Some 
sympathisers  who  had  come'with  paper  to  the  Stalls  cried, ' '  Shame ! " 
But  she  took  the  hint.  The  name  of  "  HONORIA,  Dowager-Duchess 
of  Boxburgh,"  appeared  no  more  in  the  bills  of  the  Vulgarity. 
•  •  »  »  *  *  * 

Some  years  after  this  little  episode  in  her  life,  she  was  seated  in 
her  own  private  boudoir  at  Ballchamps,  and  idly  turning  over  the 
treasured  contents  of  a  secret  drawer.  She  had  just  taken  from  its 
recesses  a  large  withered  cabbage,  and  was  looking  at  it  with  a 
curious  pout,  when  her  son-in-law  (they  had  halved  the  family 
diamonds  now,  and  the  solicitor,  Mr.  PURDLE,  was  nearly  dry) — 
entered  quite  suddenly.  It  was  too  late  to  conceal  the  tell-tale 
vegetable,  and  the  quick  well-bred  eye  of  the  young  Peer  rapidly 
noted  the  embarrassment  his  entry  had  occasioned.  He  gave  his 
Mother-in-law  a  gentle  kiss. 

"  Let  us  burn  it,"  he  said,  softly,  trying  to  lift  it ;  "  that  is,"  he 
added,  as  he  felt  its  weight,  "  if  it  does  not  put  the  fire  out." 

The  Dowager  Duchess  dropped  a  restraining  finger  on  his  arm. 

"  No— no,"  she  said,  with  a  well-studied  calm.  "No,  no, 
HAROLD.  I  would  keep  it  as  a  good  friend— would  that  others  like 
me  could  meet  with  many  such ! — that  first  reminded  me  not  to 
meddle  in  business  with  which  I  had  no  possible  concern.  Heavy  as 
it  was,  and  it  was  heavy,  it  was  but  the  meet  reward " 

"  Of  your  laudable  ambition  ?  " 

"  No— of  my  vulgar  caprice  !  " 


"A  REGULAR  OWD  AN'  OWD  'UN." 

ACCORDING  to  a  Police  report,  a  speech  of  the  good  old 
Aldermanio  sort  was  lately  epoken  at  the 
Mansion  House  by  Sir  THOMAS  OWDEN  in 
sentencing  a  disorderly  open-air  preacher  to 
a  month's  imprisonment  for  "  creating  a 
disturbance  in  the  area  in  front  of  St.  Paul's 
Cathedral  during  divine  service,  and  refus- 
ing to  leave  when  required."  The  excellent 
Alderman  informed  the  Prisoner  that : — "It 
was  very  foolish  of  him  to  preach  outside  of 
St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  as  there  was  plenty  of 
preaching  going  on  inside."  This  happy 
observation  recalls  the  sallies,  of  late  some- 
what fallen  into  desuetude,  by  which  Civic 
Magistrates  were  commonly  accustomed  to  excite  mirth  in  other 
and  merrier  days.  The  fine  of  a  fiver,  for  disturbing  the  congre- 
gation and  doing  a  considerable  amount  of  damage,  was  another 
Aldermanic  joke.  Take  care.  The  Seldom-at-Home  Secretary  has 
his  eye  on  Municipal  Magistracy. 


MEDALS  AND  MUFTI. 

[It  has  heen  finally  decided  that  officers  may  wear  all  their  medals  in 
miniature  in  evening  dress.] 

SHADE  of  great  DIZZY,  if  he  could  make  shade, 
Who  to  all  shine  and  shimmer  was  so  partial, 
Descend,  and  see  what  vast  advance  we  've  made 
In  matters  martial ! 

Gone,  CASTLEBEAGH'S  "  so  distingue  "  black  ; 

When  next  Ambassadors  are  named  to  fib  on 
Their  country's  service,  neck,  and  breast,  and  back 
Shall  be  all  ribbon. 

No  more  we  may  contrast  our  nice  and  neat 

Costume  with  that  in  vogue  across  our  borders  ; 
Disorder 's  coming  fast  when  the  elite 
Stoop  to  low  orders ; 

When  Britons'  staid  sobriety  of  dress 

Shall  give  place  unto  variegated  acres 
Of  spangles,  and  our  wicked  sons  look  less 
Like  undertakers. 

The  waltz,  however,  may  acquire  new  charms 

For  frisky  matrons  and  for  flirters  single, 
When,  twirling  in  the  arms  of  men  of  arms, 
The  Jingoes  jingle ; 

And  just  below,  the  bright  eyes  thus  are  bound, 

If  they  're  polite,  to  seek  a  looking-glass  in 
Their  own,  where  there 's  a  brightness  just  as  round, 
And  marked :  Kassassin. 

Let  no  brave  use  a  bushel  for  his  light, 

Be  it  but  rush-light ;  there  is  no  true  rising 
Without,  for  men  who  trade  like  men  who  fight, 
Self-advertising. 


AP-PY  THOUGHT. 

A  PRIZE  is  to  be  given  at  their  next  Eisteddfod  by  the  Cardiff 
Committee  for  the  best  Welsh  Pantomime  Libretto.  Our  Own  Panto- 
mimist,  Ap-JoNEs,  is  in  this,  though  he  says  he  will  not  compete 
against  Mr.  OSBORNE  MORGAN,  or  Sir  LEWIS  MORRIS  if  they  are 
going  in  for  it,  so  as  to  give  them  a  chance.  AP-JONES'S  first  notes 
are  sounded,  and  as  an  instalment  he  sends  us  the  following  sugges- 
tions, on  which  he  is  going  to  work  his  libretto :  — 

Bad  Spirit?— The  VVelshers,  Welsh  Sharpers,  and  Flying  Welsh 
Harpies.  Good  Spirits— the  usual  ones,  but  not  to  be  summoned 
from  vasty  deep  cellars  on  Sunday.  Mortals— AP-THOMAS,  AP- 
MORGAN,  AP-DAVID,  with  chorus,  "  We  are  an  Appy  Family;  we 
are,  we  are,  we  are  !  " 

Grand  Procession  of  The  March  of  the  Men  of  Garlick. 

Sensation  Scene— The  Shipwreck :  Springing  a  Leek. 

The  King  of  the  Bigheads  will  be  Sir  WATKIN  PUDDING,  and  the 
female  interest  will  be  centred  in  the  Maid  of  Llangollen.  The 
Pantomime  will  be  finally  submitted  to  AP-HABHIS,  and,  if  he  Ap- 
proves, it  will  be  produced  with  new  scenery,  dresses,  and  Ap-point- 
ments.  Clown  by  an  Ap-Rhryl  Fool. 

ONE  OF  THE  LIGHT-FINGERED  CLASS.— A.  Lady  with  small  taper 
fingers.  This'would  account  for  cases  of  Kleptomania. 


TO  CORKESPONDENTS.— In  no  case  can  Contribution!,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Hatter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unleii  »ecom 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelone  or  Cover.       Coaiei  of  IIS.  should  be  keot  by  the  Senders 
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Irish  Landlord  (to  his  Agent,  who  has  been  to  London  as  a  Witness).  "  ADD  DID 

TK   MIX   MUCH    IN  SoCIRfY,    llUBI-HT?" 

Mr.  Pat  Murphy.    "Mix  18  IT!     FAIX   I   mo  THAT,  iviRY  NIOHT  or  TBB 

WHOLE  TIMK,    AND  THKT   SAID  TBBT  'D  NIVCR  TASTED   ANTTH1NO   1.1KK   IT!" 


HOME-TRUTHS  FROM  ABROAD. 
(A  Long  Way  after  Browning.) 


"OH,  to  be  in  England 

Now  that  April 's  there. 

And  whoever  wakes  in  England 

Bee*  tome  morning,"  in  de*pair, 

There 's  a  horrible  fog  i'  the  heart  o*  the  town, 

And  the  greasy  pavement  is  damp  and  brown  ; 

While  the  rain-drop  falls  from  the  laden  bough, 

In  England— now  I 

n. 

"  And  after  April  when  May  follow*," 
Row  foolish  seem  the  returning  swallows. 
Hark  how  the  East  wind  sweep*  along  the  street, 
And  how  we  give  one  universal  sneeze ! 
The  hapless  lambs  at  thoughts  of  mint-sauce  bleat, 
And  daok*  are  conscious  of  the  coming  peas. 
Lest  yon  should  think  the  Spring  is  really  present, 
A  biting  frost  will  come  to  make  things  pleasant, 
And  though  the  reckless  flowers  begin  to  blow, 
They  'd  better  far  have  nestltd  down  below  ; 
An  English  Spring  sets  men  and  women  frowning. 
Despite  the  rhapsodies  of  ROBKKT  BEOWKIHG  ! 


Nor  GEKERAI.LT  Knowir.— Unprecedented  precautions 
were  taken  at  the  Enthronisation  of  the  Archbishop  of 
CAKTKKBURT.  It  was  at  first  proposed  by  an  Extreme 
Church  Party  that  His  Grace  should  wear  full  mediaeval 
pontifical  "ornaments,"  but  the  possibility  that  a  djna- 
milre  might  be  among  them  caused  the  proposition  to 
be  immediately  rejected.  Among  other  interesting  disco- 
veries connected  with  this  ceremony,  it  has  been  ascer- 
tained with  tolerable  certainty  that  about  the  period  of 
the  Reformation  the  tide  of  the  Bee  was  slightly  altered, 
and  CHASM  KB,  at  the  time  when  his  reputation  was  at 
stake,  where,  by  the  way,  it  was  made,  was  called  the 
Archbishop  of  Reoanterbury.  This  is  among  thing*  not 
at  all  generally  known. 


THE  Kino  AND  QUEXH  OF  TH«  NXTHJCRLAXDS.— Pluto 
and  Proserpine. 


LITTLE  SARAH  AND  HER  YOUTHFUL  SALLIES. 

(One  or  Two  more  of  Them.) 

TIIK  highly  entertaining  extracts  from  the  renowned  SARAH'S 
forthcoming  "  Ma  Vie  de  Thidtre,"  furniahed  last  week  by  a  daily 
Contemporary,  giving,  as  they  do,  a  brief  insight  into  the  extra- 
ordinary precocity  of  her  early  years,  have,  as  was  to  be  expected, 
only  whetted  the  public  appetite  for  some  further  acquaintance  with 
that  interesting  period  of  her  life. 

Indeed,  if  the  publishers  now  and  then  allow  a  favoured  corre- 
spondent or  two  to  have  a  judicious  peep  at  these  very  advanced  sheets, 
there  is  no  saying  what  the  first  week's  sale  of  the  book  may  not 
realise.  Here,  for  instance,  is  a  bit,  dealing  with  a  still  more  remote 
epoch  in  the  career  of  the  remarkable  genius  whose  slightest  doings 
are  soon  to  be  matters  of  European  interest. 

M.  JULES  CBAKETIK  merely  began  his  fragmentary  ezcerpta  in  the 
atmosphere  of  the  schoolroom.  The  following  little  passage  goes 
even  further,  and  takes  the  reader  straight  to  the  nursery.  The 
incidents  are,  of  course,  commonplace  enough,  and  such  as  might 
hare  been  expected  under  the  circumstances ;  still,  they  are 
characteristic. 

"The  moment,"  says  SARAH  BERNHABDT,  "  I  was  installed  in  my 
cradle,  my  character  underwent  another  complete  and  radical  change. 
Hitherto  I  had  merely  stared  at  a  magnificent  fresco  of  'JS'ero 
Playing  at  Skittles  with  Jehuiakim  in  the  Areopagus,'  that  used  to 
hang  suspended  from  the  ceiling  of  my  mother's  bedroom,  in  a 
dreamy  state  of  passive  disgust.  Now,  1  seemed  to  require  aggres- 
sive action.  I  began  by  eating  my  coral,  whistle,  bells,  and  all. 
Then  I  clutched  at  everything.  I  had  torn  a  few  sheets  and  blankets 
to  shreds,  hut  my  first  regular  onset  was  made  at  my  nurse's  front 
hair.  Every  particle  of  this  I  pulled  out  in  firm  tiny  handfuls 
by  the  roots.  My  Great-great-grand-uncle,  who  was  always  walking 
about  on  all  fours  and  imitating  the  screech  of  a  cockatoo,  with  a 
hearthbroora  down  his  neck,  to  amuse  me,  tried  feebly  to  intervene. 
I  beat  him  about  the  head  with  a  couple  of  feeding-bottles,  and  he 
got  quietly  under  the  sofa.  This  made  M.  Z laugh. 


"  'What  shall  we  do  with  her  ? '  ho  said,  holding  his  sides,  in  his 
brutally  vulgar  manner,  '  she  can't  keep  on  her  leg*.  What  do  you 
say  to  making  her  a  Stewardess  on  a  Boulogne  Steamboat  ? '  At 
that  moment  my  mother's  five  maiden  Aunts,  pretty,  airy,  curly- 
headed,  nimble-kneed  little  soubrettet,  danced  in,  and  struck  an  atti- 
tude round  the  foot  of  my  cradle.  But  the  Doctor  (be  was  the  oldest 
friend  of  the  family)  had  given  me  the  kitchen-poker  to  play  with, 
and  I  soon  made  a  pans  or  two  among  them  that  sent  them  capering 
off  to  the  other  end  of  the  room.  So  sped  my  babyhood  away.  All 
my  happiness  was  in  that  poker,  and  I  was  always  hitting  somebody 
over  the  head  with  it,  and  I  hit  hard." 

There  is  a  further  little  story  of  how  the  youthful  SABAH.  while 
cutting  her  second  front  tooth,  carvfd  a  colossal  group  of  "  Herculet 
strangling  the  Infant  Hvdrant*"  out  of  a  Mm  pie  block  of  Aberdeen 
granite  with,  a  blunt  razor  •  and  also  some  further  details  of  her  well- 
known  feat  of  paving  the  Rue  Rivoli  with  anphalte  one  hot  summer's 
evening  when  no  one  waa  looking.  Most  amuting,  too,  is  the  account 
of  the  witty  practical  joke  she  at  last  managed  to  play  on  her  would- 
be  tormentor,  M.  Z ,  with  two  quarts  of  boiling  lead,  on  his 

eighty-third  birthday.  This  should  be  read  to  be  enjoyed.  Altogether 
the  volume  promises  to  be  a  most  delightful  one,  and  by  anticipation 
we  already  take  off  our  hat  to  its  spirited  Editor,  M.  DEBEBBOUKG. 


Paradoxical. 

SOMITHTWO  's  wrong  with  the  "  rule  of  the  road  "  out  at  *ea. 
Or  else  our  ehip-steertrs  are  fooluh  and  feckless. 

More  wreckless,  perhaps,  the  great  ocean  might  be, 
Were  those  who  sail  on  it  leu  reckless. 


NETV  READIFO. — JOHW  BrtL  reading  the  perpetual  iteration  of 
Conservative  oratory,  complains  that  "his  Tory  repeats  himself" 
rather  too  much.  

HIGH  SPIRITS.— When  are  Spirits  like  Axioms?— When  they  a-e 
"  above  proof,"  to  be  sure. 
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TU    QUOQUE. 

Army  Candidate.  "AND  I  ONLY  MUFFED  oxis  THING  IN  THE  GEOGRAPHY 
PAPER.  COULDN'T  FOB  THE  LIFE  OF  ME  THINK  WHERE  THE  STRAITS  OF  MA- 
OAS'SAR  WKKK  !  " 

Fond  Father.  "OH,  I  SAY,  YOD  OUGHT  TO  HAVE  KNOWN  THAT.  FANCY— THE 
STRAITS  OF  MACASSAR  !  " 

Army  Candidate.  "WELL,  I  DIDN'T,  ANYHOW.  BY  THB  WAY,  WHERE  ARS 
THEY,  DAD  ! " 

Fond  Father.  "  OH— WHERE  ARB  THEY  t  OH— ER— THEY  'RE  —WELL,  THEY  'RE 
BUT  DON'T  YOU  THINK  WE  'D  BETTER  oo  TO  LUNCH  ?  " 


KING  MOB ! 

KINS  Mob  as  ever  on  mischief  bent, 

In  a  land  of  freedom  pitched  his  tent, 

In  every  capital  round  the  world. 

His  blood-stained  banner  King  Mob  unfurl'd. 

As  a  cowardly  cur  and  a  secret  spy, 

With  a  treacherous  hand  and  a  devilish  eye, 

He  stalked  unseen  and  with  bated  breath, 

He  marked  the  Monarchs  of  earth  for  death. 

King  Mob  in  civilisation's  sight, 

Proclaimed  his  gospel  of  dynamite, 

For  one  or  other  he  laid  his  snare, 

"  Invincible  "  here  and  "  Nihilist"  there. 

In  reckless  fashion  he  flung  his  net 

That  was  proof  against  sword  and  the  bayonet: 

What  matter,  he  said,  if  the  innocent  fall, 

Be  they  women  or  children,  murder  all ! 

He  came  at  last  over  land  and  sea, 

To  the  home  of  peace  and  the  island  free. 

A  spirit  of  discontent  he  cast, 

And  tore  the  page  from  a  nation's  past ; 

He  spread  the  terror  of  force  and  fist, 

And  flattered  the  impudent  Atheist ; 

Having  preached  up  crime  as  his  soul  thought  best, 

He  was  treated  by  law  as  an  idle  jest  I 

Wherever  he  came  and  whenever  he  spoke, 
They  took  King  Mob  for  an  idle  joke  ; 
When  he  entered  a  church,  and  began  to  swear, 
He  was  only  considered  a  harmless  bear  ; 
And  a  Magistrate  ready  with  courteous  whine, 
Let  His  Majesty  off  with  a  simple  fine. 
Red-handed  caught  at  the  dynamite  store, 
The  House  of  Commons  began  to  roar  I 

Beware,  King  Mob  !  for  the  time  has  come 
For  Britons  to  strike— and  to  strike  right  home. 
The  days  are  over  for  empty  sneers 
When  houses  tumble  about  our  ears ; 
It 's  a  little  too  late  to  hold  our  breath, 
With  a  mighty  Metropolis  mined  with  death. 
But  rebels  will  tremble  and  laughter  cease 
When  the  Hangman's  knot— is  the  Bond  of  Peace  ! 


MIJS.  RAMSBOTHAM  is  delighted  to  hear  of  the  establish- 
ment of  the  Vine  Club,  which  she  thinks  is  evidence  of  a 
strong  Anti-Blue  Ribbon  Armv  Association.  Now,  she 
says,  she  begins  to  understand  what  has  lately  been 
alluded  to  in  the  papers  as  "  The  Tipple  Alliance." 


THERE  is  a  small  rush  on  to  the  Stage  just  now  of 
talented  Amateurs.  Not  vanity,  but  a  praiseworthy 
desire  to  realise  a  modest  competency  is  their  motive. 
That  they  deserve  to  attain  their  object  is  evidenced  by 
the  public  display  of  their  incompetency. 


A  WORD  FOE  THE  DOCTORS. 

THE  Vivisection  Abolition  Bill  was  talked  out  the  other  day,  and, 
as  we  do  not  wish  to  see  the  progress  of  medical  science  checked,  we 
cannot  regret  that  the  proposal  was  lost.  The  whole  question  lies  in 
a  nutshell.  Vivisection,  as  the  law  stands,  can  only  be  practised 
under  very  stringent  regulations  and  the  authority  of  a  licence 
granted  by  the  Home-Office,  which  in  very  rare  oases  allows  experi- 
ments to  be  made  without  anaesthetics.  Only  one  per  cent,  of  the 
investigations  made  equals  the  pain  of  an  ordinary  surgical  opera- 
tion. And  what  does  the  world  owe  to  Vivisection  ?  The  discovery 
of  the  circulation  of  the  blood,  the  antiseptic  Surgery  of  the  present 
day,  the  famous  operation  by  which  Mr.  SPENCER  WELLS  and  others 
have  saved  the  lives  of  many  hundreds  of  women ;  all  these,  and  a 
thousand  other  benefits  we  owe  to  the  experiments  which  it  is  now 
proposed  to  abolish.  As  Mr.  CABTWRIGHT  said  during  the  debate — 
we  prefer  to  quote  him  instead  of  a  medical  man  like  Dr.  PLAYFAIK — 

"  Professor  LISTRR'S  discoveries  had  revolutionised  surgical  science,  and  it 
waisaid  he  had  reduce!  the  mortality  of  man  by  7  or  8  per  cent.,  and  yet 
on  account  of  the  restrictions  surrounding  the  provisions  of  the  present  Act, 
he  had  been  obliged  to  go  abroad  in  order  to  prosecute  his  invaluable  researches. 
In  the  LAMSON  case  the  clinching  evidence  which  brought  about  a  conviction 
was  derived  from  an  experiment  on  a  living  animal  ....  If  this  Bill  were 
passed  into  law,  experiments  would  be  made  on  human  frames  and  in  the 
rudest  form.  In  the  nineteenth  century  the  hon.  and  learned  Member  asked 


them  to  prohibit  investigation,  to  annihilate  inquiry,  and  to  say  science  was 
a  thing  that  must  be  curbed." 

No  cases  of  cruelty  under  the  existing  Acts  can  be  eited  as  occurring 
in  this  country,  all  the  horrors  of  which  we  read  taking  place  in  Conti- 
nental cities  where  there  are  no  restrictions.  As  Sir  WILLIAM  HAR- 
C00RT  said,  the  question  is,  "  Whether  man  as  the  superior  animal 
had  a  right  to  use  animals  for  his  benefit  P"  Of  course  that  can 
only  be  answered  in  one  way,  but  the  Anti-Viviseotionists  rush  off 
into  shameless  abuse  of  a  noble  profession,  and  do  their  cause  no 
good  by  it.  Sir  WILLIAM  HABCOUM  well  summed  up  the  debate 
when  he  said — 

"  They  must  bring  a  little  common  sense  to  bear  on  this  question.  They 
must  look  at  it  in  the  light  of  experience,  and  he  ventured  to  say  that  true 
humanity  was  on  the  side  of  these  eminent  m^n,  many  of  whom  were  among 
the  most  tender-hearted  members  of  society.  He  was  satisfied  that  under  the 
administration  of  the  existing  law  very  little  pain  was  inflicted,  and  that 
what  pain  was  inflicted  was  under  such  securities  and  guarantees  that  it  was 
not  only  in  the  course  of  experiment,  but  was  abundantly  justified." 

Mr.  Punch  yields  to  no  one  in  his  detestation  of  cruelty.  But  crimes 
must  not  remain  undiscovered,  our  children  must  not  die  of  zymoiic 
diseases,  and  our  wives  and  sisters  perish  for  the  want  of  the  skill 
and  the  knowledge  that  have  been  obtained  by  humane  operators 
from  Vivisection— conducted,  be  it  remembered,  in  ninety-nine  cases 
out  of  a  hundred  with  the  administration  of  anaesthetics. 
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THE    TEMPERANCE    BUDGET;    OR,    VIRTUE    REWARDED. 
John  Bull.  "  THREE-HALFPENCE  !    THE  PRICK  OF  A  Cup  or  COCOA  AND  A  SLICE  OF  BREAD-AND-BUTTER  !    I  'VE  BEEX  TOO  SOBER. 

I   SHALL   HAVE  TO  TAKE  TO   DlUNKINO   AO.U.V.       A'PAC  1ST  BlBtHDUMl" 


OUTRAGE   BY   A    VOLUNTEER.— They    were    marching   down   to  THE  Channel  Tunnel,  if  made,  will  be  known  as  a  portion  of  the 

Brighton  through  Horley.    Noticing  the  gay  holiday  aspect  of  the  Infunnel  Itegions.    This  notion  struck  Sir  WATKIS,  S.E.R.,  but 

village,  said  the  Old  Volunteer  to  the  Young  Volunteer,  "  What  is  funnelly  enough  it  had  previously  occurred  to  Mr.  STAAT  FORBES, 

the  difference  between  this  place  and  our  most  popular  Sporting  L.  C.  &  D. 
Novelist?"    Before  the  Young  Volunteer  had  time  to  think,  his 
ruthless  companion  shouted  out,  "  The  one  is  smart  Horley,  and  the 


other  is  HAWLKT  SMART  !  "    The  matter  is  now  in  the  hands  of  the 
War  Office.    But  the  Authorities  are  "  At  Fault." 


NEW  NAME  FOB  A  THEATRIC  WHIRS  THE  ACTORS  ARE  MORE  OB 
LKts  USISTELLIOIBLK. — "  The  Mumbles.'' 


172 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[APRIL  14,  1883. 


A    LITTLE    MISTAKE. 

The  New  Rector's  Wife.  "CAN  YOU  BECOMMEND  THIS  SEA-KALB?" 
Greengrocer.  "  IF  IT  's  FOR  THE  PEOPLE  ABOVE-STAIRS,  YES  ;  BUT 

IF  IT'S  FOR   YOURSELVES,    1   WOULD  SAT,   DOf/'T   TAKE  IT/" 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  PROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commont,  Monday,  April  2.— Very  curious  how  Sir  R. 
CROSS  objects  to  people  smiling,  much  less  laughing.  Whenever  he 
addresses  the  House  always  keeps  his  eye  fixed  upon  Right  Honour- 
able Gentlemen  on  Treasury  Bench.  If  anyone  smiles  he 's  sure  to 
hear  ot  it.  DODSON  always  safe,  but  HABCOCBT  constantly  offending, 
and  Mr.  GLADSTONE  has  been  specially  reprimanded.  Last  night. 
Sir  RICHARD  on  his  legs  making  disjointed  remarks  on  Criminal 
Appeal  Bill.  Stopping  suddenly,  with  head  on  one  side  and  gather- 
ing clouds  darkening  his  brow,  he  exclaimed,  "I  hear  someone 
smile."  Terrible  moment  of  suspense.  Expected  some  trembling 
man  to  be  giveu  up  by  his  affrighted  companions,  and  soundly 
birched  before  the  whole  school.  But  danger  passed  over.  After 
listening  intently  for  a  second  and  hearing  no  more  smiles,  Sir 
RICHARD  went  on,  not  quite  satisfied,  but  baffled. 

"  A  strangely  chequered  career,  CROSS'S,"  Mr.  CHARLES  RUSSELL 
mused.  "  Heaven  intended  him  for  a  schoolmaster,  his  neighbours 
made  him  Chairman  of  Quarter  Sessions,  and  DJZZY  projected  him 
into  the  Home  Office.  But  scratch  the  ex-Home  Secretary  and  you 
find  the  schoolmaster." 

Very  interesting  talk  with  RANDOLPH.  He 's  been  issuing  another 
manifesto.  The  Count  DE  CHAMBORD  nothing  to  him  in  this  kind  of 
literature.  Prince  NAPOLT.ON  not  a  patch  on  him. 

"  Yes,"  said  Baron  DE  WORMS,  ruefully  eyeing  my  young  friend 
as  he  sits  below  the  Gangway,  carefully  dressed  for  dinner  ;  "  but 
Prince  NAPOLEON  was  straightway  cast  into  prison." 

"  Of  course  NORTHCOTE  'e  done  for  now,"  I  said  to  Lord  RANDOLPH, 

and  the  bourgeois  placemen,  the  honourable  tadpoles,  the  Irish 
lawyers,  and  the  rest,  are  out  of  the  question.  Seems  to  me  choice 
grown  exceedingly  limited.  But  would  BALFOTJB.  do  to  succeed  Sir 
STAFFORD  '<" 

"Afraid  not,"  said  Lord  RANDOLPH.  "He's  rather  young,  and 
•what  you  may  call  pretty.  Wants  backbone." 

"WOLFF?" 


"Ah  I  WOLFF 's  a  good  fellow.  Speaks  very  good  French,  and 
knows  the  mouths  of  the  Danube.  But  I  am  not  sure  that  the  Party 
would  follow  him.  He  'd  make  an  excellent  Under-Seoretary  for 

Foreign  Affairs.  In  fact,  I  have  promised  him  that  when  I in 

short,  WOLFF  isn't  thinking  of  the  Leadership." 

"  Well,  there 's  GOBST.  Do  you  think  he 's  capable  of  '  agitating 
Scotland  and  arresting  the  attention  of  the  Midlands '  ?  " 

"I  do  not,"  said  RANDOLPH,  with  firmness.  "GoRSTis  a  little 
lacking  in  imagination,  and  his  humour  is  a  trifle  musty.  I  remember 
him  once  saying  to  me  he  couldn't  understand  what  BOTJBXE  meant 
by  impossibility  of  drawing  up  indictment  against  a  whole  people. 
'  Entirely  a  matter  of  fee,"  the  dear  old  Chappie  said,  quite 
seriously." 

"Then  choice  becomes  quite  too  utterly  narrowed." 

"  I  say  nothing  about  that,  TOBY.  But  a  Leader  is  a  man  who  can 
lead,  and  if  there  is  a  Party  in  this  House  well  disciplined,  it  may  be 
the  one  I  have  had  something  to  do  with." 

Business  done. — Read  Criminal  Appeal  Bill  a  Second  Time. 

Tuesday.— •"  Cave  Caine-m!"  Sir  STAFFORD  NOHTHCOTE  whis- 
pered in  Mr.  LOWTHEE'S  ear,  as  that  gay  young  Knight  rode  forth, 
like  young  What 's  his  name,  to  make  a  speech  or  two  in  the  Easter 
recess.  But  it  was  no  use.  "  I  never  posed  as  a  cautious  person," 
JAMES  plaintively  observed  to  the  audience  at  Kirby  Moorside. 
After  which  confession  he  ran  a-muck  at  Grand  Committees.  Declared 
they  were  packed  by  Birmingham  Caucus  (of  whom  it  seems  Sir 
JOHN  MOWBRAY  is  Chairman)  and  more  than  hinted  that  when  Bills 
came  back  they  must  be  gone  through  over  again  in  the  House. 
CAINE  going  to  put  question  on  subject. 

"  Most  unfortunate  tendency  this  of  JEMMY'S  to  blurt  out  things," 
says  Mr.  W.  H.  SMITH.  "  What  the  fighting  section  of  the  Carlton 
think  to-day,  he's  sure  to  tell  everybody  to-morrow." 

Quite  pathetic  to  Bee  Truthful  JAMES  waiting  to  be  dragged  up  for 
his  Caineing.  "Don't  know  anybody  of  his  experience  and  habits 
more  fully  capable  of  putting  on  air  of  ingenuous  simplicity,"  says 
HABCOURT,  eyeing  him  admiringly  as  he  tits  with  head  bent,  toying 
with  the  paper  on  which  his  answer  was  written.  "  But  when  he 
looks  mildest  he 's  most  dangerous.  We  '11  see  his  heels  fly  out  in  a 
moment." 

But  we  didn't.  The  SPEAKER,  doubtless  touched  by  JAMES  s 
helplessness  and  pretty  childish  ways,  interposed,  and  on  point  of 
order  ruled  question  inadmissible. 

Afterwards  spent  an  agreeable  evening  in  foreign  parts  under 
guidance  of  JACOB  BRIGHT  and  Sir  JOSEPH  PEASE.  J.  B.  interested 
on  account  of  the  Congo  River.  "Must  remain  a  territory,"  he 
says,  "  where  Missionaries  and  Manchester  men  Con-go  and  come  as 
they  please,  without  interference  from  Portugal." 

Curious  mixing-up  of  long-cloth  and  Missionary  labour  both  in 
this  and  the  even  more  Peasefull  debate  on  Opium  which  followed. 
Mr.  SAMUEL  SMITH,  in  course  of  brief  lecture,  put  the  case  for  sup- 
pression of  Opium  Traffic  with  irresistible  force.  "  Abolish  Opium 
Traffic,"  says  he,  "and  you  shall  make  ten  thousand  miles  of  railway 
in  China,  besides  giving  a  chance  to  Christianity."  That  fetched 
the  House  ;  and  the  Government,  instead  of,  as  usual,  meeting  the 
Motion  with  a  direct  negative,  wriggled  out  by  moving  the  Previous 
Question. 

Wednesday  Afternoon.— LYON  PLAYFAIB  's  foot  is  on  his  native 
heath,  and  his  style  Professor.  Question  is,  that  Vivisection  be 
abolished.  LYON  PLAYFAIH  says  "  No  !  "  and  tells  the  House  why 
in  most  charming  lecture.  Members  been  yawning  all  afternoon, 
and  mooning  round  corridors,  library,  and  terrace ;  now  flock  in, 
and  listen  with  growing  interest.  JOSEPH  GILLIS  sat  spell-bound  as 
the  Professor  traced  the  links  between  Man  and  Animal,  glancing 
aside  for  a  moment  to  express  the  hope  that  missing  one  may  some 
day  be  found. 

"  Mau,"  said  the  Professor,  "  is  only  the  King  of  Animals." 

This  disappointing,  but  might  be  worse. 

"  Let  me  tell  the  House  how  I  killed  two  rabbits,"  continues  the 
Professor. 

"Knocked  them  on  the  back  of  the  neck,  I  suppose,"  the  irre- 
pressible RANDOLPH  murmurs.  But  the  rest  of  House  thrilled 
with  anticipatory  horror.  Seems  that  late  Professor  SIMPSON  called 
one  morning  on  PLAYFAIR  in  Edinburgh,  and  asked  him  for  "  some 
liquor."  Thought  a  Scotchman  would  instantly  have  produced  a 
bottle  of  whiskey,  and  one  of  those  little  wooden  cups  that  grow  in 
the  Highlands,  and  treated  his  friend  handsomely.  On  the  contrary, 
PLAYFAIB,  took  him  to  laboratory,  and  brought  out  some  home-made 
stuff.  Professor,  evidently  mad  with  thirst,  about  to  gulp  it  down. 

"  No,"  says  PLAYFAIB ;  ''let 's  try  it  on  a  rabbit." 

Gave  a  noggin  to  one  rabbit ;  dies  on  the  spot.  Half  a  noggin 
to  another ;  lived  two  years  a  hopeless  idiot.  Professor  SIMPSON 
left  the  House  hale  and  hearty. 

"Ah!  ahl  "  cries  WILFBJD  LAWSON,  triumphantly,  "  that  comes 
of  total  abstention." 

Not  sure  I  've  got  the  rabbit  story  quite  right.  Fancy  it  was  some 
other  liquor  made  somebody  else  hopeless  idiot.  But  there  certainly 
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was  a  hopeless  idiot  in  the  case.    Proposal  on  foot  to  engage  LTOK 
PLAYFAIR  for  the  Session,  one  lecture  a  week.   Find  him  with  black- 
board and  chalk,  and,  if  necessary,  white  cloth  and  magic  lantern. 
liusinesi  done.— Discussed  Married  Fellows  and  Vivisected  Dog«. 

Thursday.— T&J.  CHHDEBS  introduced  Budget  to-night.  Very 
pood  speech  and  Yery  good  Budget.  Speech  particularly  artful. 
Conservatives  been  preparing  all  week  to  come  out  to-morrow  a» 
champions  of  Economy  in  National  Expenditure.  Heady  to  show, 
with  tears  in  eyes,  how  recklessly  present  Government  oeen  going 
on.  Meant  to  make  it  clear  to  tax-payer  that,  if  he  wanted  to  save 
remnant  of  pocket-money,  must  get  back  Conservatives  with  or 
•without  a  Leader.  To-night,  CHILDEKS,  with  most  innocent  ex- 
pression, mentioned,  a  propoi  de$  bottei,  a  few  figures  showing  how 
things  stood  during  six  years  of  Conservative  Administration,  and 
how  in  three  years  of  Liberal.  Conservatives  shocked,  Sir  STAFFORD 
NOBTHCOTB  quite  pained.  Lord  GEOBUE  HAMILTON  furious.  Sir 
RICHARD  Cuoss  indignant. 

"So  rude  of  CIHLDKRS,"  says  Grand  CROSS,  "going  mentioning 
these  things  in  a  Budget  Speech.  Especially  just  now,  when  we  had 
all  got  our  speeches  ready  for  to-morrow  night.  Would  never  have 
thought  it  of  CHILDKRS." 

Mr.  GLADSTONE  had  very  pleasant  evening.  Luxuriously  listened 
to  Budget  Statement,  went  off  leisurely  to  dinner,  returned  at 
eleven  o'clock  in  evening  dress,  with  a  rose  in  his  coat. 

"  Haw  !  Anything  going  on,  TOBT  P  "  he  said,  slightly  yawning. 
"  Oh,  of  course,  Budget  Night.  I  remember ;  CHILDKBS  made 
speech ;  riled  other  side.  Must  be  awful  bore,  don't  you  know,  to 
have  to  make  Budget  Speech,  and  then  to  listen  to  other  fellows ; 
getting  no  dinner.  Had  very  pleasant  evening  myself.  Sorry  for 
CHILDERS." 

And  the  Gay  Old  Man,  with  a  toothpick  projecting  from  his 
eloquent  lips,  strolled  away. 

liusiness  done. — Budget  introduced. 

Friday.—  Great  day  this  for  PETER.  Government  have  accepted 
his  Amendment  on  Reduction  of  Expenditure.  P.  positively  pervades 
the  place.  Linking  arms  with  everyone.  Two  at  a  time  preferred,  as 
that  makes  the  corridors  more  impassable.  Got  hold  of  me  just  now. 

"  All  very  well  for  you  fellows  to  laugh  at  me,  ToBf,"  he  shouted 
in  my  ear.  "  But  1  've  beaten  the  strongest  Ministry  of  modern 
times.  Forced  GLADSTONE  to  hia  knees.  United  both  parties  under 
my  banner.  Nunc  dimittis.  TOBT,  mine  dimittis." 

"Why,  cert'nly,"  I  said.  PETER  means  well,  but  he's  a  little 
boisterous  for  constant  companionship. 

Business  done.— Decided  to  be  more  economical. 


A  BROKEN  REID. 

(A  possible  Episode  from  the  Life  of  a  Practical  Philanthropist.) 

THE  red-coated  sportsmen  were  eager  for  the  hunt.  The  hounds 
could  scarcely  restrain  their  impatience,  and  the  horses  were  restive 
from  inaction.  It  was  a  lovely  morning— just  the  very  day  for  a 
grand  run. 

The  Master,  the  Huntsman,  and  the  Whipper-in  were  ready  to 
start,  when  the  report  of  a  gun  was  heard.  Then  there  was  a  rust- 
ling of  branches,  and  Mr.  REID,  M.P.,  appeared.  Mounting  on  a 
tub,  he  called  the  equestrians  around  him. 

"Ladies  and  Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "you  know  I  am  an  Anti- 
Viviseotionist.  You  know  I  object  to  cruelty  to  dogs  and  other 
dumb  animals." 

"  We  know  you  are  very  feeble  about  your  facts,"  replied  the 
Master,  who  found  Mr.  REID  tedious,  and  was  anxious  to  be  off. 

"  But  although  I  am  an  Anti-Vivisectionist,"  continued  Mr. 
Ruin,  M.P.,  quietly  ignoring  the  interruption,  "  I  have  still  a  hearty 
sympathy  with  sport." 

Here  some  of  the  Members  of  the  Hunt  audibly  suggested  that, 
although  Mr.  REID'S  words  were  of  an  excitingly  interesting  cha- 
racter, they  might  yet  be  kept  for  some  future  occasion. 

"  I  see  that  you  are  growing  impatient,"  continued  the  good  man  ; 
"  and  I  am  not  surprised.  Although  no  sportsman  myself,  I  can 
quite  understand  the  keen  pleasure—  the  intense  satisfaction—  of  a 
glorious  burst  over  a  ploughed  field,  or  a  leisurely  saunter  through  a 
bullfinch." 

"  Yes,  yes ! "  said  the  Master,  impatiently ;  "but  the  fox  is  await- 
ing us.  So  we  must  say  good-bye  !  " 

"  You  can  surely  stay  a  few  minutes  longer,"  continued  Mr.  REID, 
M.P.  "  The  other  evening,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  I  insisted 
that  your  one  idea  was  to  kill  a  noxious  animal." 

"Yes,  yes!" 

"That  you  did  it  as  quickly  as  you  could.  That  the  first  who 
came  upon  the  creature  had  the  right  to  despatch  him." 

"  Certainly,  certainly  !  " 

"  And  that  being  the  case,  as  I  was  walking  along  the  road  I  hap- 
pened to  come  across  Mr.  Reynard,  and " 


The  field  were  wild  with  excitement.  "  Which  way  did  he  go  ?  " 
"Where  was  he?" 

"  Knowing  that  yon  wished  to  kill  him  expeditious!/,  I  did  my 
beet  to  accommodate  you.  1  was  perfectly  successful.  I  closed  my 
eyes,  pulled  the  trigger,  and  shot  the  fox  as  dead  as  a  door-nail ! " 

There  was  a  shout  of  anger,  a  cry  of  hate,  and— a  Murder  ! 


THAT  THREE  HA'PENCE ! 

By  a  non-political  Tax-payer. 

HOOKA T  !    Let  rival  Chancellors  war, 
C'HILDKRS  and  NORTHCOTB  snap  and  spar  ; 
One  thing  I  mark— it  brings  me  pax, 
Three  ha  pence  off  the  Income-tax  ! 

What  matters  whether  old  or  new 
The  hand  that  doth  relax  the  screw  ? 
At  least  the  screw  it  duth  relax, 
Three  ha'pence  off  the  Income-tax  ! 

A  Surplus  I    True,  'tis  rather  small, 
But  better  that  than  none  at  all. 
And  there 's  one  burden  leaves  our  backs, 
Three  ha'pence  off  the  Income-tax  ! 

Egyptian  War  I    It*  cost  is  paid, 
And  there 's  a  little  left  in  Trade  ; 
The  Revenue  doth  slowly  wax. 
Three  ha'pence  off  the  Income-tax  ! 

A  Business  Budget  I  full  of  sense 
Though  void  of  the  sweet  eloquence 
Of  him,  the  wielder  of  the  axe, 
Three  ha'pence  off  the  Income-tax .' 

A  Temperance  Budget  f    Yes,  from  Drink 
The  Revenue  may  shrink  aad  shrink, 
Yet  in  remission  all  go  snacks ; 
Three  ha'pence  off  the  Income-tax  ! 

Ah  I  that  three  ha'pence  in  the  pound! 
Covers  a  lot  of  faults  all  round. 
They  take,  though  called  financial  quacks, 
Three  ha'pence  off  our  Income-tax  ! 

Financial  fight  my  mind  bewilders, 
But  here 's  a  health  to  Mr.  CHILDIRS  I 
Announcing,  spite  of  party  snacks, 
Three  ha'pence  off  the  Income-tax  ! 


COLLOQUY  ON  ARMY  ECONOMY. 

SAFECARD  and  SCRIW. 

Safecard.  More  work  for  the  British  Officer— Lord 
work.  (Reads  from  a  paper.)  "  Each  company  in  a  battalion  is  to 
be  struck  off  all  ordinary  duties  for  about  six  months  in  the  year, 
and  in  its  turn,  in  order  that  it  may  be  passed  through  a  complete 
course  of  drill  and  instruction  under  its  own  officers,  instead  of  being 
exercised  and  taught  by  specialists  such  as  musketry  instructors." 

Screw.  Delightful  task  for  the  British  Officer— "to  teach  the 
young  idea  how  to  shoot."  Give  them  more  work. 

Safecard.  More  work,  but  no  more  pay.  Expenses  of  living 
increasing  too,  and  allowance  stationary— for  jour  Subaltern  at 
five-shillings-and-six-pence  a  day. 

Screw.  Quite  right.  Competition  for  Commissions  continuing;  all 
the  same,  and  supply  exceeding  demand.  Wages  of  military  labour 
regulated  by  the  rate  of  the  labour  market. 

Safecard.  All  very  well;  but  the  employments  go  to  those  who  can 
afford  to  take  them.  The  purse  gains  the  day.  Money  still  makes 
the  (military)  man. 

Screw.  What  then? 

Safecard.  What  was  the  use  of  abolishing  Purchase  in  the  Army  ? 


New  Version  of  the  Old  Adage. 

(By  One  tcho  had  hit  Throat  cut  by  the  Salt  Wind  at  Etater. 

WHRK  Easter  falls  in  My  Lady's  lap. 
Then  Easter  deserves  a  good  sound  slap  I 


PABTY  EHBLEMS. — If  Conservatives  keep  up  the  custom  of  wear- 
ing Primroses  in  honour  of  Lord  BKACOSS-FILID,  Liberals  will  have 
to  display  button-holes  of  "  Sweet  William." 
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DISTINGUISHED    AMATEURS. THE    PAINTER    IN    WATER-COLOURS. 

DiitinguitJied  Amateur.  "  I— A— HUB  OTTT  A  GREAT  DEAL.     MOST  OF  MY  EFFECTS  ARE  GOT  BT  THAT." 
Old  Snarle.  "An,  CAPITAL  PROCESS  !    ONLY  YOB  DON'T  CAKRY  IT  QUITE  PAB,  BKOPQH  ! " 


THE  BUMPTIOUS  BOY. 

Am—"  Tht  Truthful  Boy." 

OBCB  there  was  a  bumptious  youth, 

"With  poodle  hair  and  fishy  eye, 
A  boy  who  loved  historic  truth, 

Aud  never,  never  sold  ally. 

And  everyone  admired  him  so, 
He  was  so  rude,  so  void  of  ruth  ; 

They  cried,  "  The  lad  hag  dash  and  go  I  " 
They  said.   "He'll   rise,  this  bumptious 
youth!" 

This  bumptious  boy,  in  boyish  pride, 
Observed  the  hunters  in  full  flight, 

And  said,  "  Could  I  not  better  ride, 
I  'd  hide  my  head  in  night-cap  white !  " 

He  sought  a  mount,  a  schoolboy's  scrub 
To  most  it  seemed,  and  small  at  that. 

He  stood  a-tiptoe  on  a  tub, 
And  scrambled  to  his  seat,  and  sat. 

Said  he,  "  They  make  a  jolly  fuss, 
These  huntsmen  old  ;  the  pace  looks  hot ; 

But  I  and  my  Bucephalus 
Will  lead  the  field  and  lick  the  lot !  " 

And  when  he  trotted,  smart  and  cool, 
OS  to  the  field,  the  people  cried, 
The  boy  though  bumptious  is  no  fool, 
He  like  enough  knows  how  to  ride." 

But  •when  in  spite  of  warning  shouts 
Of  "Hi!   'ware  wheat!"   straight  on  he 
pounded, 

Like  any  'AaRT,  serious  doubts 
About  his  horsemanship  abounded. 


your 


The  leading  huntsman,  wary,  steady, 
He  challenged,— it  was  cheek,  indeed. 

Crying,  "  Get  out,  you  ancient  Neddy, 
I  '11  give  the  lot  of  you  a  lead  1 " 

That  skilful  horseman,  with  a  wink, 
Said.   "  All  right,  youngster,   take 
line; 

I  know  the  Country,  and  I  think, 
If  you  don't  mind,  I  '11  keep  to  mine." 

And  all  the  people  laughed  and  said, 
"  Ill-mounted  urchin,  bumptious  mite, 

You'll  come  a  cropper,  tip  o'er  head, 
The  general  verdict,  '  Serve  you  right ! ' " 


"WHEBE  ABE  THE  POLICE  ?  "—Why,  as 
far  as  the  Detectives  go,  and  they  seem  just 
now  to  be  going  everywhere,  the  more  fre- 
quently this  question  is  asked  and  remains 
unanswered  the  better  for  the  interests  of 
justice  and  the  safety  of  the  community. 
The  less  the  public  knows  of  the  whereabouts 
of  the  Police  the  better  will  they  be  able  to 
do  their  work.  But  when  every  one  of  their 
movements  is  dogged  by  Reporters,  and  the 
results  made  public  by  the  Dailies  which  are 
all  struggling  for  the  Earliest  News  or 
"  Latest  Intelligence,"  the  conspirators  re- 
ceive timely  warning  and  the  well-arranged 
plans  of  the  Police  are  frustrated.  To  the 
Intelligence  Departments  of  the  Dublin, 
London,  and  Birmingham  Police  the  greatest 

Srais*  is  due.    And — another  thing — we  are 
elighted  to  hear  that  in  Birmingham  the 
Detectives  who  made  the  dynamite  captures 
were  armed  with  revolv«rs.    We  trust  it  is 
the  same  in  London. 


Cave  Felem ! 

IT  has  been  lately  pointed  out  that,  under 
existing  statutes,  offenders  convicted  of 
damaging,  or  attempting  to  damage,  persons 
and  property  by  the  explosion  of  substances 
such  as  dynamite,  are  liable,  in  certain  cases, 
not  only  to  imprisonment  or  penal  servitude, 
but  also  to  be  whipped.  Could  not  this  in- 
formation be  published  by  notices  posted 
about  in  the  proper  places  ?  It  might  save 
some  of  us  the  pain  of  seeing  a  degrading 
punishment  inflicted  on  our  (Fenian)  fellow- 
man.  For  the  protection  of  public  buildings 
there  is  probably  no  house-dog  that  would 
equal  the  Cat. 

"  THE  PEEB  AND  THE  PEEI." 

IF  I  had  a  Daughter  what  would  go 
On  to  the  Stage  when  I'd  said  "  No," 

Wouldn't  I  stop  her  ?    Yes.    Just  so. 
Woa,  there  I    Steady ! 

MBS.  RAMSBOTHAM  says  two  of  her  Nieces 
are  going  to  a  Fancy  Ball  as  Carmen.  She 
does  not  like  the  idea  of  the  thick  boots, 
smock  frocks,  and  corduroys,  and  thinks  they 
might  have  selected  a  more  ladylike  costume. 

As  an  evidence  of  extraordinary  warmth  of 
the  first  week  in  April,  the  penny  ice-carts  are 
already  out  in  the  most  aristocratic  parts  of 
the  Metropolis,  and  doing  a  thriving  business. 

IN  view  of  the  Divided  Skirts  and  Fan- 
tail  Dresses,  can  1883  be  termed,  as  far  as  it 
has  gone  at  present,  "  this  Year  of  Grace  "  i 
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ESMERALDA; 

OB,  "  MEET  MB  AT  'THE  LAME  '  WHEN  THE  CLOCK  STRIKES  EIGHT." 

CONSIDERING  that  Mr.  CARL  ROSA  has  only  got  Prury  Lane  for  an 
Opera  Season  of  one  month's  duration — just  sufficient  time  to  let 
people  know  that  he  is  there— the  performance  of  Eimeralda  is 

most  creditable  to 
the  management. 
The  mite-en-tci'ne 
is  very  good,  the 
grouping  and  the 
" business " 
evince  careful 
stage  -  manage- 
ment, and  the 
effects  obtained 
by  the  simultane- 
ous impulse  of 
arms  and  hands — 
in  the  end  of  the 
Second  Act.  where 
the  united  Har  ris- 
stocracy  go  wild 
— will  remind 
playgoers  of  the 
German  Com- 
pany, and  those 
who  have  seen 
the  new  Eden- 
Theatre  in  Paris, 

of  the  striking  action  of  the  crowd  in  the  Prologue  to  the  Great 
Ballet.  The  only  sign  of  anything  like  hurry  or  incompleteness  was 
to  be  found  in  the  costume  of  the  "  men  in  armour,"  belonging  to 
the  brave  corps  commanded  by  Captain  Phoebut,  who,  intended  to 
be  armed  eap-d-pied.  were  perfect  as  far  as  the  ankles,  where  the 
ordinary  modern  walking-boot  was  distinctly  visible— and  even  this 
might  be  set  down  to  the  indomitable  energy  and  enthusiasm 
of  the  chorus-men,  who  would  rather  be  on  the  scene  with  seven- 
teenth century  armour  on  their  backs  and  nineteenth  century  boots 
on  their  feet,  than  sacrifice  one  of  the  grand  effects  of  the  Opera. 

Mr.  do  HIND  THOMAS'S  music  is  throughout  graceful  and  melodious, 
but  it  lacks  character,  as,  for  example,  in  £imeralda'i  first  song, 


"  All  Hands  "  for  the  end  of  Act  II. 


"  Goring  Thomas." 

which  rather  reminds  us  of  a  sea-nymph  gliding  through  the  calm 
water,  and  singing  to  the  accompaniment  of  her  harp,  than  of  a 
dancing  Gipsy  Girl  with  her  tambourine  and  her  performing  goat. 

Madame  GEOROINA  BURNS  is  better  suited  to  the  part  as  a  vocalist 
than  as  an  Actress.  She  is  always  on  the  scene,  and,  when  not  engaged 
ia  being  fondly,  or  insanely,  hugged  by  her  lover,  or  threatened  by 
some  disagreeable  person,  she  is  at  once  set  upon  by  anyone  who  can 
get  at  her,  hauled  and  lugged  about  the  stage,  and  generally  bullied 
in  the  most  cruel  manner.  Like  Mr.  W.  S.  GILBERT'S  Policeman — 
"  When  operatic  duty  's  to  be  done,  poor  Esmeralda'i  life  is  not  a 
happy  one !  "  At  the  end  of  the  Second  Act,  Mr.  McGrcxrw— a 
stalwart  representative  of  the  dashing  Phccbut  —  takes  the  poor 
Lady's  head  under  his  protection  in  such  a  manner  that  he  appears 
to  have  got  her,  as  the  pugilists  say,  "  in  Chancery,"  in  which  try- 
ing position  she  is  dragged  hither  and  thither,  singing  all  the  time. 
Finally  he  lugs  her  desperately,  and  still  in  Chancery,  up  the  steps, 
with  such  vigour  that  we  wondered  she  had  any  breath  left  in  her 
body.  Occasionally,  when  Mr.  McGrcKiN  gave  her  a  second's  rest, 
we  heard  her  voice  making  a  plaintive  appeal  in  a  high  key  from 
somtwhere  under  Mr.  McGtJCKiN's  arm  ;  but  directly  he  became 
aware  of  there  being  any  life  left  in  her,  he  set  to  work  to  hug  her 
head  more  closely  than  ever  to  him,  and  in  this  helpless  position  he 


rushed  about  with  her,  first  to  the  left,  then  to  the  right,  as  though 
he  were  on  the  platform  of  some  puzzling  junction,  vtinly  endeavour- 
ing to  obtain  information  from  anyone  as  to  the  whereabouts  of  his 


Edueralda,  evidently  one  of  the  Romany  or  Roman  nei  tribe,  intrrriewed  by 
the  Rev.  Claude  Frollo,  of  the  MeaWral  Church  and  Slap  Guild. 

train  and  the  time  of  its  starting.    The  heroine  had  about  as  hard  a 
time  of  it  as  any  prima  donna  we  ever  saw. 

The  Reverend  Claude  Frollo  (Mr.  LUDWIO),  whose  taste  for  theatri- 
cals led  him  into  the  commission  of  some  very  unclerical  acts,  was 
apparently  suffering  either  from  a  cold,  in  which  case  we  sincerely  pity 
him,  or  from  a  mistaken  notion  that,  to  convey  the  ides,  of  concen- 
trated passion,  the  singer  should  be  as  confidential  as  possible,  and 
so,  though  no  doubt  he  was  very  good  and  sang  perfectly,  we  were 
unable  to  give  any  opinion  on  the  subject,  as  to  us  he  was  almost 
inaudible. 

Mr.  LESLIE  CROTTT'S  Quarimodo  is  a  very  clever  performance, 
seeing  what  a  difficult  character  it  is, 
and  how  completely  the  librettists  have 
washed  all  the  colour  out  of  it.  Occa- 
sionally Mr.  CHOTTT,  by  the  production 
of  his  voice  and  his  pronunciation  of 
certain  words,  vividly  recalled  Mr.  SAKT- 
LET.  He  has  to  sing  the  best  and  most 
telling  air  in  the  whole  Opera ;  and  had 
the  situation  been  more  favourable,  the 
audience  would  have  enthusiastically 
insisted  on  his  taking  their  encore  of  "  1. 
cursed  of  gods  and  men."  Why  "gods"? 
Quasimodo  wasn't  a  heathen.  The 
librettists  have  damaged  the  story,  and 
the  finish  is  ineffective.  Fancy  missing 
the  grand  effect  of  Quarimndn  chucking 
Claude  over  the  top  of  Notre  Dame 
tower  1  What  a  splendid  Wagnerian  sen- 
sation this  would  have  been,  musically 
illustrated  by  a  chromatic  scale  descent,  from  the  topmost  note  in 
the  treble  down  to  the  lowest  note  in  the  bass, — then  one  solemn 
whack  on  the  drum,  and  "  the  rest  is  silence." 
Could  Etmeralda  have  had  one  such  song  as 
falls  to  the  lot  of  any  one  of  her  operatic  rela- 
tives, Arline,  Maritana,  Carmen—  could  poor 
Quarimodo  have  had  something  as  bruique  and 
catching  as  the  "  Piff-paff"  of  Marcel,— could 
Phabut  have  walked  to  the  "  note,"  and  come 
out  with  something  as  stirring  as  the  Toreador, 
or  Miss  PKHBT.  as  Fleur-de-Lyt,  have  had  a 
song  like  the  Queen's  in  The  Huguenot*,  the 
lasting  popularity  of  Etmeralda  would  at  once 
have  been  secured.  But  as  it  is,  the  public  has  to  make  its  acquaint- 
ance, to  get  to  know  the  Opera,  and  so  to  "  learn  to  love  "the  some- 
what Bizet- Wagnerinh  music,  for  which  process,  on  account  of  Mr. 
ROSA'S  very  brief  London  season,  the  public  literally  has  not  the  time. 
Colombo  is  the  new  Opera,  of  which,  as  at  present  advised,  we  can 
only  say  that  the  music  is  by  A.  C.  MACKENZIE,  and  the  libretto  seems 
to  be  good.  Whoever  wrote  it— no,  we  should  say  and  correctly— 
HUEFFKK  wrote  it. 

CORRECT  TITLE  FOB  not  NEW  LINK.— The  Charing  Cross-the- 
River-and-under- Water-loo  Electric  Railway.  >To  ventilation 
necessary.  This  scheme  can't  end  in  smoke.  There  's  a  first-rate 
Board  of  Electric  Directors,  and  no  chance  of  any  Elec-tricks  upon 
travellers. 


Quatimodo ;  or.  Bent  on 
Mischief. 


Two  of  the    Leading 
Featuies  in  the  Opera. 
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TOILERS  AND  SPINNERS. 

THE  Ministerial  Member  for  Bir- 
mingham pitches  into  Lord  SALIS- 
JUKY  as  a  member  of  a  class  that 
'toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin." 
This  is  not  one  of  the  many  clever 
.hings,  Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN,  which  you 
are  noted  for  saying.  A  leading 
jolitioian,  of  whichever  party,  being 
also  a  Peer,  whether  in  Opposition 
or  Office,  must  necessarily  toil,  more 
or  less,  but  can  hardly  spin,— unless 
le  "  spins  round  "  with  a  fair  partner 
n  the  giddy  waltz.  Or  he  may  go 
out  on  horseback  for  a  spin  on  the 
downs.  Bat  these  are  two  instances 
where  "  spinning  "  is  a  pleasure,  not 
a  toil— or  at  least  it  ought  to  be  so. 
For  ourselves — but  no  matter.  The 
only  sort  of  lord  who  spins  and  toils 
at  the  same  time,  toiling  as  he  spins 
s  a  Cotton  Lord— and  he  doesn't 
personally  always  toil  or  spin  very 
nuch. 

"THE  MAGAZINES  FOR  APRIL" — 
lave  all  been  carefully  guarded. 
Sentries  are  posted  at  all  the  chief 
publishing  offices.  Some  explosive 
material  was  detected  in  the  Nine- 
teenth Century  Magazine,  but  its 
effect  has  been  carefully  neutralised. 
...  In  spite  of  all  precautions,  the 
Magazines  have  all  gone  off,  but  for- 
tunately without  doing  any  injury. 
Most  people  have  only  been  able  to 
judge  of  their  contents  by  the  various 
reports.  

THE  PREMIER,  while  in  London, 
being  compelled  to  leave  off  cutting 
trees,  has  been  advised  by  his  medi- 
cal man  to  take  to  cutting  jokes. 


MORLET'S  VERDICT  ON  THE  OPPO- 
SITION TACTICS.—"  The  trail  of  the 
Woodcock  is  over  them  all. " 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.   131. 
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LORD  HENRY  LENNOX,  M.P., 
As  "  UASTBR 


MRS.  GENIUS. 

(Song  of  a  Sorrowful  Hero-  Worshipper. ) 
AIR — "  Mrs.  Johnson." 

GREAT  Mr.  GENIUS  takes  a  bride, 
Through  life  to  struggle  at  his  side, 
By  law,  and  her  own  heart-strings,  tied 

To  mighty  Mr.  GENIUS. 
Her  task  to  feed  his  spirit's  flame, 
To  mend  his  breeks,  and  mark  his  fame, 
To  meet  all  bother,  bear  all  blame, 

Oh,  happy  Mrs.  GENIUS  1 

He  to  his  desk  devotes  the  day  ; 
Shall  he  be  plagued  with  bills  to  pay, 
Costers  or  cats  to  scare  away  ? 

Leave  that  to  Mrs.  GENIUS  I 
His  duty  is  big  books  to  write, 
Which  give  Society  delight ; 
To  tend  the  house  from  morn  till  night 

Is  task  for  Mrs.  GENIUS. 

To  halls  of  light  he  may  repair, 
His  name  is  famous  everywhere ; 
She  stays  at  home  and  suffers  there, 

Poor  jealous  Mrs.  GENIUS  ! 
Shall  he  stint  ease  or  pleasure  ?    No ! 
She  cannot  soar,  then  let  her  sew, 
And  sup  on  porridge ;  'twill  keep  low 

The  pulse  of  Mrs.  GENIUS! 

He 's  of  an  atrabilious  mood, 
At  bearing  pain  he  is  not  good, 
But  given  to  grumble  and  to  brood 

And  worry  Mrs.  GENIUS. 
He  growls  much  like  a  bee-slung  bear, 
Denouncing  all  in  earth  and  air. 
She  loves — and  listens ;  that 's  the  share 

Of  lucky  Mrs.  GENIUS. 

Among  earth's  stars  he'll  deign  to 

roam. 

Sirens  his  shaggy  locks  will  comb. 
Dames  pet  him.     She  can  patch,  at 

home, 

The  dressing-gown  of  GENIUS. 
Of  letting  her  make  friends  he 's  shy. 
No,  let  her  feeble  fingers  try 
To  wringwetsheets(with  wetter  eye) 
Poor,  lonesome  Mrs.  GENIUS  ! 


SHOW  SUNDAY ;  OR,  QUITE  A  LITTLE  OILYDAY. 

(By  Our  Own  Mr.  tferry-go-Bounder  commissioned  to  visit  all  the 
Studios.*) 

THE  President  of  the  Republic  of  Painters  told  me  confidentially 
•while  expressing,  through  the  half-opened  door,  his  regret  at  being 
unable  to  admit  me  into  his  studio,  that  his  principal  Picture  would 
not  be  ready,  or,  if  ready,  only  just  in  time,  for  the  Academy. 
"  Then,"  I  exclaimed,  "  you  are  keeping  up  your  name,  and  you  '11 
be  known  this  year  as  Sir  FREDERICK  LATE'UN."  A  shriek  of 
laughter,  and  a  heavy  fall  in  the  passage  as  the  door  slammed-to, 
proclaimed  that  my  side-splitter  had  had  its  effect. 

I  ascertained  in  the  neighbourhood  that  Mr.  POTNTEB'S  "  Queen 
of  Sheba,"  called  "  BALKIS  is  willing,"  will  not  be  exhibited  at  the 
Academy.  "  A  disap-poynter,"  as  the  funny  Author  of  Jocoseria 
observed.  At  Mr.  AGNEW'S  Gallery  [always  Bag  news  At  the 
AONEWS']  in  Bond  Street  I  was  unable  to  get  near  Mr.  BRITON 
RIVIERE'S  chef-d'ceuvre — (why  "  Briton  "  when  he  's  a  foreigner  ?) ; 
but  as  far  as  I  could  gather  from  the  Policeman  who  was  keeping 
the  crowd  off,  it  is  something  about  a  farmyard  from  which  all  the 
fowls  have  been  taken,  except  one  old  rooster  who  is  giving  a  final 
"  Cock-a-doodle-doo  I  "  before  being  carried  off  by  the  cook.  So 
much  I  made  out  from  the  title,  which  is  "  The  Last  of  the  Crew.'" 

While  taking  some  slight  but  necessary  refreshment  at  the  soda- 
and-milk  shop  next  to  the  Gallery,  I  was  able  to  pick  up  a  good  deal 
about  the  Pictures  on  view  from  the  remarkably  well-informed  and 
intelligent  young  milk-and-water  colourist  who  serves  the  customers. 
From  her  I  understood  that  Mr.  B.  RIVIERE'S  other  Picture— or  one 
of  his  other  Pictures — illustrates  a  scene  where  the  Leviathan  of  the 

*  From  internal  evidence,  of  which  the  reader  will  fce  able  to  judge,  we 
have  our  doubts  aa  to  whether  he  vlxited  any  one  of  them.  We  were  not 
aware  that  Refre»hment-places  and  Picture  Galleries  were  open  on  Show 
Sunday. — ED. 


Turf  (whoever  he  may  be)  and  a  few  milllonnaires  are  seated  round 
one  of  the  roulette-tables  at  Monaco  :  it  is  called  "  Giants  at  Play. 
I  then  inquired  about  Mr.  MACWHIRTER'S  works,  and  was  told  that 
his  great  Picture  was  something  about  a  young  Lady  at  BIRCH  s ; 
being  treated  to  a  turtle  luncheon,  I  presume. 

From  here  I  went  to  Mr.  BOLL'S.    He  has  painted  a  couple 
subjects,— the  Queen's   subjects,   and   both  very  distinguished,— 
which,   if  placed  together,  will,   of   course,  be   called      Peace 
and  "  War  "—the  first  being  Mr.  JOHN  BRIGHT,  and  the  second 
H.R.H.  the  Duke  of    CAMBRIDGE    in  full   uniform.     The    same 
talented  Academician  has  also  done  a  first-rate  portrait  of     Our  Mr. 
TENNIEL,"  which,  however,  is  going  to  the  Grosvenor  Gallery.    As 
the  latter  work  was  not  completed,  it  was  hidden  from  this  visitor  e 
inquiring  gaze  by  a  curtain.  ,  .      , 

"  Ars  est  celare  artem,"  I  observed  to  the  recently  elected  Acade- 
mician, as  I  tried  to  raise  a  corner  of  the  drapery  and  obtain  a  peep. 
But  Mr.  HOLL  was  Holltogether  too  quick  for  me,  and  being  in  a 
hurry  I  left  without  seeing  the  Hidden  Gem. 

Mr.  BOUGIITON  has  chosen  an  historical  parallel,  and  has  ionnd  out 
a  resemblance  between  the  Prime  Minister  of  Holland  and  the  same 
official  in  France  ;  he  calls  it  "  A  Dutch  Ferry."  If  this  is  a  success, 
he  will  follow  it  up  with  "A  Itussian  Gladstone,"  "  An  Dalian 
Bismarck,"  "  An  American  Salisbury,"  and  so  on.  He  has  also  the 
fancy  portrait  of  a  modern  playwright,  called  "  The  Piece-maker. 

Mr.  KKELT  HALSWELLB'B  was  the  last  I  inquired  about  on  my 
return  visit  to  where  the  Pictures  are  kept  in  Bond  btreet,  and  a 
very  polite  Gentleman,  in  a  velvet  skull-cap,  told  me  that  Mr. 
K.  H/s  subject  is  intended  as  an  opposition  to  the  well-known  illus- 
trated advertisement  for  PEARS'S  soap,  and  is  called  plainly,  _  uut 
Windsor."  "So  Hals-welle  that  ends  well,"  I  said  to  my  kindly 
informant,  which  rib-tickler  was  too  much  for  him,  and  I  left 
cramming  his  skull-cap  into  his  mouth  to  prevent  an  explosion, 
which  might  have  been  mistaken  for  dynamite  and  caused^  panic. 

Mr.  TOOTH  has  a  great  draw  in  Sir  JOHN  GILBERTS  picture 
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"  Mr.  Jorley  our  Butlar  03  joined  us  when  we  fust  come  to  Eaton  Square  it  quite 
a  Artis  and  paints  Oil  Pictures  that  lutiful  his  Pantry  is  a  reyilar  Stewdeo  he  send 
them  framed  lovely  to  the  Royal  Acadimy  Exibiihon  which  they  generilly  gets  ung  an 
the  line  Mr.  Carver  our  Ed  Footman  is  orfle  jelous  of  him  and  sayi  its  all  along  of 
the  Adress  he  writes  on  the  back  "  1 1 — (Letter  from  JANB  the  Upper  Scullery-maid. ) 


"THE  THIN  RED  LINK." 

(Iforse  Guard*  Duo.) 

"  Hit  Royal  Highnem  did  not  welcome  the  chanfe.  Ho 
thought  it  a  good  thing  for  a  soldier  that,  when  in  action,  he 
ihould  be  Ti»ible."— Datly  Poptr. 

Pro. 

WHO  says  a  soldier  '§  a  thin?  ready  made 
Of  a  suit  of  grey  and  a  service-spade  f — 
That  there  'a  pluck  in  picking  a  Vantage  ground, 
Then  digging  a  hole  and  heaping  a  mound  ? 
The  notion  '•  preposterous,  laughable,  quizzible  I 
By  Jove,  Sir,  a  loldier— he  ought  to  be  visible .' 

Con. 

I  grant  yon  all  that ;  but  when  Six-foot  Guards 
Like  ninepins  go  down  at  a  thousand  yards, 
'TU  time  to  note  that,  if  work  's  to  be  done, 
A  field  to  be  saved,  a  day  to  be  won, 
It  won't  be  by  speeches  aa  firework  aa  fizzible, 
Bat  by  getting  well  home  with  movement  invisible. 

Pro. 

Pooh !    Staff,  Sir !    What  served  aa  at  Waterloo  '• 

Your  neutral  tint,  or  your  washed-out  blue  ? 

Digging  and  dodging?— I  rather  opine 

A  rush  with  a  cheer  of  a  "  thin  red  line," 

In  the  midst  of  a  hailstorm  of  all  things  whizzible  I 

Don't  talk,  Sir,  to  me  of  a  coat  that  '•  not  visible  I 

Con. 

No  use,  my  good  friend  ;  for  though  yon  may  bleai 
The  days  that  departed  with  old  Brown  Beta, 
If  you  make  that  "  red  line,"  that  never  will  yield, 
A  target  for  every  shot  in  the  field, 
Of  your  foemen  you  '11  stir  the  faculties  risible — 
For  neither  your  troops  nor  your  brains  will  be  risible  ! 


"  THE  FISHERIES  EXHIBITION. "—Among  the  wonders 
of  the  deep  will  probably  be  included  The  "  Fishery  "  on 
the  Thames,  or  a  working  model  of  it,  contributed  by  Sir 
BEAUMOHT  and  Lady  Florence  Dims. 

Now  ready,  Block  on  the  Understanding.  By  the 
Member  for  Bridport. 


representing  a  fraudulent  feartf-fl&jer  at  the  very  moment  o: 
detection,  swallowing  the  king  of  trumps  to  prevent  exposure.  It  is 
called  "  The  Trump  Eater."  The  crowd  was  so  great  I  was  com- 
pelled to  take  my  information  from  the  Dentist  in  uniform  who 
guards  the  TOOTH  exhibition. 

Mr.  J.  C.  HORSLEY'S  "  Wedding  Rings  "  appeals  to  various  circles 
but  as  the  distinguished  Artist  only  shook  his  head  and  frowned  01 
me  from  a  first-floor  window,  calling  out  angrily,  "  Not  to-day 
don't  want  you  to-day,"  I  rather  imagine  he  mistook  me  for  a  model, 
and  so  I  was  obliged  to  obtain  information  secondhand ;  that  is,  for 
the  moment.  No  doubt  he  will  write  to  me  and  explain. 

Pushing  through.the  crowd  in  St.  John's  Wood,  I  met  Mr.  MABKS 
on  his  own  doorstep.  I  knew  him  immediately  from  his  having  been 
pointed  out  to  me  on  the  First  of  April,  and  it  was  impos- 
sible for  anyone  who  has  once  seen  him  not  to  recognise  at  a 
glance  that  tall  ascetic  nervous  figure,  that  thin,  pale,  thoughtful 
face,  those  coal-black  locks,  finely  chiselled  aquiline  nose  (which  a 
Caesar  might  have  envied),  those  dark  heavy  eyebrows,  and  sweet, 
sad,  melancholy  smile.  "  You  needn't  come  in,"  he  whispered,  in 
his  low,  musical  voice,  "  I  will  tell  you  that  my  best  picture  is 
that  of  a  Modern  Masher,  who  is  dressing  for  a  ball,  and  at  the  last 
moment  is  unable  to  find  the  link  for  one  of  his  wrist-bands.  Need 
I  say  I  call  it  '  The  Missing  Link'?  Good-bye!  "  And  bowing 
courteously  he  turned  to  speak  to  a  couple  of  Bishops,  with  whom  he 
was  soon  engaged  in  some  abstruse  theological  argument. 

I  just  caught  Mr.  MILLAIS  as  he  was  mounting  one  of  his  own 
Pictures  preparatory  to  going  into  the  Park.  "  What  is  it  my  dear 
young  friend?"  asked  the  great  Painter  whose  resemblance  to  the 
late  Earl  RUSSELL  in  height  and  general  manner  is  remarkable. 

The  names  of  your  Pictures !  "  I  shouted  as  he  was  just  moving  off. 

I  11  tell  you  one  of  them,"  he  returned  blandly,  "it  illustrates  a 
scene  in  a  Sculptor's  studio.  I  call  it '  The  Ghost  Chamber.'  "  And, 
bowing  to  his  saddle-bow  and  to  me,  he  ambled  gaily  away. 

I  was  fortunate  in  gaining  admission  to  the  exterior  of  Mr.  CAL- 
DEKON'S  studio  just  as  the  shutters  were  being  put  up  for  the  day, 
but  the  boy  on  duty  told  me  that  the  Picture  would  be  a  figure  of  a 
fishmonger's  lad  carrying  a  fish  in  a  small  piece  of  the  Daily  Telegraph 


newspaper.  "  It  is  called,"  said  the  honest  youth,  as  he  pocketed  my 
handsome  largesse,  while  tears  of  gratitude  stood  in  his  eye*,  "it  is 
called  '  The  Wrapt  Sole.'  And  if  you  want  to  know  anything  fur- 
ther "  —  but  I  didn't,  and,  jumping  into  my  cab,  I  urged  him  on  at  the 
rate  of  two  shillings  an  hour  to  Mr.  WATTS'*,  who,  ever-mindful  of 
his  great  ancestor,  the  "  How-doth-the-little-busy-bee  "-Doctor, 
has  simply  painted  a  boy,  and  called  it  "  One  of  Doctor  Watts's 
' 


Little 

I  had  yet  many  others  to  see,  but  the  shades  of  night  were  falling 
fast,  ana  my  Excelsior  cab—  (title  my  own  and  patented—  Why 
"  Excelsior  "  ?  Because  he  is  always  on  hire  and  hire]—  was  becom- 
ing weary  of  waiting  half  -hours  at  the  doors  of  the  best  Artists,  and  I 
was  anxious  and  hungry.  "  Home  !  "  I  cried,  when  suddenly  Mrs. 
SEYHOTTR  LUCAS  drove  up  in  her  well-appointed  Victoria  ana  pair. 
Standing  on  the  step  with  the  grace  of  an  Apollo  and  the  lightneis  of 
an  Ariel,  I  begged  to  know  the  name  of  her  picture,  as  "  I  can't  go 
and  see  it,"  I  said,  "for  I  am  quite  -  ." 
Tired  Out,"  she  taid. 

I  am,"  I  returned.  "  And  as  to-day  I  can't  see  more,  look  as  close 
as  I  may,"  —  but  ere  1  had  finished  my  graceful  carambole  on  the  fair 
Artist's  name,  one  of  her  thoroughbreds  gave  a  start  and  in  another 
moment  I  was  in  the  arms  of  the  Crossing-sweeper  with  a  little  piece 
of  paper  in  my  hand,  on  which  was  written,  "  Tired  Out,  by  Mrs. 
SEYMOUR  LUCAS."  Then  it  broke  in  upon  me,  and  after  rewarding  the 
Sweeper,  I  was  driven  home,  had  a  row  with  the  Cabman  (of  wnich 
rou  will  hear  more  if  there  is  justice  left  in  the  land),  and  went  wearily 
in  to  dinner.  The  first  thing  they  placed  before  me  was  a  hors-d'ccucrt 
'began  to  hate  the  name,  I  had  heard  so  much  of  chef-d'auvre  all 
day)  of  sardines  done  in  oil.  "A  perfect  picture,"  said  my  wife. 


lad  been  all  among  the  Oils  all  day — quite  a  little  Oilyday— and 

lad  worked  like  a  man  on  the  htiile. 

Friends  dropped  in  to  discuss  the  Pictures.  We  sat  up  late  that 
_ight.  And  when  they  left  me,  at  3'30,  after  a  protracted  artistic  argu- 
ment, we  were  all,  more  or  less,  colour-blind.  So  ended  the  Show  Day. 
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'ARRY  ON  HIS  CRITICS  AND  CHAMPIONS. 

DEAR  CHARLIE, 

I  'AD  yours  0.  K.,  and  the  noosepaper  cutting  inside, 
Atipariently  writ  by  a  party  as  puts  up  his  docks  on  my  side, 
Wioh  thank  'im  for  nothink  's  my  arnser.    The  ink-slinger  's  plainly  a  flat, 
And  as  for  defending  me—  Walker  !  I  larfed,  CHARLIE,  all  rouad  my  'at. 

Nice  sort  of  old  miwy  he  makes  me.  I  'm  "poor  and  ill-dressed,"  CHARLIE—  me  .' 
"When  Rhino-cum-KiNO  's  my  motter  !    It  's  all  blessed  fiddlededee. 
"  A  ill-used"—  toot  is  it  ?—  oh,  "  Citizen  "—sounds  like  a  steamer,  I  know- 
As  if  I  was  old  Sir  JoHir.BENNEir,  or  Alderman  "  out  ia  the  snow.' 

He's  a  "  don't-nail-his-ears-to-the-pump"-er,  this  party,  dear  boy,  and  no  kid. 
He  says  HOSCAR  WILDE  doesn't  like  me  !  !  !    Who  'd  care  half-a-bull  if  he  did  ? 
But  he  's  maybe  a  bit  orf  the  rails,  Mister  HOSCAR  's  no  muggins,  you  bet, 
And  we  snide'nns  are  birds  of  a  feather,  and  wide-oh  at  spotting  the  net. 

I  am  not  quite  so  out  of  it,  CHARLIE,  as  wot  this  yere  Jorkins  may  think  ; 
I  've  seen  HOSCAB  WILDE,  yus,  and  WISTLBB,  and  tipped  'em  the  haffable  wink  ; 
And  though  I  "m  not  nuts  on  their  notions  ia  culler  and  coat-sleeves,  and  that, 
He  's  a  tidy  bit  out  in  his  reck'ning  who  sets  either  down  as  a  flat. 

Lor',  CHARLIE,  they  "re  fair  on  the  job  !   They  are  like  me  in  one  thing,  old  pal  ; 
They  do  know  their  book,  and  no  error.    The  World  is  arf  fad  and  fal-lal  • 
I  've  mine,  and  you  've  yourn,  and  the  caper  is  jest  to  play  on  'em  all  round, 
And  if  I  'd  long  'air  and  the  skriggles,  'twould  suit  me  right  down  to  the  ground. 

Their  lay  would,  I  mean.    As  to  WISTLEB,  I  went  to  his  Show.    Sech  a  spree  ! 
Not  the  Pieters—  they  didn't  count  much,  but  the  pick  o'  the  fun  was  to  see 
The  Swells  gawping  round  at  his  scratches,  like  lunatics  puzzled  and  flustered, 
In  a  room  like  a  big  padded  cell  as  they  'd  used  for  the  stowage  of  mustard. 

I  carn't  say  I  like  HOSOAR'S  hair,  and  a  kink  in  the  waist  ain't  my  style, 
I  'm  more  ah  lar  militare,  CHARLIE,  close  cropping  and  plenty  of  ile  ; 
Bat  if  fluffing  and  flopping  was  fetching  in  suckles  in  wich  I  might  spin, 
Wy  I  'd  flop  with  the  best  of  'em,  CHARLIE,  so  long  as  it  pulled  in  the  tin. 

As  to  young  Oxford  nobs  and  the  Mashers,  that  's  jest  where  this  chap  shows  the 

green, 

Got  the  very  wust  eye  for  a  likeness,  my  pippin,  as  ever  I've  seen. 
He  says  I  am  "  fond  of  a  lark  ;  "  right  he  is,  though  it  's  jolly  stale  news  ; 
And  so  are  the  Gaiety  Johnnies,  and  ditto  the  'Varsity  Blues. 

You  see  larks  are  larks.     They're  the  "relish"  as  life  ain't  worth  living 

without, 

To  any  young  fellow  of  sperrit  who  knows  his  meander  about. 
Wot  hodds  if  it  's  chivvying  swells  with  red  ties,  doing  spoons  at  the  "  Gai," 
Or  leading  a  rush  along  Fleet  Street,  as  we  did  that  last  Lord  Mare's  Day  ? 

It  's  only  the  jugginses  grumbles  at  me  and  the  Mashers,  dear  boy, 
Young  pidifins  too  funky  to  flutter,  old  roosters  too  stale  to  enjoy. 
We  smart  'uns  must  put  on  the  pace,  that's  a  moral,  and  if  in  the  run, 
We  bump  or  bowl  over  the  stodgies,  wy,  that  's  more  than  arf  of  the  fun. 

You  git  yerselves  up,—  that  's  the  fust  thing,—  it  may  be  in  KINO'S  "Two-two's,': 
Or  "  claws  "  and  a  acre  of  shirt-front,  accordin',  o'  course,  to  yer  "  screws." 
Then  go  it  !     For  'ARRT  or  JOHNHT,  the  only  safe  rule  or  receipt 
Is  make  fun/or  yerself  and  of  others.    That  tottles  it  'andy  and  neat. 

Noise  ?    Noosance  ?    My  eye  and  a  bandbox  !    What  nidditty-nodditty  rot  ! 
B-')w-de-dow  is  the  mark  of  true  dashers,  all  game  'uns  who  "re  fly  to  wot  's  wot 
Cin't  cay  as  to  Mohocks  and  sech  like,  but  Undergrads,  Mashers,  or  me, 
We  all  likes  a  turn  at  the  bellows  when  properly  out  on  the  spree. 

Wot  's  life  ?    Wy,  Love,  Lotion,  and  Larks,—  the  three  L's,—  and  the  mark  oi 

a  man 

Is  to  take  'em  unwinking,  like  'urdles.  Yoihoicks  !  let  them  foller  as  can  ! 
If  we  thought  of  girls'  'arts,  our  own  'eads,  public  taste,  or  the  popular  ear, 
We  might  be  gilded  toffs  or  two-quidders,  but  JOHNSIES  or  'ARRIES  ?  No  fear 

Tin  does  it,  my  pippin,  not  taste.    I  carn't  run  to  the  Gaiety  Stalls, 
Cig'rettes,  petty  loopert,  and  so  on  ;  but  then  I  've  the  run  of  the  'Alls. 
Penny  plain,  tuppence  cullered,  my  boy.    Let  me  land  all  the  luck  I  can  carry, 
And  the  most  undefeated  of  JOHNNIES  shan't  knock  many  stars  out  of 


WHAT  THEY  WILL  COME  TO! 
(Advertisements  extracted,  from  "  The  New  Era."} 

WANTED,  to  open  at  the  Variety  Theatre,  Little 
Peddlington,  a  Juvenile  Leading  Gentleman,  or 
me  to  share  the  Business.     Must  have  good  wardrobe, 
and  sobriety  indispensable.     The  Duke  of  Blankshire 
may  write. 

WANT  El),  through  disappointment,  a  combination 
Walking  Lady  Chambermaid  who  can  play  the 
nano  when  required.  Must  be  a  quick  study,  and  able 
,o  work  the  limelight.  The  daughter  of  an  Earl  pre- 
'erred,  and  none  under  Baronesses  in  their  own  right 
need  apply.  


*  Our  young  friend  has  evidently  been  reading  an  article  in  Life,  in  which  he  is  com 
pared—  to  his  advantage  in  some  respects  —  with  our  modem  "Mashers,"  jEsthetes,  anc 
University  "roaring  boys." 

J.  M.  MOLLOT'S  new  song,  well  tuned  by  the  Composer  and  well  timed  bj 
the  publishers,  MF.TZLKR  &  Co.,  for  the  opening  of  the  Royal  Academy,  is  entitle! 
"  Pictures  in  the  Fire."  Intending  Burlington  House  Exhibitors,  please  take 
notice. 

As  all  the  Bills  can't  be  passed  this  Session,  we  shall  see  a  practical  illus 
tration  of  the  Survival  of  the  Fittest. 


WANTED,   to  join  at  once,  a  steady  Viscount  of 
middle  age  (married  preferred),  to  augment  the 
hampion   Marionettes'  Company  as  a   figure-worker, 
tfust  have  a  good  voice  and  know  his  business.     No 
novice  required.     Will  be  expected  to  sell  the  programme 
of  the  entertainment  when  not  otherwise  occupied. 


WANTED,  a  few  Dukes  and  a  Marchioness  to  take 
round  the  world  an  established,  successful,  and 
-ligh-class  entertainment.     Moneyless  Members  of  the 
Souse  of  Peers  don't  write. 


MAKING  A  MOUNTAIN  OF  MONTE  CARLO. 

(To  the  Editor  of  Punch.) 

SIR, — I  write  to  you  as  I  feel  that  yours  is  the  proper 
paper  in  which  to  ventilate  my  grievance — a  terrible 
one.  The  Bishop  of  GIBRALTAR  has  called  attention  to 
the  horrors  of  Monte  Carlo,  and  warned  doctors  not  to 
send  their  patients  to  BO  health-destroying  a  spot.  Of 
course  he  is  right,  as  gambling  must  be  injurious  to 
people  suffering  from  bronchitis. 

But,  Sir,  I  know  of  a  place  infinitely  worse  than  Mo- 
naco. In  this  place  tyrants,  robbers — aye,  and  murderers, 
too— can  be  found  by  the  score,  not  to  say  the  hundred. 
In  this  place  the  most  abandoned  of  both  sexes  hold  a 
levee  by  day  and  by  night— men  as  brutal  as  a  First 
NAPOLEON,  as  false  as  a  JAMES  THE  SECOND,  as  cruel 
as  a  ROBESPIEBRE,  are  always  there.  Nay,  more— men 
and  women  whose  names  have  been  rendered  infamous 
in  the  pages  of  the  Newgate  Calendar,  smile  and  smirk 
again.  And  amongst  this  awful  company  move  young 
men,  women,  and  children.  I  am  told  that  the  place  in 
which  the  levee  is  held  is  particularly  popular  amongst 
the  agricultural  classes.  During  Cattle-Show  week  the 
rooms  are  crowded  from  morning  until  night.  At  other 
times  the  London  public  throng  the  ealons,  and  seem 
never  weary  of  gazing,  with  open-mouthed  wonder,  at 
the  notorious  characters  assembled  there  to  receive  them 
with  a  hearty  welcome. 

What  makes  the  matter  more  disgraceful  is  the  shame- 
less tact  that  the  gatherings  take  place  in  apartments 
exactly  situated  over  an  innocent-looking  bazaar  !  What 
can  be  more  prejudicial  to  the  best  interests  of  the  young 
and  inexperienced  ?  I  can  assure  you  I  have  shuddered 
when  I  have  passed  the  detested  portals  of  this  pesti- 
lent Pandemonium. 

I  ask  you,  Sir,  then,  in  the  name  of  decency  to  do 
your  best  to  remove  the  scandal.  Paint  the  place  in  its 
true  character.  Tell  of  the  criminality  of  a  vast  propor- 
tion of  those  who  go  there.  Use  your  pages  to  point  out 
the  pitfalls  in  the  way  of  those  who  run  the  risk  of 
keeping  certain  company.  It  is  impossible  to  touch 
pitch  and  to  remain  undeftled.  In  like  manner,  it  is  not 
practicable  to  go  to  Monte  Carlo,  or  the  spot  I  have 
attempted  to  describe,  without  sinking— sinking— per- 
haps never  to  rise  again. 

And  protesting  from  the  very  bottom  of  my  heart, 
I  remain  yours  most  sincerely, 

1st  April,  1883.  (Signed)        A  NOODLE. 

The  Mare's  Nest,  Donkey  Town. 

P.S.— I  have  just  been  told  by  a  friend  that  the  aban- 
doned creatures  of  whom  I  complain  are  made  of  wax. 
Need  I  say  that  I  cannot,  do  not,  believe  him  ?  It  is 
quite  true  I  have  never  been  inside  the  place  of  which 
1  complain.  But  what  of  that  ?  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
the  Bishop  of  GIBRALTAR  has  never  been  to  Monte  Carlo. 
A  nd  see  what  a  great— what  a  very  great— deal  he  can 
write  about  that  place  ! 
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by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelope  or  Cover.      Copies  of  MS.  should  be  kept  by  the  Senders. 
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A    ROUND    OF    AMUSEMENTS. 

U.v  Voyage  dant  la  Lune,  at  Her  Majesty's,  adapted  from  the 
French  pt  JUI.EH  VRRNE  into  the  English  Verne-aoular  by  H.  8.  LEIGH. 
A  prettier  effect  than  the  Snow-Storm  Ballet  which  concludes  the 
Voyage  dant  la  Lune  is  not  to  be  found  at  any  other  Theatre  in 
London.  The  scene  between  that  excellent  I'antomimist,  Mile. 
THEODORA  DE  GILLKRT,  and  Mile.  .-K.NBA,  as  the  Flying  Dove,  i« 
charming  in  every  way. 

The  Swallows  are  still  the  characteristic  feature  of  the  Snow  Ballet 

Scene.  Though 
one  Swallow 
doesn't  make  a 
Summer,  yet 
these  four  Swal- 
lows ought  to  go 
far  towards  mak- 
ing a  Summer 
Season  profitable 
to  Mr.  LEADER. 

Mile.  ADELLNA 
Rossi  has  a 
coquettish,  self- 
abnegating,  re- 
tiring way  of 
refusing  an 
encore,  which 
encourages  the 
Leader  and  the  Swallows.  audience  to  insist 

on  her  repeating 

her  dance.  Miss  FANNY  LESLIE  is  a  valuable  acquisition  as  Prince 
Caprice,  Mile.  ANNIE  ALBU  has  vastly  improved  since  she  attempted 
Princeti  Toto.  But.  let  her  beware  of  certain  Americanisms  in 
action,  which  though  supposed  to  denote  ease  and  freedom,  soon 
degenerate  into  vulgarity.  Miss  MAHIE  WILLIAMS  has  little  to  do, 
but  that  little  is  so  well  and  artistically  done,  that  we  began  to 

think  that  Queen  Popette  was 
somehow  or  other,  we  couldn't 
exactly  say  how,  the  life  and 
soul  of  the  piece.  OFFEN- 
BACH'S music  is  light,  spark- 
ling, and  catchy ;  and  M. 
JACOIII'S  ballet-music  is  still 
just  about  the  best  dramatic 
dance-music  that  can  be  com- 
posed for  this  purpose.  You 
may  shut  your  eyes,  listen  to 
t  M.  JACOBI'S  ballet-music,  and 
\  tell  exactly  what  the  step 
mutt  be.  The  scenery  might 
be  improved,  and  the  next 
piece  should  have  an  intelli- 
gible and  interesting  plot, 
some  funny  dialogue,  and,  at 
all  events,  one  thoroughly 
good  Low  Comedian.  All  show 
and  no  laugh  can't  pay  in  the 
long  run, — and,  in  fact,  there 

MUes.  Gillert  and  JEnea  —  wouldn't  be  the  chance  of  a 
Depth  of  \\  inter,  Height  long  run  for  it  to  pay  in.  Of 
of  Spring.  courge)  &f  ter  Mue  ALBU)  MUs 

FANNY  LESLIE,  and  Miss  MABIR  WILLIAMS,  the  main  success  of  A 
Trip  to  the  Moon  must  be  the  Trippers. 

Vice  Vertd;  or,  a  Letion  to  Fatnert.  All  who  are  acquainted 
with  Mr.  ANSTKY'S  original  and  eccentric  story  must  have  felt 
that  its  dramatisation  was  a  difficulty,  and  its  satisfactory  repre- 
sentation on  the  Stage  almost  an  impossibility.  Mr.  EDWARD  ROSE, 
who  himself  plays  Dick  Btiltititde,  has,  however,  triumphed  over 
all  obstacles,  and  the  piece,  in  three  short 
Acts,  playing  barely  an  hour  and  twenty 
minutes,  at  Mr.  GRIFFITH'S  Matinte  at  the 
Gaiety,  was  thoroughly  successful,  very 
funny,  and  well  played  all  round.  Mr. 
EDWARD  ROSE  thoroughly  looked  Dick 
Bultititde  the  boy,  though  his  tendency  to 
overdo  facial  expression,  and  his  one  mono- 
tonous action  with  his  hands,  considerably 
impaired  the  merit  of  his  performance. 

Mr.  C.  H.  HAWTHEY,  in  the  difficult  part 
of  Mr.  Bultitude,  was  amusing,  and  very    Soft  Rose;  or,  rice 
little  fault  could  be  found  with  his  change 
of  manner  when  his  son's  mind  has  transferred  itself  to  his  body 
through  the  agency  of  the  Garuda  Stone. 

Anything  better  than  Mr.  W.  F.  HAWTRET  as  the  Schoolmaster, 
Dr.  Grimstone,  it  is  impossible  to  imagine.  It  was  never  once 


overdone,— let  us  hope  it  never  will  be,— and  the  character,  in  make- 
up and  in  acting,  was  true  to  the  life.  It  belonged  to  genuine 
Comedy.  The  boyt,  too,  from  the  biggest  to  the  smallest,  played  *o 
naturally,  that  they  could  have  given  any  performance  of  the  School 
Scene  in  Parent*  and  Guardiani  any  number  of  length*  and  won 
easily.  CUgg  (Mr.  F.  WOOD),  Tipping  (Mr.  F.  HAMILTON  BELL), 
and  Chaumer  (Mr.  T.  CANNAM)  were  limply  the  boys  they  r.-|>rt-- 
senled.  We  haven't  the  remotest  idea  what  their  sge*  may  be  individu- 
ally, but  they  appeared  to  be  Comedians  of  sixteen  and  downward!. 

Miss  LAURA  LIKDXN  made  a  decided  hit  in  the  part  of  Dulcie,  in 
whose  hands  Mr.  Rosi  has  cleverly  placed 
the  denoument.  We  suppose  Mr.  EDOAR 
BROCK  will  produce  it  at  the  Imperial.  If 
he  does  so,  we  strongly  advise  Mr.  HOSE  to 
eliminate  the  comic  Cabman,  and  sub- 
stitute the  Butler.  Short  at  the  piece  is, 
it  will  still  bear  cutting,  and  ought  to  be 
reduced  to  exactly  an  hour.  The  Curtain 
should  never  be  down  for  more  than  a 
minute. 

The  GERMAN  RKKDS  have  got  a  very 
amusing  piece  in  the  Mountain  ffeirett. 
Mr.  ALFRED  REID,  as  a  Cockney  Brigand, 
and  Mr.  CO&NEY  GRAIN,  as  a  Solicitor, 
compelled  to  appear  in  a  brigand's  cos- 
tume, are  both  very  funny.  Mr.  BENSON'S 
music  is  pretty,  but  nothing  more.  We 
don't  forgive  Miss  HOLLAND  for  making 
up  plain,  and  giving  herself  such  a  sun- 
burnt complexion  that  the  would  be  set 
down  at  once  as  Brown  HOLLAND.  She 
sings  and  acts  as  well  as  ever. 

"  Our  Men,"  Mr.  CORNET  GRAIN'S  new  song,  has  this  fault,  that 
there  isn't  enough  of  it,  and  it  is  so  far  from  exhausting  its 
subject,  that  it  might  be  taken  as  Part  the  First  of  a  aerie*  "  to  be 


Cornet  Grain,  of  "  Our 
MM.." 


Alf-Recd    the    Great   (dirguited    as  a 
Mutton  Pi-rate  of  the  Sandwich  Isles). 


Brown  Holland ;  or,  The 
Merry  Dutcbe«. 


continued  in  our  next."  The  best  thing  in  it  u  the  imitation  of  the 
military  band,  which  goes  with  shouts  of  laughter. 

There  is  a  very  pretty  leter  du  rideau  now  being  played  at  the 
Savoy,  entitled  A  Private  Wire.  Music  by  PERCT  REEV*,  and 
libretto  by  ARNOLD  FELIX  and  FRANK  DESPREZ.  There  U  not  a  bad 
"number"  in  the  score,  which  is  none  the  worte  for  preserving  a 
reminiscence  of  ARTHUR  SULLIVAN  in  the  Lullaby.  The  mitf-en- 
ict'ne  is  most  praiseworthy,  such  care  being,  we  regret  to  say,  seldom 
bestowed  on  a  lerer  du  rideau. 

The  music  of  Inlanthe  improves  on  acquaintance :  "  Don't  go," 
and  "O,  Captain  Shate.'"  are  delightful.  Mr.  GKOROEGROSSKITH  is 
very  droll  as  the  Chancellor ;  but  plot  and  dialogue  are  not  up 
to  the  mark  of  Patience  and  Pinafin-e.  The  whole  Company  act 
with  the  greatest  possible  care,  and  the  Chorus  go  through  their 
work  like  carefully  wound-up  pieces  of  mechanism,  which  is  exactly 
what  they  ought  to  do.  All  the  Principals  wear  the  electric  spark  in 
their  hair,  and  are  clearly  light-headed,, 

Mr.  J.  L.  TOOL*  is  immensely  funny  in  Artful  Carnt,  and  the 
precision  with  which  the  change  of  the  gambling-table  into  a  couple 
of  semi-grand  pianos  is  managed,  is  most  creditable  to  the  Stage- 
Management.  Miss  MARIE  LINDEN  is  a  most  attractive  Cuuntesi 
Asttrttki,  and  Mr.  WARD  a  capital  Sir  Haircut  Sftortleigh. 

We  are  bound  to  finish  our  round  with  an  "  Obituary  Notice." 
On  Friday  night  last,  at  the  Haymarktt  Theatre,  surround€d  by  a 
host  of  sympathising  friends,  and  deeply  regretted  by  every  >  e 
connected  with  the  Management  of  this  Company,  expired,  in  the 
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SOMETHING    WRONG    WITH     THE     MECHANISM. 

ME.  GEORGE  LBWIS  TRYING  TO  WIND-UP  THE  PUBLIC  PROSECUTOR. 


sixteenth  year  oi  his  age,  the  Acting  Right  of  Caste,  hitherto  exclu- 
sively the  property  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  BANCROFT.  Dr.  JOHN  HARE, 
the  original  of  Sam  Gerridge,  was  called  in  at  the  last  moment,  but 
his  invaluable  assistance  only  galvanised  into  brief  but  brilliant  life 
the  last  Moments  of  the  rapidly  sinking  invalid ;  and,  despite  the 
admirable  nursing  of  Mrs.  STIRLING  as  the  Marquise,  the  devoted 
attention  of  Mrs.  BANCROFT  inimitable  as  Polly,  the  tender  care  of 
Mr.  BANCROFT  also  inimitable  as  Hawtree,  and  the  solicitude  of 
Mr.  D.  JAMES,  great  as  old  £ccles,  all  was  over  at  ten  minutes  past 
eleven,  when  invisible  music  played  "  Auld  Lang  Syne,"  and  the 
mourners  strewed  the  stage  with  wreaths  and  bouquets.  We  are 
glad  to  hear  that  the  silent  baby,  the  infant  phenomenon  of  the 
Ihiid  Act,  whose  face  for  sixteen  years  has  been  hidden  from  the 


view  of  the  audience,  and  who  has  never  once  uttered  a  ory,  or  even 
had  a  measle,  has  been  handsomely  provided  for  by  Mr.  and  Mrs 
BANCROFT.  The  Canary  in  the  cage  that  adorned  the  window  of  th< 
little  house  in  Stangate,  that  never  moved  off  its  perch,  never  sang 
and  whose  keep  was  absolutely  inexpensive,  will,  we  hear,  be  pre- 
sented to  the  Aviary  Department  of  the  Zoological  Gardens.  Sa< 
for  the  BANCROFTS— to  have  "lost  Caste,"  and,  like  Mr.  Bultitude 
to  have  to  go  to  School  again. 

PROFESSOR  ABEL  and  Dr.  SIEMENS  are  the  new  Knights.  Scien- 
tific men  are  delighted  and  electric-lighted.  "  De  Navy,"  a  Nigge: 
Sea-Cook  says,  "  take  it  as  a  compliment  to  Abel  Siemens." 
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THE  THEATRE  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

[Speaking  at  the  Annual  Festival  of  the  Lyceum  Theatre 
Providsnt  and  Benevolent  Fund,  Mr.  IBVIXO  (aid  that  "  the 
extraordinarily  large  number  of  Amateur*  coming  upon  the 
Stage  Kerned  to  him  to  threaten  to  iweep  away  profeuiona; 
Aotor«  altogether."] 

TWILL  be  a  success,  that  is  certain, 

Iteflecting  the  taste  of  the  age, 
A  Viscount  will  pull  up  the  Curtain, 

And  Dukes  will  appear  on  the  Stage. 
No  pretty  plebeians  before  as 

Shall  snake  their  auricomous  curls, 
But  here  will  the  Ballet  and  Chora* 

Be  culled  from  the  daughters  of  Earl*. 

A  Marquis,  in  trunk-hose  and  camlet, 

Will  surely  attract  quite  a  host ; 
A  llaron  shall  figure  as  llamUt, 

An  Earl  will  stalk  in  as  the  Ghott. 
And  who  dare  predict  that  we  sell  not 

Our  Stalls,  where  there  is  to  be  seen 
A  live  Lord  come  on  as  Claude  Melnotte, 

A  Duchess  appear  as  Pauline. 

Though  haply  the  acting  be  "  shady," 

As  slang-loving  critics  may  say, 
Methinks  that  My  Lord  and  My  Lady 

Should  draw  just  as  much  as  the  Flay. 
Though  Art  be  not  here,  why  what  matters 

Its  absence,  for  snobs  will  not  fret, 
Since  those  who  tear  passion  to  tatters 

Have  all  of  their  names  in  Debrelt. 


DOING  THE  GRAND! 

EvKRTTHlNo'sGrandnowadays—  Grand  Concerts, Grand 
Hotels,  Grand  Old  Men,  and  Grand  New  Committees. 
These  last  have  begun  well,  at  least  the  G.  C.  on  Trade 
did,  but  there  was  a  bit  of  a  hitch  in  the  Grand  Law 
Committee.  The  room  is  stated  to  be  "  more  richly  fur- 
nished" than  that  of  the  Grand  Committee  on  Trade. 
This  doesn't  look  well— at  least  the  furniture  looks  well 
enough,  but  it  sounds  as  if  the  Grand  Committees  were 
suddenly  becoming  too  grand.  A  "  G.  C."  is  just  like  a 
sedan-chair.  Whether  it  goes  along  easily  or  not,  depends, 
even  in  a  high  wind,  on  the  steadiness  and  perseverance 
of  the  Chairmen.  If  they  get  through  a  Grand  lot  of 
work,  the  G.  0.  M.  will  be  complimented  on  his  G.  C.'s, 
and  will  receive  the  Louis-Quatorzian  title  of  Grand  Old 
Mon-arque. 

Mus.  RAMSDOTHAM'S  COOKKRT-BOOK.— She  is  making 
i  collection  of  receipts.  Hashed  mutton  and  varicose 
beans  when  in  season,  she  says,  is  an  excellent  dish. 


A    CAPITAL    REASON. 

"  It  '«  THB   DlIKK  AND   DtTOHKS8  OF  MiRLBOROUOH,  JUST   BZrORI  THE   RATTLE 

or  BLENHEIM,  YOU  ENOW!" 

"  WHAT  A  SCBJEOT  !     Mr  D«AR  FELLAH,  ir  YOU  MITBT  »AIKT  DCKIS  AKD 

DUCHESSES,    WHY   TH«  DEUOE  DON'T  YOU   PAINT   UoD*Kl>  O»E8  J  " 

"MODERN  ONES!  WHY.  DASH  IT  ALL,  MAN,  I  NEVEE  SAW  A  MODERN 
DPKE  I.H  MY  Lire,  NOR  A  MODERN  DI-CHESS  EITHER  !— AND,  WHAT  '»  MOKE,  I 
DON'T  WANT  TO  I  " 


BOMBASTES  BOBADIL  AT  HOME. 

(From  Our  Own  Correspondent.) 

New  York,  Monday. 

I  HAVE  mst  had  the  privilege  of  a  personal  interview  with 
3'D-N-v-N  R-SSA,  on  the  subject  of  the  Dynamite  Conspiracy  in 
Kngland.  I  found  him  in  a  luxuriously-furnished  set  of  apartments 
n  the  Broadway,  which  somewhat  astonished  me.  as  last  time  I  saw 
lim  he  was  in  a  grimy  garret  at  the  top  of  a  third-class  tenement  in 
one  of  the  lowest  parts  of  New  York. 

Offering  me  a  particularly  fine  Havanna  cigar,  and  ringing  the 
Jell  for  a  couple  of  bottles  of  champagne,  he  sank  back  in  his  luxu- 
rious cushions,  and  requested  to  know  what  I  wanted.  Any  infor- 
nation,  he  obligingly  added,  which  he  had  it  in  his  power  to  afford, 
le  should  take  good  care  to  keep  to  himself.  I  succeeded,  however, 
n  restoring  him  to  something  like  good-humour  by  reading  aloud  to 
lim  from  this  morning's  paper  an  account  of  Sir  WILLIAM  HAR- 
COUHT'S  new  Explosives  Bill. 

O'D-N-v-N  R-SSA  thinks  it  will  do  "the  cause,"  as  he  called  it, 

a  power  o1  good,  bedad."    I    should  mention  that  all  the  time 

le  was  speaking  he  kept  toying  with  a  large  dynamite  bomb  which 

ay  on  the  table,  and  which,  as  he  boasted,  if  loaded,  would  blow  a 

•ood  part  of  Broadway  to  smithereens. 

"However,  it  is  not  loaded,"  he  smilingly  remarked,  and  added 
rhat  he  personally  was  rather  timid  about  firearms  and  explosives 
and  such  things. 
His  language  with  regard  to  "the  craven  Cabinet  of  London" 


was  far  too  strong  to  be  respectable.  He  seemed  annoyed  at  the 
stupidity  of  WHITBHEAD  and  the  others  in  allowing  themselves  to  be 
caught  so  easily. 

"  They  don't  know  the  A.  B.  C.  of  the  Dynamitist  profession," 
he  said  ;  but  added  that  they  were  intimately  acquainted  with  its 
L.  8.  D.  Gulping  down  a  huge  jorum  of  champagne,  and  stroking 
his  moustache  with  heavily-jewelled  fingers,  he  remarked  that  he 
sincerely  hoped  that  his  self-sacrificing  example  would  produce  an 
excellent  impression  among  the  starving  peasantry  of  the  West  of 
Ireland.  The  agitation,  he  remarked  in  a  spirit  of  singular  candour, 
which  is  perhaps  attributable  to  the  champagne,  keeps  England  in 
panic  and  himself  in  plenty, — and  what  better  arrangement  could 
be  desired  ? 

As  for  the  inhabitants  of  London,  they  deserve,  according  to 
R-SSA,  all  that  they  get,  for  their  treatment  of  Ireland.  He  did  not 
hesitate  to  say  that  the  spirit  of  strict  equity,  and  even  the  law  of 
mercy  itself,  demanded  that  those  terrible  tyrants,  the  women  and 
children  who  happened  to  live  near  Government  Offices  in  London, 
should  be  slain  in  thousands  by  explosions  of  nitro-glyoerine.  The 
dreadful  ruffians  who  might  be  passing  by  when  one  of  his  infernal 
machines  exploded  also  deserved  no  pity. 

As  for  the  American  Government,  they  certainly  would  not  sur- 
render him  to  British  justice.  Did  I  think  they  wanted,  he  asked 
me,  the  whole  voting  strength  of  the  Irish  thrown  into  the  scale 
against  them  P  I  replied  that  I  did  not  know,  but  thought  it  highly 
improbable.  Winking  his  small  eyes,  and  knitting  his  particularly 
low  forehead,  he  said  he  thought  so  too. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FBOM 

THE  DIAEY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

Hovsz  of  Commons,  Monday  'Night,  April  9.— Dynamite  Bill 
went  through  both  Houses  to-night  like  streak  of  greased  lightning. 
Sir  WILLIAM  HAB.COUBT,  in  charge  of  it  in  the  Commons,  attempted 
to  create  diversion  of  delay  by  ''drawing"  Irish  Members.  But 
they  not  to  be  drawn,  though  Grandiose  Old  Man  frowned  upon 
them,  shook  a  warning  forefinger  in  their  direction,  and  sunk  his 
voice  to  lowest  tones  of  Tragedy  when  referring  to  the  clause  dealing 
with  the  British  subject  "who  goes  to  France  or  America,  and  is 
party  in  any  way,  directly  or  indirectly,  by  word  or  by  speech,  to 
any  of  these  transactions.  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY  wanted  to  know  what 
was  the  difference  between  "  by  word  or  by  speech,"  but  restrained 
critical  faculty. 

Sir  RICHARD  CROSS,  in  his  sparrow-like  fashion,  showed  disposi- 
tion to  chirrup  and  hop  around  the  Fourth  Clause  with  intent  to 
show  how  much  better  a  superior  kind  of  sparrow  would  have  done 
it.  But  Gentlemen  behind  him  howled.  Sir  RICHARD  aghast.  Was 
it  possible  that  loyal  Members  of  Conservative  Party  were  interrupt- 
ing him  with  impatient  cries  ?  Couldn't  believe  it.  Tried  another 
chirrup.  Howls  again.  Sat  down  abruptly  and  aghast. 

la  the  House  of  Lords  the  Marquis  unexpectedly  broke  out. 
Denounced  the  Bill  as  Party  manoeuvre  unworthy  of  Parliamentary 
traditions. 

"  Good  Heavens,  my  Lord!  "What  do  you  mean?"  Lord  CAIBNS 
asked,  when  the  Marquis  sat  down  highly  refreshed. 

" 'Pon  my  honour,  don't  know,"  said  the  Marquis.  "  Fancy  I 
mean  nothing.  Fact  is,  been  hanging  about  here  all  night  to  pass 
this  Bill,  having  meanwhile  to  sit  through  speeches  by  LYTTON,  KIM- 
BERLET,  and  NORTHBROOK.  So  depressed  ;  felt  I  must  have  a  fling ; 
though,  to  tell  the  truth,  when  I  rose  meant  to  cordially  approve  the 
Bill,  and  say  that  it  ought  to  have  been  brought  in  long  ago." 

Business  done, — Explosives  Bill  went  off  like  a  shot. 

Tuesday. — Lord  Mayor  of  Dublin  arrived  at  four  o'clock,  in 
scarlet  robes  and  chain  of  gold.  Magnificent  spectacle  as  he  walked 
up  the  floor  of  the  House,  and  took  his  accustomed  seat  below  the 
Gangway.  Many  a  man  in  his  position  would  have  ordered  SPEAKER 
out  of  Chair,  and  seated  himself  therein,  or  perhaps  shouldered 
Sir  WILLIAM  HAHCOURT  out  of  Premier's  place.  But  CHARLES 
DAWSON  is  better  bread.  Great  excitement  in  House.  Members  uncer- 
tain whether  they  ought  to  rise,  and  remain  standing,  as  his  Lord- 
ship strode  to  his  place.  Some  for  it,  some  against.  Before  discussion 
was  over,  the  Lord  Mayor  was  seated,  and  had  carelessly  thrown 
back  the  folds  of  his  gown,  BO  that  the  massive  proportions  of  the 
shapely  limb  might  be  seen  from  the  Ladies'  Gallery. 

"  Splendid !  "  said  Lord  DUNRAVEN,  who  witnessed  the  spectacle 
from  Peers'  Gallery.  "  As  compared  with  this,  SOLOMON  in  all  his 
glory  was  a  poor  white." 

Subsequently,  Lord  Mayor  entertained  Patriotic  party  at  dinner, 
over  which  he  presided  with  mingled  grace  and  dignity.  "  We  're 
all  proud,  of  him,"  said  Mr.  SHAW,  with  a  glow  of  warmth  on  his 
honest  countenance.  "  Sim  Tappertit  was  nothing  to  him." 

Met  JOSEPH  GILLIS  coming  from  the  banquet,  evidently  in  high 
spirits.  Quite  a  contrast  from  ordinary  manner  of  late.  Afraid 
he  'd  been  dazzled  by  the  presence  of  the  Lord  Mayor.  But  it  was 
something  else  that  had  cheered  his  sensitive  mind. 

"  D'ye  think,  now,"  says  he,  "  LABBY  will  reely  be  sent  to 
gaol  about  this  'ere  libel  case  ?  " 

"You'd  better  go  and  ask  him,"  I  said,  a  little  tartly.  Can't 
bear  spiteful  men,  though  they'  re  thick  as  leaves  in  Vallambrosa. 
How  different  the  kindly  heart  of  Captain  O'SHEA  beats  at  this  crisis  ! 

"Think,"  he  says,  brushing  away  a  tear,  "of  EDMUND  and 
HENRY  in  at  the  same  time.  Perhaps  in  adjoining  cells.  But  the 
companionship  would  be  some  comfort.  Maybe  they  '11  sing  to  each 
other,  and  correct  each  other's  little  inaccuracies  through  a  crevice 
in  the  wall.  _ EDMUND  will  probably  rear  a  fragile  plant,  and  HENRY 
will  cherish  in  his  bosom  a  lonely  mouse." 

Good-hearted  fellow,  O'SHEA  !  Voice  choked  with  emotion,  as  he 
drew  this  picture  of  the  Member  for  Northampton  making  closer 
acquaintance  with  those  "  vertebrate  animals,"  in  whose  iuterest  he 
proposes  to  move  an  Amendment  on  Cruelty  to  Animals  Bill. 

"Cheer  up,  O'SHEA!  If  they're  ' quodded '—which  I'll  lay  a 
trifle  againsl^-you'll  be  able  to  go  and  see  them.  You  know  how  to 
open  prison-doors."  Treaty-maker  slightly  revived  at  this  prospect 
of  future  usefulness. 

Business  done.— Discussed  New  Scheme,  propounded  by  O'CoNNOE 
POWER,  for  Re-settlement  of  Ireland.  Government  couldn't  see  it. 

Wednesday  Afternoon.— Smell  of  whiskey  in  House  to-day.  Looked 
about  for  W.  H.  O'SULLIVAN.  Thought  he  might  have  a  few 
samples  in  his  pocket.  But  he 's  not  here.  Very  rarely  is  now. 
Become,  in  short,  a  "silent  spirit."  Noticed  perfume  was  wafted  from 


direction  of  Galleries.  Found  them  packed  with  Gentlemen,  who, 
LAWSON  tells  me,  are  of  the  public-house  persuasion,  come  down  to 
hear  debate  on  Sunday  Closing  Bill.  Members  chiefly  arrived  in 
four-wheelers,  carrying  great  bundles,  petitions  for  and  against  the 
Bill.  Mr.  COWEN  being  a  man  of  impartial  mind,  presents  two  from 
Newcastle,  one  for  the  Bill,  one  against.  Sir  Wsi.  MCARTHUR  still 
smiles  supreme.  No  one  beat  his  roll  of  yesterday  with  over  half  a 
million  signatures.  A  whisper  about  this  afternoon  that  a  large 
proportion  are  those  of  Aborigines  from  the  East  End,  the  Aquarium, 
and  other  resorts  of  those  interesting  people. 

Debate  on  Sunday  Closing  not  reached,  and  Gentlemen  in  the 
Gallery  treated  to  discussion  on  County  Government  in  Ireland.  They 
listened  languidly,  staring  at  Sir  W.  LAWSON,  pointing  out  to 
each  other  Mr.  ONSLOW,  Mr.  WARTON,  and  Mr.  CALLAN,  and 
secretly  taking  nips,  which  accounts  for  pervading  odour. 

Business  done. — Debate  on  Sunday  Closing  Bill  circumvented. 

Thursday  Night, — Great  men  ever  subject  to  aspersion.  Lord 
Mayor  DAWSON  no  exception  to  rule.  It  is  said,  and  by  a  country- 
man, that  Petition  he  presented  the  other  night  as  an  accessory  to  the 
red  gown  and  gold  chain,  and  a  preliminary  to  the  dinner,  was 
carried  by  vote  of  a  majority  of  Gentlemen  "  actually  engaged  in  the 
whiskey  trade." 

"And  why  not?"  says  W.  H.  0' SULLIVAN,  who  has  come  back 
to-day,  with  his  whiskers  another  shade  darker.  "If  there's  any 
persons  concerned  to  stop  Sunday  Closing,  it 's  thim  engaged  in  the 
whiskey  trade.  No  one  better  right  to  sign  Petition." 

Turns  out  that  Mr.  BLAKE,  who  is  responsible  for  the  statement,  is 
misinformed. 

"  Only  Ten  of  the  majority  of  Twenty-five  of  the  Dublin  Town 
Council  who  signed  the  Petition,"  says  Lord  Mayor  DAWSON,  draw- 
ing himself  up  to  full  height,  and  casting  a  withering  glance  on  the 
ordinarily  blameless  BLAKE,  —  "only  Ten  were  engaged  in  the 
whiskey  trade." 

Mr.  BLAKE  crushed.  House  expected  he  would  rise  and  apologise 
to  Corporation  of  Dublin  and  its  Lord  Mayor.  Told  me  afterwards 
he  would  have  done  so,  only  so  overcome  that  he  couldn't  trust  him- 
self on  his  legs. 

"  They  told  me  there  were  Thirteen,"  he  said,  "  and  it  turns  out 
there  were  only  Ten.  I  am  astonished  at  their  moderation." 

Innocence  and  ingenuousness  of  Irish  Members  cruelly  traded  upon 
by  ATTORNEY-GENERAL.  Criminal  Code  Bill  down  for  Second 
Reading.  Lawyers  on  both  sides  agree  that  it's  an  admirable 
measure.  Wanting,  of  course,  a  little  trimming  in  Committee. 
Been  hard  at  work  all  afternoon  in  Grand  Committee  on  Criminal 
Appeal  Bill,  and  so  disinclined  to  talk.  At  a  quarter-past  eight, 
Debate,  after  dribbling  along  for  the  last  hour,  finally  stopped. 
Irish  Members  away  holding  secret  meeting.  Eight  English 
Members  present  all  agreed  for  Second  Reading.  If  ATTORNEY- 
GENERAL  had  got  up,  spoken  for  five  minutes,  and  sat  down,  Bill 
would  have  passed.  But  Sir  HENRY  JAMES  had  devised  deep  scheme 
to  entrap  Irish  Members.  (At  least  so  O'DONNELL  tells  me.)  If  he 
spoke  long  enough,  they  would  come  back,  plunge  into  the  debate, 
would  waste  remainder  of  night,  and  then  Cloture  be  brought  into 
play,  Irish  Members  shut  up,  and  Bill  passed  Second  Reading. 

Bound  to  say.  seems  to  me  Second  Reading  might  as  well  have 
been  taken  at  half-past  eight,  and  rest  of  sitting  used  to  get  on 
with  business.  But  ATTORNEY-GENERAL'S  sure  to  know  best. 
Things  fell  out  as  he  planned.  Spread  over  half  an  hour  what  he 
might  have  said  in  five  minutes.  Irish  Members  came  back,  took 
up  the  debate,  and  kept  it  going  till  two  in  the  morning.  Cloture 
threatened,  Debate  collapsed,  and  Bill  triumphantly  passed  Second 
Reading.  Wonderful  success !  But  business  ways  in  the  House  of 
Commons  more  than  ever  puzzling. 

Business  done, — Criminal  Code  Bill  read  a  Second  Time. 

Friday. — Spent  morning  in  discussing  Transvaal.  At  Evening 
Sitting,  Mr.  MONK  came  down,  very  nicely  dressed,  to  move  Resolu- 
tion on  the  Marriage  Laws.  Full  bench  of  Ministers,  and  things 
looking  all  right.  But  MONK  had  not  taken  JOSEPH  GILLIS  into 
account. 

"We've  had  enough  of  Marriage  Laws  for  one"  year,"  said 
JOEY  B.,  grimly. 

So  he  lay  in  wait,  and  Counted  the  House  Out  long  before  Mr. 
MONK,  as  representing  the  happy  Bridegroom,  reached  the  Altar. 


"  THE  Doom  of  the  '  Invalides'  is  pronounced,"  said  Mrs.  RAMS- 
BOTHAM'S  Nephew,  reading  an  extract  from  the  Parisian  news  in  a 
daily  paper.  "  Of  course  it  is,  my  dear,"  rejoined  his  Aunt.  "  Ever 
since  I  can  remember  Paris,  the  doom  of  the  Invalides  always  was 
most  pronounced,  specially  when  the  sun  shone  on  it,  when  it  was 
magnificent." 

TBS  Land  of  Misfortune.  By  Lady  FLORENCE  DIXIE.  Is  this 
where  "The  Fishery  "  is  situated ? 
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THE  COMING  KIBBON. 

Prix  Reaction  Tale  for  the  Year  1933. 

CHAPTER  XXX. 
•  »•••• 

THK  ceremony  at  the  Church  had  (rone  off  with  the  greatest  Mat, 
and  now  the  notable  event  of  the  day,  the  wedding  breakfast,  was 
more  than  half  over. 

There  had  not  been  a  hitch.  The  cake  was  a  masterpiece.  The 
viands  were  perfect.  Bat  the  feature  of  the  entertainment  was 
unquestionably  the  high-class  character  of  the  cheap  non-alcoholic 
digestive  beverages  with  which  the  splendid  repast  had  been  washed 
down.  There  was  but  one  opinion  about  them.  They  were  unique. 
So,  at  least,  thought  Sir  GORMAN  WOSH,  the  Slopshire  Baronet. 

"Try  another  tumbler  of  that  Hydrophosphorated  Gingerine, 
whispered  the  pallid,  swollen,  and  portly  old  toper  to  his  neighbour. 
"  I  drink  nothing  else  at  the  cover-side.  It  won't  hurt  you. 
There  aren't  a  dozen  apoplectic  fits  in  a  pailful,"  and  as  he  spoke, 
like  a  true  votary  of  Anti-Bacchus,  he  emptied  a  decanter  of  the 
apparently  innocent  fluid  at  a  draught. 

"  Ho  's  drinking  himself  to  death,"  whispered  the  spiteful  Lady 
TrppiHs.  with  a  malicious  little  twinkle  in  her  eye.  "  it  "s  a  wicked 
age.  What  do  you  say,  Marquis  1* " 

She  tapped  a  thin,  wan,  bloodless-looking  Aristocrat,  who  had 
acted  as  her  escort  to  table,  playfully  on  the  shoulder  with  her  fan. 
He  looked  at  her  with  cold,  white,  watery  eyes,  and  feebly  raised  a 
tankard  of  sparkling  tulphuro-carbonttta  to  his  lip*.  "  If,  in  the  old 
days,  wine  and  innocence  went  out  together,"  he  said,  gallantly, 
"  we  can  at  least  boast  that,  in  the  new,  we  are  not  without  water 
and  beauty." 

It  was  a  natty  compliment ;  and.  as  suiting  the  action  to  the  word, 
with  a  limp  but  frigid  bow  to  his  fair  interrogator,  he  drained  quite 
a  gallon  and  a  half  of  the  highly-recommended  nerve,  brain,  and 
lung  tonic  with  evident  effort,  a  momentary  blush  suffused  her  fea- 
tures. And  she  would  have  essayed  some  naive  and  appropriate 
reply,  hut  at  this  moment  all  eyes  were  turned  in  the  direction  of 
Lord  FROTHISGHAM,  the  old  friend  of  the  family,  who  had  at  last, 
after  several  unsuccessful  efforts,  been  propped  up  on  his  legs  to  do 
honour  to  the  toast  of  the  hour.  There  was  a  hush  of  expectation- 
then  silence.  "  I  am  asked  by  my  dear  friend,  our  honoured  host," 
he  commenced  in  a  thin,  wheezing,  washed-out  squeak,  that  told 
only  too  plainly  of  many  a  wild  orgy  with  the  water-butt,  "  to  bid 
you  charge  your  flagons  with  a  choice  and  special  beverage  that  he 
laid  down  himself,  with  a  view  to  this  great  and  happy  occasion, 
some  tive-and-twenty  years  ago." 

There  was  an  attempt  at  a  cheer,  hut  the  effervescent*  had  already 
gone  round  freely,  and  spirits  were  damped.  It  died  out  like  the 
echo  in  a  catacomb.  Still,  the  red-plushed  attendants  were  busy  in 
every  direction  with  large  white  china  jugs ;  and  there  was  a  buzz 
of  something  like  consternation  as  glasses  were  rapidly  drained  and 
held  out  expectantly  for  that  "  new  brand."  The  company  guessed 
the  treat  that  was  probably  in  store  for  them.  One  or  two  of  the 
more  moderate  and  thoughtful  made  instinctively  for  the  door.  But 
the  majority,  in  a  state  of  flaccid  dilution,  and  unequal  to  any  active 
protest,  merely  kept  their  seats,  and  simpered  sadly  with  the  reserve 
of  well-bred  dyspepsia.  The  noble  speaker  continued : — 

"  I  will  not,"  he  went  on,  in  a  painfully  whining  treble,  "refer 
further  to  the  event  of  the  day.  It  is  wiser  to  let  it  alone.  Weak, 
knock-kneed,  blighted,  broken  as  we  nil  feel  on  occasions  such  as 
these,  we  would  yet  avoid  the  scandal  of  unrestrained  hysterics. 
And  after  such  cheer  as  we  have  had  beneath  this  roof, — the  less  we 
try  to  say  the  better.  So,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  charge  your 
tumblers  with  the  famous  old  family  toast-and-water." 

**••** 

There  had  been  a  terrible  scene,  and  it  had  taken  seven  stalwart 
footmen  and  the  French  chef  to  carry  the  kicking  old  Nobleman  into 
the  open  air,  and  deposit  him  on  the  pavement  in  the  midst  of  the 
sympathetic  crowd.  But  the  happy  pair  had  driven  off,  and  he  was 
better  now.  They  had  seated  him  in  a  corner  of  the  drawing-room, 
with  a  mustard-plaster  on  his  head,  and  he  began  dimly  to  recall 
the  events  of  the  morning.  He  was  still  whimpering,  but  a  kindly 
voice  was  addressing  him  earnestly  now.  The  Reverend  BRANDING 
SMASH,  the  respected  Vicar  of  the  aristocratic  parish,  had  taken  a 
seat  by  his  side. 

"  Give  it  up,  my  dear  Lord  FHOTHINGHAM,"  he  said,  with  a  rich 
round  rubicund  laugh  that  shook  a  statuette  off  the  mantelpiece. 
"  Give  it  up.  Look  at  me !  I  never  touch  a  drop  of  water.  I  see 
the  destruction  that  is  being  wrought  in  this  unhappy  country  by 
that  terrible,  that  pernicious,  that  deadly  fluid,  and  1  avoid  it  as  a 
subtle  and  poisonous  snare.  And  the  reverend  Apostle  continued 
the  usual  course  of  vehement  appeal  with  telling  effect  and  illustra- 
tion for  quite  three-quarters  of  an  hour.  The  poor  old  Xobleman 
blinked. 


"  Give  up  water  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Then  of  what  do  yon  make  your 
tea?" 

'  Of  gin,"  was  the  ohe«ry  reply. 

'And  it  is  not  nasty  f" 

'Try  it!"  There  was  a  converting  and  pleasant  wink  in  the 
earnest  speaker's  eye  now. 

''  And  do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you  drink  nothing  but  alcohol '' " 

'  Nothing  but  alcohol." 

'  And  you  are  ever  in  good  spirits  ?  " 

'Ever!  Listen!"  and  the  kindly  devote*  sang  the  weak, 
trembling,  but  now  hesitating  disciple  several  comic  songs,  dancing 
chorus  and  all,  in  rapid  succession.  The  old  Nobleman  bent 
forward. 

"  And  the  secret  of  your  perseverance  P"  he  asked,  earnestly. 
There  was  a  moment's  pause,  as  the  good  Vicar  unbuttoned  his 
overcoat. 

"lam."  he  said,  pointing  proudly  to  the  silken  little  emblem, 
"  a  member  of  the  Yellow  Jitbbon  Army .'" 

•  ••••* 


PASSENGER-DUTIES. 

AT,  or  about  Budget  time,  the  CHANCELLOR  of  the  EXCHIQUKR  is 
generally  "  interviewed  "  on  the  subject  of  Passenger- Duties,  and 
this  year  he  has  taken  off  an  impost  which  weighed  upon  third-class 
travellers.  There  are  many  passenger-duties,  however,  that  are  not 
wholly  connected  with  finance,  which  it  may  do  the  public  good  to 
be  reminded  of. 

The  first  duty  of  a  passenger  is  to  have  his  money  ready,  and  not 
to  expect  change  for  a  fifty-pound  note  when  he  takes  a  three-and- 
sixpenny  ticket  one  minute  and  a  quarter  before  the  train  starts. 

His  next  duty  is  not  to  insist  upon  having  a  compartment  to  him- 
self when  the  carriages  are  besieged  by  passengers,  and  not  to 
threaten  to  write  to  his  personal  friend,  the  Chairman  of  the  Com- 
pany, or  to  his  other  friend,  the  Editor  of  the  Time*,  when  his 
demand  is  not  instantly  complied  with. 

His  next  duty  is,  when  he  has  entered  a  carriage,  not  to  look  the 
door  with  a  private  key,  not  to  plaster  an  "  Engaged  "  placard  upon 
the  window,  or  to  pretend  that  he  is  an  escaped  lunatic  in  order  to 
keep  the  compartment. 

When  comfortably  seated,  it  is  his  duty  not  to  place  his  luggage  on 
nearly  every  available  seat,  not  to  carry  game  in  an  advanced  state 
of  decomposition,  Normandy  cheese,  loaded  guns,  or  knives  of 
sinister  aspect.  He  has  a  right  to  read,  if  he  likes,  but  his  duty  is 
not  to  read  works  of  ostentatious  immorality  or  equally  ostentatious 
piety.  He  may  use  a  reading-Lamp  if  necessary,  but  it  is  his  duty 
not  to  let  the  candle  gutter  down  while  he  is  probably  asleep,  to  the 
infinite  annoyance  of  his  fellow  passengers.  He  may  take  snuff,  but 
it  is  his  duty  not  to  sneeze  with  the  roar  of  a  lion  live  minutes  before 
feeding-time.  He  mar  smoke,  if  he  gets  the  permission  of  his  fellow 
passengers,  but  it  is  his  duty  not  to  smoke  rank  tobacco.  He  may 
sup  or  lunch  in  the  carriage,  but  it  is  his  duty  to  draw  the  line  at 
garlic,  onions,  or  fried  fish.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  he  ought  not 
to  pick  his  teeth  with  a  corkscrew.  If  he  feeds  at  a  railway  refresh- 
ment-room, he  ought  to  take  anything  the  Directors  or  the  Con- 
tractors give  him,  and  it  is  his  duty  to  be  thankful  both  before  and 
after  the  meal.  Let  him  think  of  the  hardships  his  grandfathers 
endured  as  travellers,  and  not  make  rude  jokes  about  "horsenail 
soup,"  concrete  pies,  and  meat  supplied  by  G&ISSKL  AND  Fno. 


Masher ic  Intelligence. 

Tmrr  have  a  Club  now.  It  is  called  the  "  Masherium."  All  the 
tables  are  made  very  high,  so  as  they  shall  not  cut  their  throats  with 
their  collars  more  than  is  absolutely  necessary.  They  all  wear 
pinafores  at  dinner  to  prevent  their  spoiling  their  shirts.  At  this 
Club,  Champagne  is  no  longer  called  the  "  Boy."  It  is  denominated 
"  Masherade.  Potatoes,  "mashed,"  ready  at  all  hours. 


A  CORRESPONDENT  sends  us  the  following  genuine  extract  from 

the  Witibaden  Tagblatt  of  April  3rd  :  — 

1 A  lady  wiah  give  German  or  French  tenons  towards  En jluli  Conversation, 
From  a  very  fine  lady  or  from  a  fine  Mr.  Englishman." 

Any  of  our  readers  visiting  Wiesbaden  might  avail  themselves  of 
the  above  offer.  

FRIKNDS  OR  FOM?— The  Bishops,  as  appears  from  the  recent 
records  of  Convocation,  are  beginning  to  incline  to  the  opinion  that 
:he  Salvation  Army  is  a  hostile  force.  Very  long  time  in  finding 
this  out.  Indeed,  some  of  our  Spiritual  Peers— or,  as  we  should 
prefer  to  write  it,  were  it  true,  Pairi  Spiritual* — seem  to  think  that 
ihere  is  less  of  the  Army  than  the  Knavey  about  these  Salvationists. 
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HAPPY    THOUGHT! 

Daughter  of  the  House  (having  Iricd  her  Partner,  and  not  finding  him  up  to  the  mark).  "  Srop  !     Do  YOU  KNOW,  I 
Hiss  BUNKINSOP  ISN'T  DANOINQ.    I  REALLY  Musr  GIVB  von  UP  TO  llml  ' 


OUR  DARK  BLUE  LINE. 

"  The  first  line  of  defence  that  we  have  is  the 
Police,  and  I  hope  I  may  pay  my  tribute  to  the 
splendid  services  which  the  Police,  not  only  in  the 
Metropolis,  but  also  in  the  provinces,  and  above  all 
in  Ireland,  have  rendered  to  the  cause  of  Society." 
Sir  WILLIAM  HAHCOUHT. 

Punch  to  the  Peelen. 
WE  have  heard  of  our  "  Thin  Red  Line," 
Of  its  battle-front  steadfast  and  line, 
Now  lyrists  must  raise 
A  new  psean  of  praise, 
To  which  England's  ear  will  incline, 

I  opine. 
Or  wrongly  the  Sage  doth  divine. 

The  name  and  the  fame  of  our  Red 

Have  stirred  admiration  and  dread 
In  friend  and  in  foe, 
When  the  battle-blasts  blow, 

And  the  death- nights  of  pitiless  lead 
Are  sped, 

Firm  stretches  the  tine  scarlet  thread ! 

Yet  'tis  not  the  sole  colour  that's  true. 

That  as  brave  hearts  may  beat  beneath  Blue, 
Had  we  doubted  before, 
We  have  proofs  by  the  score, 

Since  the  Dynamite  Demon's  foul  crew 
First  threw 

O'er  our  cities  chill  Death's  ghastly  hue. 

Splendid  service !  Sir  WILLIAM,  you  're  right, 

Those  breasts  beneath  Blue  buttoned  tight, 
Standing  firmly  and  still 
Between  England  and  ill, 

Are  heroic  as  ever  in  fight, 
To  flight 

Put  the  foes  of  our  land  by  their  might. 


Civic  servants  in  plain  woollen  stuff, 

Civic  badge  upon  collar  and  cuff, 
Yet  cynics  must  own 
Simple  "  Bobbies"  have  shown 

Something  more  of  true  soldiership  tough 
Than  enough 

For  mere  dealing  with  burglar  and  rough. 

The  sleuth-hound  and  bull-dog  in  one 
Is  a  guardian  indeed.    They  have  done, 

These  men  in  plain  Blue, 

What  to  dare  and  to  do 
Is  as  much  as  face  steel-stroke  or  gun, 

Nor  run 
When  the  death-shells  are  flying  "  like  fun." 

There  is  hell  in  our  midst,  its  black  band 
Threats  the  cities  and  homes  of  onr  land. 

These  have  struck  on  the  trail 

Of  the  Terror,  with  pale 
Set  faces,  cool  head,  and  firm  hand. 

So  grand 
State  service  should  guerdon  command. 

Here 's  "  Our  Dark  Blue  Line  "—our  Police  ! 
May  their  work  BO  well  started  not  cease, 

Their  resolute  grip 

Never  falter  or  slip 
From  the  Anarchs  who  lengthen  hate's  lease, 

Increase 
Tophet's  borders,  and  murder  sweet  Peace  I 


LKGAL   QUERIES  AHD   AN8WEB9. 

WILL  the  Director  of  Public  Prosecutions 
take  notice  of  any  case  of  assault  ? — Yes, — if 
you  get  sufficiently  Mauled. 

Then  what  answer  would  he  make  ?— He 
would  at  once  say,  "  I  'm  MATJLE  there ! " 


HARCOURT'S  "RAPID  ACT." 

SEEING  how  rapidly  an  "  Explosives  Bill ' 
can  become  law — how  both  sides  in  Parlia- 
ment agree  to  bury  the  war-hatchet,  how 
the  House  of  Lords  agrees  to  sit  after  the 
aristocratic  dinner-hour,  and  how  the  Sove- 
reign is  kept  out  of  bed,  or  knocked  up 
early  in  the  morning — it  is  impossible  not 
to  regret  that  the  same  dynamite  influence 
could  not  be  brought  to  bear  upon  our  ordi- 
nary legislation.  Destructive  forces,  when 
properly  governed,  become  the  most  useful 
agents  of  civilisation  ;  and  it  has  long  been 
notorious  that  the  only  way  to  carry  any 
useful  reform  is  to  establish  a  state  of  panic. 
Perhaps  the  Sunday  Closing  fanatics  will 
create  such  a  tempest  of  popular  wrath,  that 
we  shall  get  free-trade  in  drink,  drama, 
music,  and  dancing,  while  the  draughtsmen 
are  pottering  over  the  clauses  of  the  Municipal 
Reform  Bill,  (f) 


Unrequited  Advance. 

Old  Flame  (in  a  tone  of  tender  melancholy 
to  OLD  FOGEY,  whom  the  regrets  having  re- 
jected when  he  once  made  her  an  offer).  Do 
you  think,  Mr.  BUCKTHORN,  we  shall  meet 
those  we  love  in  the  next  world  ? 

Old  Fogey.  Perhaps,  Ma'am.  And,  let  us 
hope,  in  that  part  of  it  where  they  neither 
marry  nor  are  given  in  marriage. 


MHS.  RAM  says  she  likes  pure  unadulterated 
coffee,  no  chicanery  in  it. 
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POLICE    INTELLIGENCE." 


MR.  POKCH  (to  HOME  SKCKMAIY).  "IN  THE   NAME  OF  THE   PUBLIC,  Sill  WILLIAM,  I  CONGRATULATE   YOU  ON 
OUR-A  HEM-' BOBBIES  M-OUR  DARK  SLUE  LI.\£  OF  DEFENCE!" 
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THE    FISHERIES    EXHIBITION. 

Case  nf  Exhibits,  respectfully  o/eredfor  the  consideration  of  II.  R.II.  the 
Prince  of  Whales  by  Dumb-Crambo  Junior. 


Sam  on  Cutlets. 


'Ock  Topen. 


A  Hoiater  Bed. 


A  Merry  Old  Soul. 


ITALIANO  IN  COVENT  GARDEN. 

THE  neat  novelty  of  the  ensuing  Italian  Opera  Season  will  be 
the  production  of  a  real  Italian  Opera.  It  is  called  La  Gioconda, 
libretto  by  AKBIGO  Bono— no  relation,  we  believe,  to  M.  AHKIQO 
BEANO  — and  the  music  by  Signor  AMII.CAKK  POHCHIELLI,  whom 
Signor  PUNCHIKLH  of  Eighty-tivo,  Fleeti  Streetti,  is  delighted  to 
welcome  to  England  as  his  long-lost  cousin  several  times  removed. 

Madame  PATTI  is  to  give  us  a  treat  in  La  Gazza  Ladra :  Madame 
ALBANI  is  to  be  the  Senta  of  attraction  in  the  Italianised  Flying 
Dutchman.  The  Land  of  Song  must  be  hard- up  for  prime  donne, 
as,  though  the  names,  just  for  the  look  of  the  thing,  are  Italianised, 
there  isn't  a  genuine  native  of  Italy  among  the  lot.  Is  there 
a  notice  over  the  Stage-door  of  the  Italian  Opera  in  London 
headed,  "No  Italians  need  apply"  ?  As  to  the  tenors,  Mr.  MAAS 
joins  them,  and  will  sing  in  his  usually  Maasterly  style.  Will  he 
Italianise  his  name  ?  If  so,  there  's  an  operatic  one  ready  to  hand — 
Signor  MAASANIELLO. 

The  Covent  Garden  prospects  are  good,  if  not  brilliant.  Mr.  HALL 
is  at  his  post,  as  usual,  in  the  Box-office :  open  the  front  door  of 
Covent  Garden  Theatre,  and  you  come  at  once  to  the  Hall.  Appear- 
ing generally  with  a  gardenia  in  his  evening  dress  coat,  this  worthy 
official  is  sometimes  confounded  with  the  Floral  Hall.  To  do  so  is  a 
mistake.  F.  Hall  is  lower  down :  this  is  E.  HALL,  and — that 's  h-all, 
at  present,  on  this  subject. 

But  what  does  this  mean  in  the  Prospectus  ?— "  Companies  of 
Artists,  with;.  Accompanyist  and  Conductor  complete,"  may  be  had 
"  at  prices  varying  from  80  to  200  guineas."  How  are  they  sent 
out?  Packed  in  Private  Musical  Boies?  What's  a  "Conductor 
complete"?  What's  an  "Accompanyist  complete"?  Are  they 


warranted  to  keep  in  any  climate  ?  It'sounds  like  Professor  Some- 
body's, advertisement  of  an  entire  evening's  entertainment,  ready  to 
be  sent  ont  at  any  minute,  including  Entire  Box  of  Tricks.  Dissolving 
Views,  and  Conjuror  complete  !  Mr.  Or  K  might  have  added,  "Sample* 
forwarded  post-free  to  any  part  of  the  Kingdom  on  receipt  of  thirteen 
" 


The  energetic  Entrepreneur  already  complains  (through  us)  of  the 
applications  of  which  the  following,  inclosed  for  publication,  are,  we 
suppose,  fair  specimen*  :  — 

(To  The  Manager  of  the  I.  O.  C.,  Limited.) 
DEAR  SIK, 

SEKIHO  your  advertisement,  I  beg  to  request  that  you  will 
forward  a  company  of  Artists  to  play  the  Ifugufnuti,  with  Accompa- 
nyist and  Conductor  complete.  We  '11  do  it  in  our  back  drawing-room, 


Handel  Haute  (Late  32,  Proton  Street),  ALBERT  BlMOOV. 

Kentington,  S.  W.     (Late  lirumpton,  S.) 

(To  Mr,  Gye,  Covent  Garden  Opera  Haute,  London.) 

SIR,— We  are  opening  the  new  wing  of  St.  Florida's  Church,  next 
Thursday.  Having  seen  your  representation  of  The  Cathedral  Scene 
in  the  Prophete,  should  like  to  know  if  we  can  arrange  for  an 
"  Entire  Company  "  (according  to  the  advertisement  in  your  Pro- 
spectus) with  costumes  complete,  including  the  Bishops  who,  if  I 
remember  rightly,  are  always  on  in  this  Scene,  and  the  Choristers 
who  sing  that  charming  Chorus  while  swinging  the  incense.  Your 
minimum,  1  see,  is  eighty  guineas,  "with  Accompanyist  and  Con- 
ductor complete  ; "  but,  in  a  good  cause,  surely,  Sir,  you  would  make 
some  reduction,  and  we  can  dispense  with  the  services  of  the  Con- 
ductor and  the  Accompanyist,  as  our  own  Organist  (Complete)  will 
do  all  that 's  necessary  on  our  full-toned  American  harmonium.  I 
think  we  can  manage  fifty  pounds,  but  we  are  only  a  poor  flock,  and 
cannot  bear  much  shearing.  Temper  then  the  wind  instruments  to 
us,  and  oblige  Your*  truly, 

Cope  Rectory.  CHAS.  YlUBXL. 

DEAR  SLR, 

I  'M  giving  a  little  festivity  Entertainment  to  a  few 
Johnnies,  a  bachelor  party,  and  think  it  will  be  jolly  to  have  one 
of  your  Companies  down  for  the  night.  Your  advertisement  says, 
"  Companies  of  Artists,  with  Accompanyist  and  Conductor,  complete, 
from  eighty  to  two  hundred  guineas. "  We  should  like  a  Comic  Opera 
— something  light  and  tunny,  with  lots  of  "go"  in  it,  good  Singers, 
and  Chorus.  Chuck  in  a  Ballet,  "  Complete,"  and  I  11  go  ninety 
quid.  The  Accompanyist  and  Conductor  included,  of  course.  Send 
BBVIONANI.  Yours,  truly, 

Beanett  Lodge.  TITCS  A.  DRUKK. 

P.8.— On  second  thoughts,  I  don't  think  we'll  hare  the  Chorus. 
It  will  be  after  dinner,  and  we  can  do  that  part  of  the  business 
ourselves. 

2nd  P.S.— I  reopen  this  letter  to  say  that,  on  consideration,  we  can 
do  without  a  lot  of  singing  Artists.  One  good  'un  will  do.  A  real 
Comic  cove,  with  a  set  of  first- rate  songs. 

3rd.  P.S.— Haven't  time  to  re-write  foregoing;  but  on  carefully 
thinking  over  what  will  most  amuse  the  Chappies,  I  have  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  you'd  better  make  the  entire  Company  Ballet.  Say 
' '  Ballet  complete."  We  can  do  without  BEVIONABI,  and  prefer  Bevy 
of  Gals.  The  Accompanyist  may  be  incomplete ;  send  anyone  who 
doesn't  go  in  for  liquor,  and  who  is  strong  in  the  wrists  (deal  chap 
preferred),  as  we  shall  only  want  him  to  turn  the  handle  of  my 
mechanical  piano,  which  plays  a  hundred  tunes,  with  all  the  latest 
Burlesque  novelties.  Perhaps  I  'd  better  come  up,  and  choose  the 
troupe  myself,  or  you  send  photos.  The  hall  of  Bemness  Lodge  is 
plenty  big  enough  for  a  first-rate  Ballet.  By  the  way,  supper  after- 
wards. Come  down  yourself,  and  Gye-ne  the  party.  Larks  I 
Complete  I  

THE  GHOULISH  RAILWAY. 

THERE  was  a  time  when  Railway  Directors,  for  the  purpose  of 
Railway  extension,  ware  content  with  the  homes  of  the  living ;  bnt 
latterly  they  have  coveted  the  resting-places  of  the  dead.  The 
Churchyard  of  old  St.  Pancras  was  the  first  annexation,  and  now  the 
Burial-ground  of  St.  James's,  in  the  Hampstead  Road,  is  threatened. 
No  ground  in  London  is  probably  more  wanted  as  an  "open  space" 
for  the  recreation  of  the  poor  creatures  who  are  chained  by  work  to  a 
crowded  neighbourhood,  but  as  those  who  have  had  the  purchase- 
money  for  it  once  are  willing  to  sell  it  again,  with  the  bones  of  the 
helpless  tenants  for  whom  it  was  bought,  the  chances  are  that  the 
Ghoulish  Railway  Company  will  get  it.  Is  the  money  to  be  used  for 
the  decoration  of  a  fashionable  Church  in  Piccadilly  ? 

WHERE  are  the  Solomon  Islands  ?  Well— we  should  say  they  are 
exactly  the  antipodes  of  the  Scilly  Isles. 
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THE  TWO  HUNDRED. 

(A  little  after  a  famous  Original.") 

CHEERS  to  the  right  of  him, 
Cheers  to  the  left  of  him, 
Cheers    from    the    front    of 
him 

Volleyed  and  thundered  ! 
That  wasn't  half  enough, 
Rude  RANDY  to  rehuff, 
Tell  him  his  talk  was  stuff, 
They  pen  to  paper  put, 

Tory  Two  Hundred  ! 
"Pooh!    let   young   puppies 

yell, 
We  know  you  lead  us  well, 

Scorn'faction's  low  bray ! 
'Gainst  jeers    to   mock   you 

meant, 

Letters  to  shock  you  meant, 
Just  put  this  document," 

Says  Sir  JOHN  Mows  BAY. 
Quite  so !  Your  health,  Sir  S. ! 
WOODCOCK  has  made  a  mess, 

Finds  he  has  blundered  ; 
Long  may  you  lead  your  lot, 
Give  it  your  foemen  hot, 
Cut  by  Lord  R.,  but  not 

Not  your  Two  Hundred  I 


In  Earnest. 

THE  portrait  of  Mr.  EBNEST 
Hiiir  was  presented  to  Mrs. 
HART  by  the  leading  members 
of  the  Medical  profession,  in 
recognition  of  his  great  public 
services,  particularly  in  con- 
nection with  the  British  Medi- 
cal Association.  The  names 
of  Sir  HENBY  THOMPSON,  Mr. 
SPENCEB  WELLS,  Dr.  QoAisr, 
and  others  of  the  same  emi- 
nence, show  that  it  was  a 
genuine  tribute  to  the  work 
of  one  ERNEST  HART  from 
many  Earnest  Hearts,  aided 
by  Cool  Heads  and  Steady 
Hands.  The  address  itself 
was  read  by  the  Gentleman 
who  bears  the  appropriate 
name  of  NOBLE  SMITH. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    132. 


CHIEF-SUPERINTENDENT  WILLIAMSON, 

AT  THK  HEAD  OF  THE  DrNAuiTE-DErEynoN  AND  FENIAN  FERRETING-OCT 

DEPARTMENT. 

"  Palmam  qui  miruU—FSRRHT." 


RATHER  CRAFTY. 

WHILE  taking  our  "  re- 
freshment"  after  "labour," 
we  read  the  following : — 

"  His  Royal  Highness  the  Duke 
of  CONNAUOHT  yesterday  after- 
noon laid  the  foundation-stone  of 
St.  Ann's  Church,  at  Bagahot, 
with  Masonic  rites.  .  .  .  The 
Bishop  of  WINCHESTER  officiated 
during  a  portion  of  the  service." 

Odd  this.  Is  St.  Ann  in 
the  Freemasonie  Calendar? 
We  can  understand  "Masonic 
rites  "at  the  foundation  of  a 
Temple  dedicated  to  HIKAM  of 
Tyre,  of  which  HIRAM  Masons 
must  be  a  little  tired.  The 
Bishop  of  WINCHESTER  seems 
to  have  struck.  Perhaps  it 
occurred  to  his  Lordship  that 
"Masonic  rites"  on.  such  an 
occasion  were  not  quite  in  his 
line,  so  he  would  "  either  letter 
it  or  halve  it"  —  and  he 
halved  it.  By  the  way,  Past 
Grand  Master  Punch  has  it  on 
record  that  the  last  ecclesi- 
astical Grand  Master  in  Eng- 
land was  Cardinal  WOLSEY. 
It  is  commonly  said  that  it 
is  so  useful  for  a  tradesman 
to  be  a  member  of  the  Craft ; 
but,  we  ask,  what  well-known 
partner  of  an  old-established 
firm  is  decidedly  not  a  Mason  ? 
The  immediate  answer  must 
be  "  I'ortnum." 


"  COUNTS  OUT."— The  place 
par  excellence  for  ' '  Counts 
Out"  is  Italy.  Any  number 
of  Counts  out  there,  being 
often  Counts  out  at  elbowa, 
Counts  out  of  employment, 
and  Counts  out  of  luck  gene- 
rally. 

THE  RAILWAY  PASSENGERS' 
DUTY. — To  see  that  the  Direc- 
tors are  up  to  their  work. 


NOTES  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  A  CITY  WAITER. 

WE'VE  bin  a-jogging  on  wery  comfortably  at  the  Manshun  House 
for  the  last  two  or  three  munse.  We  giurally  has  a  Rival  Prinse  or 
a  Dook  or  a  couple  of  Marktsaes  every  week.  Nothink  keeps  'em 
away  for  long.  If  they  ain't  asked  to  dinner  to  eat  and  drink, 
they  cams  to  meetings  to  talk,  and  to  recommend  other,  and  of 
course  commoner  people  to  subscribe  their  money,  which  is,  I  think, 
werry  kind  on  'em.  That 'swot  I  calls  a  werry  fair  diwision  of 
labour.  The  swells  does  the  talking  and  the  snobs  finds  the  money, 
and  both  fuUfills  the  nateral  law  of  their  waried  existence.  I  allers 
gits  a  peep  at  'em  if  I  can  possibly  manage  it.  I  likes  to  see  the  fond 
and  almost  revverenshal  look  with  which  the  middling  orders  gazes 
upon  a  reel  live  I'rinse,  and  how  they  hangs  with  perfect  rapshur  on 
every  word  as  falls  from  his  Royal  Lips. 

We  have  had  all  our  reglar  Bankwets  as  usual,  and  they  've  all 
been  apperiently  enjoyed  as  usual,  but  there  was  nothink  speshil 
about  em  to  call  for  remark,  until  last  Wensday,  and  then  I  'm 
enolined  to  think  as  our  nobel  Egipshun  All  saw  such  a  sight  as 
must  have  gladdened  and  estonished  its  werry  eyes  if  it  had 
happened  to  have  any.  Fancy  the  subblime  idear  of  asking  All  the 
Egipshun  Officers  to  come  to  the  Egipshun  All  and  have  some 
dinner !  And  not  only  the  Commanders  and  the  Kernels  and  the 
Captings,  but  even  the  werry  lowest  of  the  low,  even  the  deputy 
Surgeons  wasn't  left  out  in  the  cold,  but  had  reel  turtle  and  Cham- 
pain  just  like  the  rest. 

Almost  the  fust  thing  as  struck  me  was  the  gratifying  f  aot  that  the 
members  of  the  old  Cojperashun  wasn't  a-going  for  to  let  theirselves 
b»  out  out  by  their  goarlet  gests,  so  every  one  of  'am,  as  it  seemed  to 
me,  who  oould  either  borrow  or  higher  a  red  coat,  put  it  on  for  this 


speshal  millitary  occasion.  I  herd  one  on 'em  who  had  got  a  red 
coat  on  that  was  quite  big  enufl  for  two,  explain  that  he  came  in 
that  wunderfool  garment  coz  the  ticket  of  inwitation  said  Uneform. 
The  LORD  MARE  set  the  egaampel,  and  looked  like  a  reel  Majar- 
General,  nearly  all  the  Court  of  Aldermen  followed  Bute,  and  then 
came  the  Deputy  Leftenant  Common  Counsilmen,  and  a  werry 
striking  display  they  made,  you  may  be  sure,  speshally  two  or  three 
remarkably  stout  Deputys  who  seemed  to  have  been  getting  reddy 
for  an  enlarged  Copperashun.  Then  again,  to  match  the  two  field 
Earshalls  as  came  with  the  other  gests,  we  had  our  own  City  Field 
Marshall,  Major  CAMPBELL,  looking  as  solgerly  as  the  best  on  'em, 
and  the  Sheriff's  Field  Marshall,  PONTIF EX,  looking  the  appiest  of 
the  lot,  because  he  had  his  own  Field  Marshalless  with  him  looking 
as  bright  as  a  sunbeam. 

The  trubbel  I  had  to  explane  to  the  reel  solgers  all  the  unyforms 
of  the  sham  solgers  was  sumthink  quite  strawnery,  and  I  am  afraid 
in  sum  cases  I  had  to  shoot  the  long  bow.  Of  course  I  may  be  sum- 
wot  predjudished,  but  to  my  mind,  of  all  the  splendid  unyforms  in 
that  noble  All,  commend  me  to  those  of  the  4  Royal  Waiters  in 
atendance  on  the  2  Royal  Princes,  and  in  atendance  on  nobody  else, 
with  their  butiful  scarlet  coats,  and  their  golden  epperlets  with  their 
real  solid  gold  fringe,  and  their  stately  and  horty  demeanor !  I  had 
quite  a  frendly  chat  with  one  of  them  after  the  Bankwet,  of  course 
paying  him  propper  respect,  and  he  told  me,  quite  in  confidence, 
while  he  langwidly  pufied  his  Siggaret,  that  not  only  his  own  Royal 
employer — they  never  use  the  word  Master — but  also  his  Elustrus 

Brother  the  P e  of  W s  have  exprest  theirselves  werry  strongly 

indeed  against  the  abberlistun  of  the  Grand  Old  Copperashun,  not 

only  so,  but  their  equally  Elustrus  Unkel  the  D e  of  C s 

expressed  the  decided  opinion  that  it  would  be  a  dashed  shame  to  do 
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IlK  MIGHT  HAVE  FORESEEN  IT  FROM  CERTAIN  SlGNS,  HAD  BIS  DULL  BgAIN  BUT  KIOOONIMD  THBIB  SIGNIFICANCE.  H*  THOUGHT 
'TWAS  BUT  T1IK  THRIFTY  MAID  BIDDING  TlMB  TO  PASS  AND  LEAVE  HIS  CLEANLY  FOOTSTEPS  OVER  ALL.  ANON  BB  OBSERVED  FUETflKR 
INDICATIONS,  BUT  REEDED  NOT  THEIB  PORTENT  !  AND  NOT  TILL  ITS  SCATTERED  GERMS  WEBB  GATHERED  IN  FULL  FORCE.  AND  WITH 
A  WILD  FURY  LET  LOOSE  UPON  HIS  BED-ROOM— AMD  FINDINO  ALL  THAT  WAS,  WA»  MOT  !— BID  HE  REALISE  IIIAT  HB  WA«  IN  THB 

VERY  MIDST  OF  A  SPRING  CLEANING  !  ! 


so,  as  to  his  thinking  the  only  place  in  which  to  get  a  reelly  great 
dinner  was  the  Manshun  House.  Of  coarse  I  don't  pretend  to  know 
much  about  how  important  matters  like  these  is  managed  in  the 
Polly  tickle  World,  but  I  should  think  that  such  rewelashuns  as  these 
would  settle  the  matter  at  wunse,  and  shut  up  the  Firth  of  Forth 
like  a  werry  hard  frost. 

1  wish  sum  of  our  bitter  foes  could  have  herd  the  LOED  MASK'S 
speech.  Didn't  ho  tell  'em  just  all  about  the  Egypshun  Champain  ! 
Why  there  was  sum  things  as  he  told  "em  as  even  I  hadn't  heard  on 
afore.  And  what  did  Lord  GABSET  WOLSET  say  in  reply,  and  this 
ought  to  be  writ  in  gold  in  the  memory  of  every  friend  of  the  old 
Copperashun,  "  I  ask  for  no  greater  reward,  however  long  I  may 
live,  than  that  I  have  received  to-day." 

It's  the  custom  of  many  unthinking  people  to  laugh  at  the  old 
Copperanhun  because  they  indulges  theirselves  and  their  frends 
pretty  offen  in  all  the  dellycases  of  horspitality,  but  the  nex  time  as 
any  such  ungenerous  thort  comes  across  what  they  calls  their  minds, 
let  them  remember  the  grand  old  history  of  the  grand  old  Coppera- 
shnn,  and  let  them  also  remember,  that  one  of  the  coolest  as  well  as 
one  of  the  bravest  solgers  this  great  country  ever  produced  not  only 
said  the  words  quoted  'above,  but  also  said  at  Gildhall  that  werry 
same  morning,  as  I  herd  with  my  own  ears,  that  the  receet  of  the 
Telegram  from  the  LORD  MARK  and  Copperashun  immediately  after 
his  great  wiotory  gave  him  the  greatest  and  most  intense  pleasure. 

And  why,  because  for  ages  and  ages,  no  great  man  who  has  dun 
his  country  good  serwice  thinks  he 's  had  his  full  reward  till  he 's 
made  a  honnerray  freeman  of  the  oldest  the  richest  the  charitablest 
and  the  horsepitablest  City  as  is  to  be  found  in  Urop  in  Asia  in 
Africka  or  in  Ameriker.  KOBKBT. 

THE  Proprietors  of  the  Illustrated  Weekly  Papers  must  have 
trembled  last  Saturday  morning  when  the  Daily  Telegraph  came 
out  with  a  couple  of  Pictures  of  "No.  1."  If  ''Your  likeness  in 
this  style  "  be  frequently  repeated,  it  will  be  fatal  to  the  existence 
of  the  Police  Netcs, 


A  CAST-IRON  EDITOR. 
[A  Journal,  devoted  to  tho  cotton,  wool,  and  iron  trade*,  »ki  if  "  wmrone 
will  only  gel  up  a  patent,  automatic,  »elf-»dju»tinf,  double-bioked,  out-iron 
Editor ! "] 

WANTED,  a  double-backed,  cast-iron  Editor. 

One  who '»  as  strong  as  a  fall-armoured  ship, 
Who,  like  a  spendthrift  when  greeting  his  creditor, 

Faces  the  world  with  a  sneer  on  his  lip. 
He  must  have  works  like  a  patent  automaton, 

Grinding  out  leaders  in  regular  way, 
Tackling  all  dry  correspondence,  say  from  a  ton 

Up  to  a  truck-load  of  letters  a  day. 

Then,  when  the  public  is  terribly  down  on  him, 

He  can  preserve  a  mechanical  grin. 
Little  he  '11  care  if  opponent*  should  frown  on  him  ; 

Wind  him  up  well  and  he 's  certain  to  win. 
Folks  too  may  always  be  sure  of  his  attitude  ; 

Springs  of  oast-steel  never  vary  an  inch  ; 
He  '11  reel  off  epigram,  paragraph,  platitude — 

Such  is  an  Editor  good  at  a  pinch  ! 


Hope  for  All. 

"  LAW  bless  us !  "  a  very  natural  exclamation  when  we  read  in 
the  Morning  Pott — 

"Mr.  K.  S.  WHIOHT  has  been  appointed  to  the  pott  of  'Deril'  to  the 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL." 

The  deuce  he   is  I     Had  ORIOEN  lived    to  see  this    day,  how 

delighted  he  would  have  been;  so  also  the  Poet  BCRXS. who  shared 

liis  Origenal  opinions.    Eh,  mon  !  just  to  think  that  the  Di-vil  should 

ome  to  be  Wright  at  last!    Poor  Sir  HK.IRT  JAMES!    A  forensic 

diiit  with  a  MephistophtU»  always  at  his  elbow!     Is  Sir  HKUBY 

The  Devil's  Advocate"?     How,  in  view  of  this  fact,  can  Mr. 

BRADLAron  remain  an  Adiabolist? 
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THE  WHITEY-BROWNING  SOCIETY. 

(Communicated— by  our  own  very  serious  Joker.) 

April  1,  1883. 

THE  Annual  Meeting  of  the  above  Society  was  held  this  month  on 
the  aforesaid  usual  inaugural  date,  and  was  in  every  respect  a  most 
successful  gathering. 

After  recapitulating  the  delightful  waste  of  time,  temper,  and 
intelligence  that  the  Society,  through  its  efforts  to  further  involve 
and  confuse  the  obscurities  of  Mr.  WHiTEr-BsowNiNG's  capital  con- 
nundrums,  had  effected  during  the  course  of  the  past  year,  the 
Chairman  proceeded  forthwith  to  read  the  following  list  of  subjects 
selected  by  the  Vice-Presidents  for  the  present  discussion  :— 

1.  Whitey-  Browning  as  a  substitute  for  cheap  Champagne. 

2.  His  Narcotic  Teaching. 

3.  Ready-made  Clothing  and  its  Psychological  Disadvantages,  as 
gathered/ram  the  Philosophy  of  WhiUy-Browning. 

4.  His  Estimate  of  Concrete  Clog-Dancing. 

5.  The  Inductive  value  of  his  after-dinner  Adjectives. 

7.  Whitey- Browning  regarded  as  an  Omnibus  Conductor, 

8.  His  subjective  love  of  Marmalade. 

9.  The  Secret  of  his  Abstract  Influence  at  Colney  Hatch. 

On  the  applause  that  followed  the  reading  out  of  this  eapitally- 
selected  list  having  somewhat  subsided,  the  Chairman  proceeded. 
He  said :  "  He  thought  that  the  time  had  now  come  when,  from  a 
sufficient  acquaintance  with  the  foggy— he  might  say— the  inex- 
plicable phraseology  of  their  illustrious  Master,  they  might  them- 
selves, in  their  own  humble  discussion,  freely  indulge  in  an  obscurity 
that  would  render  their  remarks  quite  as  unintelligible  to  themselves 
as  they  had,  he  was  proud  to  believe,  hitherto  proved  to  the  outer 
world.  (Applause.)  That  manifestation  encouraged  him.  It  would 
be  his  endeavour,  in  future,  not  only  not  to  cultivate  the  art  of 
expressing  himself  in  ordinary  English,  but  he  would  go  further, — 
he  would  do  his  very  best  to  get  along  without  any  grammar. 
(Applause.)  There  was,  as  their  great  exemplar  had  well  taught 
them,  a  wonderful  profundity  of  thought  associated  with  a  brick- 
wall  sentence ;  and  the  illustrious  thinker,  who  was  able  to  command 
an  army  of  interpreting  disciples,  all  of  whom  knew  a  good  deal 
better  than  he  did  himself  what  on  earth  he  meant  when  defying 
LINDLET  MURRAY,  became  the  unconscious  Author  of  a  side-splitter 
so  rich,  so  racy,  so  rare,  that  they  could  hardly  hope  to  follow  in  his 
killing  footsteps.  Still  they  would  try. 

The  Chairman  then  proposed,  as  subject-matter  in  illustration  of 
their  first  thesis,  "  Whitey-Brpwning  as  a  Substitute  for  cheap 
Champagne,"  to  read  and  examine  what  he  described  as  one  of  the 
illustrious  master-singer's  "  stiffest  little  posers,"  and  proceeded 
to  declaim  the  following,  amid  a  hushed  and  respectful  merriment : — 

BROWNING  IS WHAT? 

BROWNING  is what  ? 

Riddle  redundant, 
Baldness  abundant, 
Sense — who  can  spot  ? 
Playing  with  wisdom,  yet  fiddle -de-dee, 
Telescope  waiting  an  eye  that  can  see  ; 
What  of  the  cow  that  jumped  over  the  moon  ? 
Dishes  enspooning  with  naught  to  enspoon ! 
Come,  then,  unstrung  strangulation,  0  fiddle, 
Scrape  through  the  baldness,  shy  at  the  riddle  I 
Guess  it  again 

Over  your  grog, 
And  aught  that  was  plain 
Grows  thick,  grows  fog, 

Grows  fog  I 

The  discussion  of  the  above  was  then  commenced,  and  led,  as 
usual,  to  the  customary  displays  of  irritability  and  ill-temper  on 
the  part  of  the  withered  and  worn-out  disputants,  the  Deputy- 
Secretary  being  specially  aggressive  in  his  attitude  as  to  the  exacl 
psychological  significance  of  the  expression,  "  fiddle-de-dee." 
Matters,  moreover,  were  brought  somewhat  to  a  crisis  by  the  propo- 
sition of  a  new  member  that  the  meeting  should  close  its  proceedings 
appropriately  with  a  game  of  blind  man's  buff. 

Upon  the  Chairman,  who  seemed  to  take  to  the  task  cheerfully 
putting  the  Resolution  to  the  vote,  though  there  was  a  good  deal  ol 
hasty  feeling  manifested  by  a  small  minority,  who  insisted  thai 
"  they  still  had  their  heads  tolerably  clear,"  it  was  carried  at  once, 
and  the  further  discussion  of  the  rest  of  the  programme  was 
adjourned  almost  unanimously/amidst  cheers  of  evident  relief. 

After  a  little  desultory  and  nagging  conversation  as  to  the  advisa- 
bility of  entering  into  a  contract  with  some  respectable  local  butter- 
man  to  purchase  the  surplus  numbers  of  the  Society's  Papers  by  thi 
hundredweight,  the  proceedings  terminated. 

N.B.— Mr.  Punch,  being  conscious  of  the  existence  of  a  Society 
established  by  some  very  well  meaning  and  worthy  people,  tha 


nevertheless  appears  to  him  to  have  certain  vague,  yet  kindred 
points  of  resemblance  to  the  institution  with  an  account  of  the 
proceedings  of  which  his  seriously  jocose  correspondent  has  here 
furnished  him,  wishes,  while  passing  little  judgment  on  either,  to 
do  full  justice  to  both.  No  one  has  a  greater  regard  and  respect  for 
a  great  name  than  Mr.  Punch.  But  knowing  that  the  injudicious 
and  exaggerating  adulation  of  over  assiduous  disciples  will  often 
not  only  make  genius  itself  look  ridiculous,  but  sometimes  even 
latter  and  delude  it  till  it  wander  unconsciously  from  the  pathway 
of  its  own  loftiest  purpose,  he  publishes  the  above  for  what  it  is 
worth — a  hint  to  be  taken,  cum  grano,  no  doubt,  but  still  he  thinks 
—to  be  taken.  

PROSECUTING— A  SEARCH  ! 

(Extract  from  the  Note-Book  of  Mr.  Punch's  sharpest  Detective.) 

9  A.M. — Got  my  instructions.    Thought  the  task  a  most  difficult 
one,  but  determined  to  succeed.     Laid  in  compressed  provisions,  and 
chartered  a  fire-engine,  so  as  to  get  from  place  to  place  with  the 
rreatest  possible  celerity.    Started. 

10  A.M.— Have  been  to  all  the  Police  Courts.    Many  interesting 
cases.   Brutal  assaults,  successful  attempts  at  fraud,  &e.,  &c.   How- 
ever, in  spite  of  all  my  efforts,  could  hear  nothing  of  him.   He  didn't 
seem  to  be  known  anywhere. 

12  NOON.— Attended  all  the  County  Courts  now  sitting.  Again 
found  lots  of  work  which  he  might  have  undertaken.  _  But  HO,  they 
ladn't  even  heard  his  name.  Officials  thought  I  was  joking  when  I 
asked  for  him.  General  impression  was  that  he  had  never  been 
appointed. 

2  P.M.— Been  to  all  the  Private  Inquiry  Offices.  Plenty  of  matters 
;here  ripe  for  his  manipulation.  Was  informed  that  he  never  inter- 
fered. Could  get  no  question  about  him  answered.  Consensus  of 
opiaion  that  he  was  a  myth. 

4  P.M.— Have  spent  the  last  two  hours  in  the  Royal  Courts  of 
Justice.  Seemed  for  a  moment  to  be  upon  the  scent.  His  name  had 
been  mentioned  recently  in  a  case  which  had  come  before  the  Lord 
Chief  Justice.  Apparently  he  had  been  "  inquired  after"  (like 
things  in  the  City),  but  had  not  been  found.  Many  trials  were 
going  on  in  which  he  might  reasonably  have  taken  a  part.  But  not 
i  vestige  of  him  to  be  seen.  Baffled  everywhere.  Think,  after  all, 
lie  must  be  a  "  legal  fiction."  However,  will  not  give  up.  Shall 
run  him  to  earth  if  my  life  is  long  enough. 

6  P.M.— Tried' at  all  the  Police  Stations.  Nearly  got  "run  in" 
myself  in  consequence.  Inspectors  on  duty  thought  my  inquiries 
were  "  a  lark."  Assured  them  that  I  was  in  earnest.  Inspectors 
convinced,  but  told  me  that  "information  had  not  been  received " 
about  him  by  them,  nor  by  anyone  else. 

8  P.M. — Attended  by  a  Constable,  visited  all  the  Pawnbrokers' 
Shops  in  shady  neighbourhoods,  and  offices  of  receivers  of  stolen 
goods  generally.  None  of  their  proprietors  had  ever  heard  of  him. 
They  said,  however,  that  if  he  had  been  appointed,  they  did  not 
object  to  him  if  he  did  nothing  more  in  the  future  than  he  had  done 
in  the  past.  Constable,  in  taking  leave,  advised  me  to  give  up  my 
search.  Observed  that  he  was  evidently  invisible.  Rather  dis- 
heartened. But  courage!  courage!  courage!  Once  more  yoicks ! — 
hark  away !— I  will  have  him  yet ! 

10  P.M. — Looked  in  at  all  the  Vestry  Meetings.  Labour  spent  in 
vain.  Asked  the  Clergy  of  all  denominations  "if  they  had  ever 
come  across  him?"  They  answered,  "No— they  had  plenty  of 
work  for  him,  but,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  they  had  not  seen  him." 
Galloped  in  my  tire-engine  to  all  the  Gaols.  Governors  very  civil 
and  obliging.  But  one  reply,  "  Did  not  know  him."  None  of  the 
prisoners  seemed  to  have  any  recollection  of  him.  Utterly  defeated  1 
Weary  and  sorrowful,  returned  home. 

12  MIDNIGHT. — Hooray !  Eureka !  Have  discovered  him  at  last ! 
Took  down  an  "  Almanack  for  1883,"  and  spotted  him  at  once ! 
Here  he  is,  accompanied  by  an  "Assistant  (£1000),"  a  "Chief 
Clerk  (£380),"  and  costing,  with  the  rest  of  his  staff,  £3821  (pre- 
sumably) a  year  !  Behold  him,  "  Director  of  Public  Prosecutions — 
Sir  JOHN  BLOSSET  MAUIE,  Q.C.— £2000."  I  have  found  him  in 
Whitaker,  but  out  everywhere  else  ! 


BLESSINGS  OP  THE  BUDGET. — Nobody  much  the  worse  for  it. 
Some  few  rather  the  better.  Sixpenny  Telegrams,  and  (preparation 
for  repeal  of  Silver  Plate  Duty)  slight  boon  to  Silversmiths.  Reduc- 
tion of  Passenger  Duty  for  poor  Railway  Directors.  Arrangement 
towards  redemption  of  National  Debt,  with  some  advantage  perhaps 
to  posterity  at  large,  and  without  much  present  injury  to  individuals. 
Proportionate  gun-licences  for  accommodation  of  occasional  sports- 
men. Remission  to  Income-tax  payer  of  partial  impost  by  three- 
halfpence  in  the  pound— for  the  present.  Any  longer— don't  you 
wish  you  may  get  it?  Thanks  due  for  small  mercies.  No  new 
burdens  and  curses. 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelope  or  Cover.      Copies  of  MS.  should  be  kept  by  the  Senders. 
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MUSICAL    NOTES. 

Adapted  fur  the  Ust  of  the  Royal  College  oj  ifusic,  by  Dumb-Crambo  Junior. 


Freu  Toe. 


Ten-oary  Row-bust-o ! 


Forty  (or  thereabout!). 


Cantab  ill,  eh ! 


ARRIVING  AT  AMATEURITY. 

MR.  PUNCH,  having  been  informed  on  (food  authority  that  the 
unfettered  enthusiasts  who  hold  that  a  special  training  is  by  no 
means  necessary  to  professional  competency,  and  have,  as  a  conse- 
quence, latterly  been  taking  the  Stage,  if  not  the  Public,  by  storm, 
are  so  angry  with  Mr.  IRVING,  that  they  are  about  to  emigrate  en 
masse,  for  the  purpose  of  founding  a  Colony  where  their  own  fresh 
and  airy  ideas  can  have  free  and  fair  play,  desires  to  recommend  the 
following  to  their  notice. 

It  is  merely  a  chance  page  taken  at  random  from  a  little  useful 
handbook  (A  Complete  Letter-  Writer)  Mr.  Punch  is  compiling, 
that  will,  he  thinks,  be  found  invaluable  to  the  neophyte  in  any  such 
Society  as  his  young  friends  have  in  contemplation.  There  are,  of 
course,  in  Mr.  Punch's  collection,  models  provided  for  "  Amateur  " 
Soldiers,  Sailors,  Doctors,  R.A.'s.  Lord  Chancellors,  and  others,  but 
the  one  he  has  selected  from  a  distinguished  Ecclesiastic  will  serve 
very  well  as  a  specimen  of  the  rest. 

Letter  from  an  Amateur  Archbishop  to  his  Maternal  Aunt,  announcing 
his  Elevation,  and  asking  Counsel  and  Advice. 

Mr  BEAK  AUNTIK,  The  Palace,  April  I. 

KNOWING  that  only  a  week  since  it  was  finally  settled  that 
I  should  go  into  the  ironmongery  business,  I  dare  say  it  will  to  some 
extent  surprise  you  to  hear  that  I  am  now  an  Archbishop,  having 
been  consecrated,  with  great  pomp,  only  yesterday  afternoon. 
I  think  I  may  venture  to  say  that  the  ceremony  went  off  fairly,  and 
considering  that  I  am  so  fresh  to  the  work,  I  am  glad  to  tell  you  that 
I  really  get  on  remarkably  well.  Beyond  holding  my  pastoral  staff 
upside  down,  forgetting  my  apron,  leaving  out  a  collect  or  two, 
putting  on  my  lawn-sleeves  inside  out,  and  bestowing  an  apostolic 
benediction  on  the  Verger  by  mistake  for  the  Sub-dean,  there  was, 
believe  me,  nothing  to  distinguish  my  discharge  of  my  functions 
from  the  bearing  of  a  veritable  St.  Anselm.  By  the  way,  when 
you  next  write,  will  you  just  tell  me  who  St.  Anselm  was?  Also 
St.  Dunstan?  Is  not  one  of  them  referred  to  in  the  Ingoldsby 
Legends  ?  Of  course,  it  isn't  very  important,  but  still  I  think  it 
will  be  as  well,  now  I  'm  an  Archbishop,  to  be  a  little  up  in  Church 
History  ?  And  that  reminds  me  of  a  small  commission  I  have  for 
you.  I  want  you  to  try  and  get  me  a  good,  nice,  showy,  second- 
hand mitre.  I  am  told  there  may  be  some  technical  difficulty  raised 
to  my  wearing  it  in  the  Cathedral  itself.  But  this  is  clearly  absurd. 
To  tell  you  the  truth,  my  chief  reason  for  entering  the  Episcopate  at 
all  was  a  conviction  that  I  should  look  uncommonly  well  in  a  mitre. 
So,  Auntie  dear,  do  go  to  Nathan's,  and  see  what  you  can  do.  Ke- 
rnember,  an  Archbishop's  one.  And  I  should  think  it  so  kind  of  you 
if  you  could  come  round  some  day  next  week  and  have  a  little  eccle- 
siastical chat  over  a  cup  of  tea.  I  feel  I  rather  want  it.  The  fact 
is,  I  have  a  heavy  confirmation  on  soon,  and  I  should  like  to  be  sure 
of  my  own  Catechism  tirst.  You  see  I  have  taken  to  the  Church  at 
such  a  regular  rush,  that  I  hardly  know  where  I  am.  The  salary  is 
first-rate,  and  I  find  the  gaiters  comfortable—  still,  I  should  like  to 
have  something  to  say  when  I  charge  my  Clergy.  You  can  under- 
stand that  sort  of  feeling,  can't  you,  Auntie  dear  ?  I  shouldn't  like 
to  have  to  back  out  of  it  now,  and  take  to  a  crossing.  So  mind  you 


come  early,  and  give  a  helping:  hand  to  your  always  affectionate 
nephew  arid  spiritual  father,  \V.  J.  NEW  BAKUM. 

It  will  be  seen  readily,  from  a  glance  at  the  above,  how  very  useful 
a  carefully  compiled  little  volume  might  prove ;  for  it  U  to  be  pre- 
sumed that  other  Amateurs,  like  the  Amateur  Actor,  or  Arch- 
bishop, may  sometimes  find  that  they  have  overrated  their  powers. 
But  a  sober  word  in  conclusion.  Sir.  Punch  takes  off  hi* 
hat  to  Mr.  IKVINO  for  the  highly  sensible  rebuke  he  has  had  the 
courage  to  administer  to  a  very  foolish,  but,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  an 
equally  ephemeral  fashion.  Yet  the  cultivated  Mentor  and  Manager 
himself,  make*  one  mistake.  His  calling,  except  in  a 
modified  sense,  cannot  be  regarded  a*  a  "  profession."  A  man  who  has 
been  called  to  the  Bar,— and  is  acknowledged,  iptn  facto,  as  having 
gone  through  all  the  drudgery  of  preparation -becomes,  at  once,  a 
Barrister.  The  same  process  holds  good  in  Medicine,  the  Army  and 
Navy,  and  the  Church.  It  ia  this  process  of  preparation  that  distin- 
guishes a  "  profession  "  properly  so  called.  For  an  Amateur  to  rumh 
into  a  prominent  position  on  the  Stage  is  much  the  same  thing  as  if 
a  mere  Law  Student  were  to  force  bis  way  into  Court  in  the  outward 
trappings  of  a  Queen's  Counsel,  brief  in  hand,  having  literally  taken 
Silk,  without  anybody  having  offered  it  to  him. 

But  in  dismissing  the  matter,  Mr.  Punch  would  move  an  Amend- 
ment on  his  friend  Mr.  IKVISG'S  Motion.  He  would  not  scatt.  r  the 
Amateurs  like  chaff.  On  the  contrary,  he  would  welcome  as  many 
of  them  as  felt  the  histrionic  call  to  the  ttage-door.  But  he  would  let 
them  pass  it  only  with  this  proviso— that  they  should  go  through  a 
regular  apprenticeship.  They  should  have  only  a  word  or  two — or 
perhaps  a  walk  on— and  off.  But  no  pupil  of  three  months'  private 
study  should  be  permitted  to  appear  in  the  leading  rCle  of  any  i  i-  <-e. 
Professors  of  their  Art  like  Mr.  KYDKR  .or  Mr.  NKVILLE  should  not 
lend  their  names  to  such  inartistic  attempts,  which  Ma  do  neither 
themselves  nor  their  pupils  any  sort  of  good.  The  public  is  becoming 
weary  of  these  exhibitions  of  amateur  incompetenor,  and  of  what 
use  is  it  to  the  neophyte  to  appear  as  Juliet  or  Julia,  and  then  be 
engaged,  if  at  all,  as  a  "  walking  lady  "  or  third-rate  chambermaid  ? 

Mr.  Punch  fancies  that  bis  counsel,  as  given  above,  would  solve 
and  settle  the  matter  once  for  all,  and  speedily  too.  Bo  there  is 
Mr.  Punch' »  advice.  And  now  let  some  enterprising  Manager  try  it. 


"  SUPPLY." 

Two  hundred  dozen  of  Pommery.  the  World  informed  us  last 
week,  is  ordered  for  the  National  Liberal  Club  at  the  Aquarium, 
which,  the  Conservatives  would  naturally  remark,  sounds  like  rather 
a  fishy  place  for  a  banquet.  It  is  sincerely  hoped  by  all  lovers  of 
Pommery,  whether  Liberal  or  Conservative,  that  this  large  order 
will  not  exhaust  the  present  stock.  We  should  be  deeply  grieved  if 
Pommery  ran  dry,— though,  in  another  sense,  provided  that  it  only 
keeps  on  "  running,"  it  may  run  as  "  dry  "  as  it  likes.  There  will 
be  two  thousand  conrivei  present,  so  that  this  gives  one  bottle  and 
one-fifth  to  each  person.  If  the  Waiters  are  all  selected  from  the 
Blue  Itibbonmen,  and  if  a  fair  proportion  of  the  company  is  te  - 
totally  inclined,  the  liberal  drinkers  may  get  a  couple  of 
a-piece.  After  dinner  the  lianquettists  will  feel  in  just  the  prop  r 
humour  to  "  inshpeck  what'ver  's  to  b'  sheen  at  Quar'um." 
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MAKING    SURE. 

"  COMB  INTO  THE  CLUB,  OLD  MAN.      I  'VK  GOT  A  BUT  ON  THB  RACE,  AND 
iir  I  WIN,  I  'LL  BTAND  A  BOTTLE  OF  PJPBB  !" 

"  BUT  i»  YOU  LOSE?"       "On,  WE'LL  HAVB  ONE  TO  KEEP  OUB  SPIRITS  UP." 

"  BtTT  WE  MAT  BE  TOO  BARLT  TO  KNOW,  YOU  KNOW." 

"  OH,  WELL,  WB  'LL  HAVB  ONE  TO  PASS  THE  TIMB  !"        "ALL  RIGHT  !" 


STRAY  SUNBEAMS. 

(A  Lay  of  Our  Lazy  Minstrel.) 

AWAY  with  great-coats  and  umbrellas ! 

Put  all  furry  garments  away ! 
Let  glossiest  hats— all  you  fellas — 

Gleam  bright  in  the  light  of  to-day  I 
The  air  it  is  balmy  and  vernal, 

We  feel  a  new  life  has  begun  : 
For  gone  is  the  weather  hibernal — 

And  here  is  the  Sun  ! 
The  genial  sunbeams,  in-streaming, 

Flash  bright  on  my  pen  as  I  write  ! 
The  paper  is  glowing  and  gleaming — 

My  eyes  are  quite  dazed  with  the  light ! 
No  longer  I  growl  or  I  shiver, 

Nor  each  fellow-creature  I  shun  : 
I  dream  of  the  joys  of  the  .River — 

For  here  is  the  Sun ! 

For  England,  the  atmosphere 's  splendid , 

We  live  and  we  breathe  now  again  ! 
We  fancy  our  trouble  is  ended, 

For  gone  is  the  fog  and  the  rain  : 
I  laugh  and  I  sing  and  I  chuckle, 

I  rhyme  and  I  dance  and  I  pun ! 
I  knock  on  the  pane  with  my  knuckle — 

For  here  is  the  Sun ! 

What  portents  of  pleasure  I  fancy 

Return  with  these  bright  sunny  rays ! 
What  visions  of  lazing  1  can  see, 

Of  languorous,  sweet  Summer  days  ; 
Of  yachting  and  sea-side  diversions, 

And  getting  as  brown  as  a  bun : 
Of  rambles  and  Alpine  excursions — 

For  here  is  the  Sun ! 

I  think  of  long  days  at  lawn-tennis, 

Of  dreams  in  my  bass-wood  canoe, 
Of  gondola-lounging  at  Venice, 

And  skies  sempiternally  blue  ! 
I  muse  o'er  the  pleasures  of  playtime, 

Of  laziness,  laughter,  and  fun  ; 
Of  lime-scented  zephyrs  and  haytime 

But  where  is  the  Sun  f 

ui  retires  behind  clouds,  rain  patters  on  the  pane,  atid 
the  Lazy  One  goes  to  bed. 


PARLIAMENTARY   PARADOX.— A   Standing  Committee 
formed  of  Sitting  Members. 


MORE  WAX  THAN  HONEY. 

As  midnight  struck  in  the  Bazaar  below,  the  figures  at  Madame 
TUSSAUD'S  began  to  move  towards  the  great  hall  in  which  their 
Anti-Moscow- Wai-works  demonstration  had  been  arranged  to  take 
place.  By  universal  consent  the  Russian  Giant  (holding  General 
TOM  THUMB  in  the  palm  of  his  hand)  was  called  upon  to  preside. 

The  Chairman  said  he  felt  the  honour  conferred  upon  him  very 
deeply.  No  doubt  the  distinction  had  been  bestowed  upon  him  from 
a  sentiment  of  generosity.  ("Hear,  Hear!"  from  General  TOM 
THUMB.)  The  grievance  they  complained  of  had  been  forced  upon 
them  by  Russians,  and  so  they  had  selected  a  Russian  to  take  the 
Chair  on  this  occasion— although  it  was  personally  difficult  for  him 
to  find  a  seat  large  and  strong  enough  to  support  him.  (A  laugh 
from  General  TOM  THUMB.) 

At  this  point  considerable  confusion  was  created  by  an  excited 
deputation  from  the  Chamber  of  Horrors  insisting  on  taking  a  part 
in  the  proceedings.  King  RICHARD  THE  THIHD  objected  to  the 
presence  of  these  figures.  He  said  that  they  must  keep  the  meeting 
select,  and  a  line  must  be  drawn  somewhere.  He  would  draw  the 
line  before  the  Room  of  Comparative  Physiognomy. 

King  JOHN  and  the  effigy  of  an  Anonymous  Policeman  were  under- 
stood to  be  of  the  same  opinion. 

A  member  of  the  deputation  (whose  name  was  suppressed  by  uni- 
versal consent)  said  that  the  opposition  was  absurd.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  they  were  one  of  the  chief  attractions  of  the  Exhibition— 
(  J\o,  no .' "  from  the  effigy  of  an  Irish  Home-Ruler}—  and  to  exclude 
them  was  an  insult  to  the  Public  to  whose  amusement  it  was  their 
aim  to  minister.  (Cheers.) 

The  Chairman  suggested  that  the  deputation  should  be  allowed  to 
remain  on  the  understanding  that  they  took  no  part  in  the  proceed- 
ings, a  proposition  to  which  the  meeting  ultimately  consented  to 
agree.  The  speaker  then  continued.  They  all  knew  the  purpose  for 


which  they  were  gathered  together.  They  were  there  to  protest 
against  the  establishment  of  the  Wax  Works  of  Madame  NAUWALD 
of  Moscow  at  the  Westminster  Aquarium.  (Cheers.)  They  had  no 
objection  to  competition,  as  their  collection  was  the  best  and  largest 
in  the  world.  ("Hear,  hear!"  from  General  TOM  THUMB.)  But 
they  did  object  to  the  degradation  of  the  Profession.  (Loud  cheers.} 

It  was  said  that  Madame  NAUWALD'S  Collection  of  Odd  Fishes 

(Laughter.)  He  begged  pardon,  he  should  say  effigies  ;  but  really, 
when  Wax  Works  got  into  an  Aquarium,  it  was  not  easy  to  distin- 
guish them  from  the  sojourners  in  the  tanks.  (Renewed  laughter.) 
When  he  heard  that  the  largest  group  was  to  consist  of  one  hundred 
and  ten  figures,  representing  the  recent  massacre  of  Jews  at  Balta 
before  a  background  formed  by  an  enormous  canvas  presenting 
a  vivid  panorama  of  the  scene,  he  could  not  sufficiently  express  his 
indignation.  (Loud  cheers.)  It  was  ultra-sensational.  ("  Hear, 
hear  !  "  from  the  effigy  of  a  Gentleman  seated  in  a  bath.) 

Mr.  COBBETT  declared  very  forcibly  that  the  new-comers  would 
have  no  chance  against  the  present  company.  Those  around  him 
had  the  honour  of  being  men  of  wax,  and,  considering  their  would-be 
rivals  came  from  Russia,  no  doubt — he  said  it  without  meaning  any 
disrespect  to  the  nationality  of  the  great  man — (a  laugh  from  General 
TOM  THUMB) — who  was  acting  as  their  Chairman — no  doubt,  he 
repeated,  the  new-comers  would  be  merely  things  of  tallow.  ( Cheers 
and  laughter.) 

Mr.  COBDEN  said  he  liked  to  be  practical,  and,  as  a  sign  of  their 
disapproval  of  Madame  NAUWALD'S  Show,  would  propose  that  "  this 
Meeting  protests  against  the  holding  of  the  approaching  Exhibition, 
and,  as  a  mark  of  their  displeasure,  declines  to  patronise  it  even  as 
visitors  on  the  free  list."  This  Resolution  (which  was  seconded  by 
Sir  FRANCIS  BUHDETT)  was  carried  by  acclamation. 

When  our  Reporter  left,  the  figures  had  resumed  their  normal 
expressions  and  positions,  and  seemed  to  be  giving  unlimited  satis- 
faction to  a  highly  appreciative  Public. 
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THE    COLONIES. 

Traveller  (to  Squatter).  "  HULLO,  McDoNAiD  !    I  DIDN'T  IXPBCT  THIS  OF  YOV  ! 

Mac.  "  THIS  w  NAB  SUNDAY,  MUN  !— rr  's  WEDNESDAY " 

Traveller.  "  NOT  A  BIT  o»  IT  !    THIS  is  SUNDAY,  I  ASSURE  YOU " 

Mac.  "AwEBi!     THINK  o1  THAT,  noo !     W«  HINKA  SBBN  A  SOWL  TOR  THRU  MONTHS,  AN'  TDBRE'B  NAB  AN  ALMANACK  i 
THR  HOOSE,  AN'  WB'VK  QOTTBN  JDMMBLT  UP  A'  TH'OBTHBB  ! !"  


AN  EXTRAORDINARY  PLAY-BILL. 

THE  Earl  of  ONSLOW'S  Play-bill,  thanks  to  common  sense  in  the 
Upper  House,  will  not  become  a  Dramatic  Act.  The  scope  of  the 
Bill  seems  to  include  the  encouragement  of  Amateur  Vanity,  the  dis- 
couragement of  genuine  Dramatic  Art,  and  the  defrauding  Dramatic 
Authors  of  their  fees. 

The  idea  of  an  attempt  to  exempt  Stage  Plays  from  the  usual 
restrictions  where  the  performance,  by  Amateurs,  is  for  a  Charity ! 
Monstrous !  Why,  the  excuse  of  a  Charity  is  a  perfect  boon  to 
theatrical  Amateurs  for  airing  their  vanity,  and  precious  little  do 
they  giye  beyond  their  pricelessly  valuable  time. 

If  Amateurs  and  Professionals  do  not  have  to  pay  Authors  fees 
for  performance  when  playing  for  a  Charity,  then  Charity  would 
be  made  to  cover  a  multitude  of  sins,  and  Charitable  performances, 
in  which  the  only  eutferers  would  be  the  Authors,  would  be  given 
daily  all  over  the  country.  The  Amateurs  who  play  for  a  Charity 
cannot  get  their  costumes,  their  scenery,  their  gas,  their  theatre, 
hall,  or  their  music  gratis  ;  why  then  should  the  Author,  to  whom 
they  probably  dp  the  grossest  injustice  by  their  ridiculous  attempts 
at  acting  his  piece,  be  the  only  one  unpaid  ?  The  Author,  if  the 
case  be  a  deserving  one,  can  hand  back  his  fees,  or  can  pay  them 
into  the  Charity's  account  as  a  donation,  but  he  must  not  be  forced 
to  surrender  his  dues  on  every  occasion  when  the  Charitable  Amateurs 
choose  to  gratify  their  vanity  at  his  expense. 

The  Dramatic  Authors'  Society  has  fought  very  hard  to  enforce 
the  rights  of  its  members,  and  has  succeeded.  All  this  labour  would 
be  simply  thrown  away,  and  several  A  -.thors  whose  plays,  written 
long  ago,  now,  bring  them,  or  their  heirs,  a  small  annuity,  would 
themselves  have  had  to  appeal  to  a  Charitable  performance,  should 
this  Bill,  by  any  unhappy  chance,  have  become  an  Act. 

A  propotota.  charitable  performance,  a  most  deserving  case  is  that 
of  Mr.  EDWABD  KOTCB,  whose  drollery  has  amused  us  so  many  times 


at  the  Gaiety.  Illness  has  suddenly  deprived  him  of  the  means  of 
earning  his  livelihood  by  the  exercise  of  nis  profession,  and,  besides 
a  handsome  subscription  which  has  been  already  started  by_h 
brother  professionals,  a  Benefit  is  to  be  given  f9r  him  at  the  Gaiety 
Theatre  on  the  Fifteenth  of  May.  Everyone  will  give  their  services, 
the  Authors  will  give  their  pieces,  and  Mr.  Punch  strongly  recom- 
mends this  case  to  the  charitable  playgoing  Public. 

Mr.  PjtNNlNOTOir,  the  GUdstonian  Shakspeanan  Aetor,  is  to  appe» 
next  Friday  at  a  Gaiety  Matinee  in  the  play  of  Jnyomar.     The 
following  week  he  should  balance  it  by  performing  something  called 
Outgopa'.    The  pictorial  wall  advertisements  could  represent  the  ol< 
barometrical   toy,  with  In-go-mar   and    Out-go-pa'    for  Hie  wet 
weather  signal.  =^=== 

SEASONABLE  THBOBY.— The  original  of  all  such  really  strong 
expressions  as  have  since  been  the  cause  of  innumerable  tears  to  the 
"  Recording  Angel,"  must  have  been  something  uttered  by  the  pro- 
genitor of  ihe  human  race  when,  after  his  expulsion  from  Eden,  hi 
encountered,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  just  as  he  turned  a  corner, 
a  blast  of  the  bitter  North-East  Wind. 

PASTORS  OF  THE  PANTHY.— A  certain  Reverend  Footman  has 
written  a  book  on  Modern  Unbelief.  If  for  this  work  he  is  now 
promoted  to  the  Episcopal  Bench,  will  he  take  the  title  of  the  cele- 
brated Bishop  Butler  ? 

"  MR.  WILLINO'S  QUIRE."— This  doesn't  sound  so  much  like  music, 
but  like  twenty-four  big  sheets  of  advertisement  over  the  Metro- 
politan hoardings. 

MATERIALS  FOR  EXPLOSIONS  (from  the  Litt  of  a  Finale  Home- 
Ruler.}—  Club-Dinnerites  and  the  glistening  of  Latch-Revs. 
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COLOMBA;   OR,  SOMETHING  LIKE  A  LIBRETTO. 

WHEN  this  notice  appears,  energetic  Mr.  CABL  ROSA  and  his 
capital  Optra  troupe  will  have  disappeared  from  London,  to  .fulfil 
their  numerous  and  hitherto  deservedly  successful  Provincial 
engagements,  which  will  in  all  probability  occupy  the  remainder  of 
the  year.  So  full  of  promise  (and  of  performance)  has  been  this 
short,  far  too  short,  season  at  Drury  Lane,  so  ready  has  the  musical 
and  theatre-going  public  been  to  recognise  the  merits  of  the  Operatic 
Company,  that,  if  a  committee  of  distinguished  and  wealthy  amateurs 
of  music,  with  the  support  of  H.R.H.  the  Prince  of  WALKS,  were 
now  to  take  in  hand  the  institution  of  a  subsidised  English  Opera 
House  in  London,  under  the  thoroughly  practical  and  experienced 
direction  of  Mr.  GAEL  ROSA,  the  present  year  would  not  come  to  an 
end  without  seeing  the  commencement,  and,  we  .will  venture  to 
assert,  the  satisfactory  commencement,  of  such  an  undertaking. 
The  materials  are  ready  to  hand,  and  a  scheme, — by  the  kind  per- 
mission of  Mr.  GEORGE  GROVE, — carefully  matured  and  judiciously 
developed,  without  fear,  favour,  or  fanaticism,  would  serve  all  the 
purposes  for  which  the  new  Royal  College  of  Music  has  been  set 
on  foot. 

The  latest  novelty  produced  by  the  Carl  Rosa  troupe  was  Colombo, 
an  Opera  in  Four  Acts,  music  by  Mr.  A.  C.  MACKENZIE,  and  book 
by  Dr.  FRANZ  HUEFFER.    The  latter  we  will  consider  presently. 
The  undeniable  success  of  this  "  Lyrical  Drama  "  (as  it  is  styled 

in  the  published  book)  in  Four 
Acts  must  have  been  most  grati- 
fying to  the  Composer,  who,  not  to 
be  beaten  by  Dr.  HUEFFER'S  won- 
derful words, — and  he  has  given 
him  some  twisters.— has  tri- 
umphed over  all  difficulties  of 
language  and  plot,  and  has  given 
to  the  world  a  work  of  which 
WAGNEB,  in  hia  best  Flying 
Dutchman  time,  might  have  been 
justly  proud. 

The  Overture  is  charming. 
There  is  not  a  dull  scene  (music- 
ally) in  the  whole  Opera,  of  which, 
as  far  as  melody  goes,  the  gem  is 
certainly  the  "  Corsican  Ballad" 
in  the  Third  Act,  prettily  sung  by 


Design  for  the  Two  Ban-acini 
Extinguishers. 
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!HBY  as  Ltalina,  to  whom,  though  hers  is  comparatively  a 
small  part,  fall  the  two  airs  to  which  the  Opera  will  owe  its  popula- 
rity, and  through  which  it  will  become  widely  known  to  the  Concert- 
going  and  ontude  public. 

Dr.  HTOFFER  has  written  a  modest  preface  to  his  libretto,  in 
which  he  fairly  acknowledges  his  inability 
to  surpass  the  poetry  of  ALFRED  BUNN,  or 
to  rival  the  dramatic  force  and  knowledge 
of  stage-effect  possessed  by  the  late  Mr. 
FIIZBALL.  As  to  the  first-named,  Dr. 
FRABZ  HUEFFER  has  done  himself  an 
injustice.  In  some  instances  he  has  beaten 
Poet  BUNN  on  his  own  lines ;  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  he  has  still  much  to  learn  from 
the  works  of  E.  FITZBALL. 

The  "accompanied"  speeches  are  a  de- 
cided improvement  on  the  old  Italian 
recitative  and  the  English  spoken  dialogue, 
singers  being  rarely  good  as  elocutionists. 
When  we  saw  Colomba,  an  apology  had  to 
be  made  for  Mr.  POPE,  who,  although 
suffering  from  absolute  extinction  of  voice, 
yet,  with  commendable  pluck,  came  on 
and  played  the  part  of  Count  de  Never*  in 
dumb  show.  Mr.  POPE  proved  himself  to  be 
an  able  pantomimist,  accurately  conveying 
Dr.  HCEFFEH'S  meaning  to  his  companions 
on  the  Stage  and  to  a  sympathetic  audi- 
ence, by  the  simplest  but  most  expressive 
gestures.  We  missed  his  valuable  assist- 
ance in  concerted  pieces,  but  we  fancy  we 
did  not  lose  very  much  by  not  hearing  him  say,  for  instance, 

"  While  I  attend  to  the  affairs  of  State, 
And  vainly  try  with  diplomatic  affability 
a  o  win  the  King  some  hearts ;  I  grieve  that  your  ability 
Of  public  speech  has  left  me  to  my  fate, 
lieing,  it  seems,  engrossed  by  some  grave  subject 
Oi  philosophic  import." 

Which  lines,  spoken  in  a  Gilbert- Sullivan  eccentric  Opera  at  the 
bavoy,  by  Mr.  GROSSMITH,  who  would  at  once  proceed  to  tell  us  in  a 
song  how  he  became  an  affable  diplomatist,  would  have  been  received 
with  a  thout  of  laughter,  and  welcomed  as  real  genuine  humour. 


Count  de  No-I-Nevers- 
did-you-evers  ? 


But  Dr.  HUEFFEH,  who  is,  of  course,  a  humorist  in  disguise,  simply 
means  to  convey  that  the  Count's  daughter  and  a  Captain  Or  so 
have  been  talking  together,  and  not  taking 
him  into  their  confidence  ;  a  slight  that  has 
somewhat  nettled  him,  though  he  restrains 
his  feelings  of  just  annoyance,  and  expresses 
himself  with  a  "diplomatic  Hueffer-bility." 
Chilina  says, 

"  I  '11  sing  you  the  song,  in  spite  of  the  law 
And  all  the  gendarmes  of  Corsica." 

Dr.  HUEFFER,  it  is  rumoured,  has  been 
already  engaged  to  write  the  next  Gaiety 
Burlesque.  Then : — 

"  Where  the  shadiest  seat  of  your  choice  is, 

Shall  we  whisper  with  mingled  voices." 
Master    McUuckin    as        Here  is  quite  a  Shakspearian  couplet,  with 
Orso-and-so.     1  ools-    a  kind  of  Two  Dromios'  smack  about  it :  - 
cap  extinguisher  pat- 

tern.  I  will  conduct  you  where  no  one  will  find  us. 

Lean  on  my  arm  ;  they  will  walk  behind  us." 

Then  there  is  a  stage-direction — most  of  the  stage-directions  are 
worth  reading—"  Exit  rapidly,  with  a  smile  on  her  lips."  Where 
on  earth  would  the  subtle  humorist,  Dr.  HUEFFER,  have  her  smile  ? 
On  her  nose  ?  Orso,  addressing  Lydia  "  distantly,"  and  yet  calling 
her  "  dearest  lady."  explains  that  for  "  your  father's  child  "  (which 
is  the  Hibernian- Huefferian-puzzle-poetic-expression for  "you")  it 
is  "not  seemly  To  meet  in.  this  wild  place  a  friend  of  brigands, 
Whose  head  is  threatened  by  the  law."  Here  the  secret-punster 
hints  that  an  attempt  is  on  foot  to  get  Orso's  head  into  Chancery. 

On  one  occasion  Lydia  exclaims,  "passionately"  : — 

"  Let  not  the  fire  I  saw  in  your  glance 
Be  kindled  to  flames  of  pass-ion  wild 
By  the  idle  words  of  a  reckless  child." 

The  "Reckless  Child"  in  question  being  Madame  VALLEHIA  as 

Colomba.     Quite    a    suggestion  for  a 

subject   for    a    song   by  Mr.   GEORGE 

GROSSMITH,  with    Madame  VALLERIA 

on   the   title-page,    "  She  was  such  a 

Reckless  Child." 

Colomba  is  killed  at  the  finish,  and 
very  badly  killed  too.  Her  death  is 
ineffective,  but  the  final  hymn — the 
hymn  which  is  "all  for  her" — is 
admirable,  and  we  forgive  HUEFFEK 
and  bless  MACKENZIE.  But  this  murder 
of  Colomba — which  sounds  like  pigeon- 
shooting  in  Italy — is  wanton  cruelty  on 
the  part  of  Doctor  FRANZ  HUEFFER, 
who  ought  to  have  done  his  best  as  a 
Doctor  to  keep  his  patient  alive.  How- 
ever—beg pardon — HUEFFER,  Colomba 
will  live  by  the  aid  of  Dr.  MACKENZIE. 
Colomba  will  not  be  relegated  to  the 
Co-lumber  room  of  forgotten  music. 

Who  killed  Colomba  t  I,  said  FRANZ 
HUEFFER.  And  why  did  she  die '( 
This  way,  says  Chilina : — 

"  This  precious  life  fell  a  sacrifice 
To  her  brother's  safety,    We  could  not  withhold  her, 

Until  she  was  struck 

By  a  bullet,  and  lifeless  sank  on  my  shoulder." 

Bravo,  Poet  HUEFFER  !    And  how  did  she  die  ?    Thus— 

"  Colomba.  I  die  contented.    My  task  is  done  ! " 
—Like  TOM  MOORE'S  Peri—"  Joy  I  joy  !  my  task  is  done !  "- 

"  My  father  is  revenged,  my  brother  free. 
When  you  are  happy,  remember  me  ! " 

There 's  a  reminiscence  of  BUNN  about  this  couplet  in  the  "  remem- 
ber me  "  which  we  regret,  as  suggesting  a  comparison  prejudicial  to 
the  fame  of  the  Author  of  Colomba. 

We  quit  the  book  with  regret.  There  are  so  many  Huefferian 
gems  to  which  we  .should  so  much"  like  to  draw  public  attention. 
Here  is  a  couplet : — 

"  Have  I  not  watched,  and  wept,  and  waited  by  night  and  day 
For  the  coming  of  thee  who  to  me  of  all  is  the  dearest  ?  " 

Isn't  "the  coming  of  thee"  beautiful?  Any  ordinary  bard  would 
have  written  "  For  your  coming,"  and  made  up  his  metre  in  some 
other  commonplace  manner.  But  not  so  our  Humorous  HUEFFEK. 

And  now  farewell,  Dr.  HUEFFER  !  and  "  if  for  Hueffer,  fare  thee 
well !  "  Succef-a  to  Colomba  !  which  we  hear  is  to  be  done  in  Germany, 
where,  no  doubt,  the  libretto  will  be  intensely  appreciated. 


Colomba  the  Corsican  Sister ; 
or,  Huefler's  "  .Reckless 
Child." 
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MORE    REMARKABLE    STATEMENTS. 

From  Mr.  lierty  Phibber,  of  Somertet  House,  to  hit  Official  Superior. 

Sill,— My  absence  from  work  for  five  and  a  half  days  may,  I  fear, 
have  appeared  to  you  somewhat  irregular,  but  I  feel  sure  that  when 
T  explain  the  fearful,  and  indeed  appalling,  events  through  which  1 
have  passed,  you  will  ascribe  my  non-at- 
tendance to  its  right  cause.  1  have  been 
the  victim  of  Dynamite  Conspirators.'  Like 
Mr.  [Our.  of  the  Telegraph  Department, 
I  have  been  waylaid  by  Fenian  emis- 
saries. 

On  Saturday  afternoon  last  I  was  walking 
down  Piccadilly  (on  my  way  home  to  Brix- 
ton)  when  I  was  accosted  by  a  person  who 
seemed  to  be  quite  a  Gentleman.  He  asked 
me  if  I  had  recently  heard  any  news  from 
my  second  cousin  in  Australia.  This  ap- 
peared to  me  so  remarkable  a  knowledge 
of  my  private  affairs,  as  I  have  no  second 
counins  at  all,  and  therefore  none  in  Aus- 
tralia, that  I  was  induced  to  accompany  the 
gentlemanly  stranger  into  a  rather  low  public-house  close  to 
Leicester  Square.  After  treating  me  to  one  or  two  glasses  of  wine, 
which  1  am  convinced  were  drugged,  he  expressed  a  desire  to  see 
the  view  from  the  top  of  the  house.  He  therefore  led  me  up  several 
nights  of  stairs,  then  up  a  ladder,  and  into  a  dark  garret,  where  I 
was  immediately  gagged,  rendered  insensible  with  a  chloroformed 
handkerchief  and  several  terrible  blows  on  the  head,  and  heavily 
manacled  and  strapped  to  the  floor.  In  this  situation  I  was  left  for 
four  days  and  nights ;  and  I  can  assure  you  that  I  felt  the  position 
a  really  trying  one. 

On  the  evening  of  Wednesday  my  inhuman  captors  returned.  I 
assured  them  that  you  would  be  getting  quite  impatient  at  my  pro- 
longed absence.  They  merely  laughed,  but  allowed  me  to  sit  up  a 
little.  Then  placing  several  dynamite  bombs  to  my  head,  they 
ordered  me,  on  pain  of  instant  death,  to  reveal  the  whereabouts  of  the 
sentries,  the  thickness  of  the  walls,  the  locality  where  the  cash-box  was 
kept,  and  other  details  relative  to  Somerset  House.  I  threw  them  off 
the  scent  as  much  as  possible,  and  I  invented  a  secret  passage  leading 
under  the  Embankment  to  Westminster,  which  I  fancy  they  intend 
to  blow  up  when  they  find  it.  I  ought  to  have  said  that  the  men 
had  most  remarkably  livid  facet,  half  green  and  half  orange  in  hue ! 
The  miscreants  then  bandaged  my  eyes,  knocked  me  on  the  head, 
and  must  have  taken  me  in  an  insensible  condition  down  to  Brighton, 
because,  curiously  enough,  I  found  myself  lying  just  outside  the 
Aquarium  there,  in  the  gutter,  on  Thursday  night,  with  no  money  at 
all  in  my  pocket.  My  medical  adviser  says  there  can  be  no  doubt  at 
all  that  I  have  been  in  some  unusual  situation,  and  advises  me  not  to 
return  to  duty  for  a  few  days  longer. 

From  Mr.  Augustus  Flighty  to  Mist  Jones,  London, 

MY  OWN  AMANDA, — Can  you  ever  forgive  me '(  You  will,  I  know, 
my  love,  when  you  hear  my  romantic  tale.  It  must,  indeed,  have 
been  an  unexpected  surprise  to  you  to  arrive  at  the  church-door  on 
our  wedding  day,  and  for  me  not  to  appear  after  all  1  I  hope  your 
dear  father  has  not  been  put  to  much  expense  about  the  wedding 
breakfast.  Tell  him  that  the  tradesman  can  send  the  bill  in  to  me, 
if  they  think  it  worth  their  while  to  do  so. 

The  cause  of  my  absence,  my  love,  was,  I  need  hardly  say,  simply 
an  arrrpowering  necessity.  Nothing  else  could  have  kept  me  from 
the  Hymeneal  Altar.  Shortly  after  that  conversation  with  your 
father,  just  before  our  marriage  day,  in  which  he  told  me  that  an 
unfortunate  speculation  of  his  on  the  Stock  Exchange  would  prevent 
his  settling  anything  whatever  upon  you,  I  was  returning  home, 
buried  in  pleasing  dreams  of  our  future  bliss,  when  no  fewer  than 
fifteen  determined-looking  Fenians  rushed  upon  me,  each  brandish- 
ing live-hundredweight  of  nitro-glycerine  in  his  right  hand.  A 
terrific  explosion  at  once  occurred,  which  actually  blew  me  into  the 
middle  of  next  week,  this,  of  course,  rendering  it  impossible  for  me 
to  be  present  at  the  nuptial  ceremony. 

You  will  doubtless  notice,  my  love,  that  I  date  this  letter  from 
New  York.  How  I  came  here  I  really  have  no  recollection  what- 
ever, but  I  attribute  it  solely  to  the  nitro-glycerine,  which  is  some- 
times very  peculiar  in  its  operation,  and  1  ehall,  of  course,  return 
as  soon  at  possible.  However,  as  the  Fenians  took  my  purse,  I  am 
quite  destitute,  and  should  therefore  be  glad  if  your  dear  father 
would  send  me  £50  at  once.  Yours,  with  unalterable  affection, 
though  in  a  rather  shattered  condition,  AUGUSTUS. 

From  Matter  Bobby  Larker,  at  Dr.  Grimshatc's  Academy,  to  hit 

Parentt. 

DEAR  PAPA  AND  MAMMA,— On  my  way  back  to  school  yesterday,  I 
met  with  a  terrible  adventure,  which  Dr.  Grimshaw  is  cruel  enough 
to  say  is  ail  a  sham .'  All  the  fellows  here  say  I  must  have  been 


locussed,  but  Dr.  GUIMSHAW  says  it  is  not  a  question  of  hocuttiny 
•>ut  of  hoaxing.  I  know  you  will  believe  me  when  I  say  that  I  feu 
in  with  a  lot  of  Fenians  in  the  railway-carriage,  who  cleared  me  out 
of  all  that  money  you  BO  kindly  gave  me.  Can  I  have  lorne  more, 
dear  Papa  and  Mamma  t  I  think  it  i*  dreadful  that  boys  cannot  go 
in  carriages  without  being  blown  up.  /  have  not  been  blown  up, 
except  by  Dr.  GRIMSHAW  ;  but  I  am  sure  I  should  have  been,  ai  well 
as  being  robbed  and  half  murdered,  and  I  know  that  "  No.  1 "  wai 
there,  because  the  man  looked  just  like  him .'  I  will  not  trouble 
yon,  dear  Mamma  and  Papa,  by  describing  how  I  was  attacked,  bnt 
1  should  be  glad  of  some  more  money,  and  the  Fenians,  I  was  for- 
getting to  uy,  also  took  away  that  jolly  hamper  you  gave  me 
with  the  tarts  and  things.  May  I  have  another  f  Yonr  ever 
affectionate  BOBBT. 


FOR  JOE  ! 
(Nonsense  Vents  on  tome  Nonsense  in  Prate.) 

THE  Jnnior  Member  for  Birmingham 

Flouts  Earls,  Dukes,  and  Marquises,  terming  'em 

Mere  increment-winners, 

Not  toilers  and  spinners,— 
Smart  facers— were  facts  found  confirming  "em. 

Not  toilers  and  spinners !    Coma,  J.  C., 
A  Lord  has  no  call  to  be  lazy. 

Although  Pussy  GRA!TVTLLK 

Mayn't  toil  at  the  anvil, 
His  labours  are  many  and  mszy. 

Were  all  "  unearned  increment "  taken 

de's  little  perks.  Trade 
To  find  that  her  hoard 
Had  half  gone  by  the  board, — 

Nay,  even  your  own  might  be  shaken. 

To  rashly  and  blindly  abuse,  JOE, 

Is  foolishness.    Men  win  and  lose,  JOE, 

By  toil  not  their  own, 

And  by  spinning  unknown 
To  the  hands  that  own  Acres — or  Screws,  JOE. 

You  consider  political  lilies 

To  cumber  the  earth,  and  your  will  is 

To  put  in  the  sickle  1 

That 's  trash,  JOB,  to  tickle 
The  ears  of  crude  Radical  sillies. 

You  Radicals  often  are  crude,  JOE, 
Too  boyishly  cocky  and  rude,  JOB. 

The  "  root  of  the  matter  " 

Is  yours,  but  pert  chatter 
Suggests  that  the  judgment  is  "  screwed,"  Joe. 

Even  Trade  has  its  cankers— so  terming  'em— 
Into  other  folks'  blossoms  tly  worming  'em, 

Its  "  corners  "  and  "  rings." 
You  hare  heard  of  such  things, 
Though  not— oh !  of  course  not — in  Birmingham ! 

Take  more  "  liberal "  views,  JOE,  and  wider. 
The  role  of  a  cocky  derider 
Is  much  infra  dig. 


He  who  markets  will  rig 
Is  a  spinner — and  so  is  a  Spider! 


MR.  JAY  GOULD,  the  Mammoth  Millionnaire,  with  his  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  Goulden  sovereigns,  can  throw  away  a  couple  of  thou- 
sands a  month,  says  the  Spectator,  and  be  all  the  richer  for  it.  Poor 
man  !  We  wish  we  were  somewhere  near  when  the  money  is  flying 
about.  Yet  when  he  goes  yachting  round  the  world,  this  man  made 
of  money  will  often  find  himself  in  some  Straits. 


FARMERS  who  have  anticipated  making  a  good  thing  out  of  their 
lambs,  will  now  advertise  to  exchange  them  for  sheep.  The  adver- 
tisement will  be  headed,  "  New  Lambs  for  Old  Ones."  Virat 
Kegina !  


MB.  BRABLAUOH  has  been  successful  in  keeping^  himself  out  of 
prison ;  but  hasn't  he  somehow  managed  to  put  his  FOOTE  in  it  ? 


"THE   ROLL   OF   THE   AOES."  —  The  Penny  Roll   at  Railway 
Refreshment- Rooms. 
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ARCADES    OMNES. 

"SIR  OORGIU3  MID1S  IN  THE  CHAIR." 

Toast  Matter.  "Pair  SILENCE,  GENTLEMEN,  FOR  SIR  POMPEY  BSDELL!" 

Sir  Pompey  Bedell.  "  SIR  GoRaius—JLXD—GxtfTLBsiEtr ' 

Grigsby  (aside  to  Ponsonby  de  Ttmpkij'ns).  "  AHEM,  A  VERY  PROPER  DISTINCTION  !  " 


SOME  DAY. 

WOODCOCK'S  VERSION  OF  WELLING'S  SOHG. 
Small  Soy  sings— 

I  KNOW  not  what  you  think  of  Me, 
I  know  not  as  our  glances  meet, 
Whether  yours  gleam  with  mockery, 
Or  with  approval  warm  and  sweet. 
It  may  not  be  till  years  have  passed, 

Till  this  moustache  is  touched  wild  grey, 
The  world's  a  lottery,  but  at  last, 
As  btatues  we  shall  meet— some  day  ! 
Some  day  I  shall  meet  you. 

I  don't  quite  know  when  or  how, 
Only  this,  I  'm  game  to  beat  you, 
Though  our  leaders  ilout  ine  now  I 

I  know  not  what  of  them  you  think, 

Of  SALISBURY  hot  and  STAFFORD  cold  ; 
I  know  not  whether  that 's  a  wink 

Of  sympathy  with  WOODCOCK  bold. 
But  when  we  meet,  some  day,  some  day — 
As  statues  (I  '11  have  one,  you  '11  see)  — 
I  rather  think  the  world  will  say 
That  I  've  the  pull— 'twixt  you  and  me. 
Some  day  I  shall  meet  you, 

I  don't  quite  know  when  or  how, 
Only  this,  1  'm  game  to  bfat  you, 
Though  your  followers  ilout  me  now ! 


CERTAIN  Liberals  are  already  discussing  the  floral  tribute  which 
shall  adorn  their  buttonholes  in  honour  of  the  G.  0.  M.,  and  as  we 
have  recently  suggested  "  Sweet  William,"  which  was  not  jumped 
at,  we  will  now  give  another,  which  will  recall  the  features  and  the 
characteristics  of  the  Great  Premier— and  everyone  will  acknowledge 
its  appositeness  when  we  name  "  The  Collar-flower,"  or  as  it  may  be 
called,  the  Shirt-Col!ar-flower. 


NEW  PICCADILLY  WATERWORKS. 

ON  Friday  the  27th  the  new  Galleries  belonging  to  the  Institute  of 
Painters  in  Water  Colours,  will  be  opened  by  the  Prince  and  Princess 
of  WALKS.  The  "  New  Departures,"  instituted  by  the  Institute  are 
first  that  the  Exhibition  is  thrown  open  to  all  water-colour  painters 
without  exception ;  and  secondly,  that  a  School  is  started  where 
instruction  in  this  particular  branch  of  Art  is  given  free. 

Anybody  with  a  taste  for  water-colours,  and  haying  a  spare  half- 
hour  may  look  in,  en  passant,  and  ask  for  instruction.  It  is  not  yet 
decided  whether  brushes  and  paints  will  be  found  for  the  beginner, 
or  whether  the  applicant  must  come  provided  with  his  own  materials. 
The  supply  of  water  will  be  unlimited,  and  for  those  who  are  only 
brandy-and-water  or  wine-and-water  colourists,  there  will  be,  we 
believe,  an  excellent  buffet. 

The  music  on  the  opening  night  will  consist  of  appropriate  selec- 
tions from  the  works  of  Composers  who  have  chosen  such  water- 
colour  subjects  as  "  Lurline,"  "  The  Naiads,"  "  The  Waterwitches," 
"  The  Ancient  Mariner,"  and  so  forth.  Fireworks  being  quite  out 
of  character,  the  Entertainment  will  conclude  with  a  splendid  display 
of  Waterworks,  the  fountains  of  Trafalgar  Square  and  the  Crystal 
Palace  having  been  kindly  offered  for  the  occasion.  Most  of  the 
Pictures  are  said  to  be  gems  of  the  very  first  water.  Nous  verrons, 
and  in  the  meantime  Mr.  Punch  wishes  every  possible  success  to 
the  Institute  in  its  new  home  in  Piccadilly. 


THE  Bancrofters,  who  have  no  sympathy  with  the  Skye-Crofters, 
and  when  they  strike  "  strike  ile,"  ask,  "  What  can  the  public  want 
with  a  Dramatic  School  of  Art,  as  long  as  they  have  got  their  Schoo* 
at  the  Haymarket  ?  "  ftuite  so;  and  even  after  their  School  has 
been  shut  up,  we  still  don't  see,  and  never  shall,  the  necessity  for  a 
School  of  Dramatic  Art.  A  good  all-round  education  as  a  basis,  i 
talent  for  acting,  perseverance,  and,  as  Sam  Gerridge  says,  "strict 
attention  to  business,"  will  turn  a  promising  Amateur  into  a  per- 
forming Professional. 

THE  Invincibles  can  quote  Scriptnre'to  their  purpose.  Their  singl 
selection  is,  "  Love  the  Brotherhood."    By  this  time  their  affection 
must  be  a  trifle  impaired. 
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AT    BOW    STREET. 

(Among  tht  Dynamitisb,  April  19/A.) 

I  PAID  the  Cabman  hia  exact  fare,  and  he  drove  off  quite  cheer- 
fully. I  knew  that  for  once  I  had  had  the  best  of  him,  that  the 
locality  and  the  local  colouring:,— chiefly  bine,  with  silver  buttons 
and  stripes,— would  be  too  much  for  him, 
for  it  was  Bow  Street,  and  he  had  de- 
posited me  at  the  Police-Court  door, 
within  view  of  the  Police,  within  imme- 
diate hearing  of  a  Magistrate.  On  such 
an  occasion  1  boldly  paid  that  Cabman  his 
^^^  exact  fare,  with  such  a  sense  of  confidence 

H  nfijtV  '' .,  J\L/'-.  **  '  have  never  previously  experienced. 
' /if  -^k'i.  /  But  this  feeling  was  to  be  of  brief  dura- 
tion. Once  within  the  precincts  of  the 
Court,  though  armed  with  a  card  to  the 
Chief  Magistrate,  I  became  suspicious 
of  everybody ;  but,  strange  to  say,  chiefly  of  myself.  I  presented  my 
card  to  the  Policeman  at  the  door.  Only  one  Policeman  visible, 
and  yet  there  was  a  crowd  of  ragamuffins  outside,  and  the  Dyna- 
mitists  were  within  !  1  knew  that  extra  precautions  had  been  taken, 
yet  every  moment  I  expected  to  hear  an  explosion.  The  Constable 
did  not  eye  me  suspiciously,  he  did  not  ask  me  my  name,  age, 
station,  when  last  vaccinated,  why  I  wanted  to  come  in  on  that  par- 
ticular day,  and  so  forth,  but  merely  let  me  pass  in,  and  told  me  to 
go  to  the  third  room  on  the  left.  Just  as  if  this  were  an  ordinary 
day,  and  as  if  no  extra-ordinary  scrutiny  was  requisite  ! 

Then  it  occurred  to  me  that  everyone  about,  whether  bustling  or 
apparently  doing  nothing  in  a  listless  way,  in  the  passages,  was  a 
hi!  relive  in  disguise.  1  began  to  suspect  myself  of  treason,  of  com- 
plicity in  something  or  other,  I  didn't  know  what ;  I  felt  a  dread 
of  myself,  and  somehow  began  to  keep  an  eye  on  myself,  and  watch 
my  own  movements  closely.  If  anyone  in  plain  clothes  had  suddenly 
walked  up  and  arrested  me,  1  should  not  have  been  in  the  least 
astonished,  but  should  have  said,  "  Certainly — I  don't  know  what 
it's  about— but  probably  you're  right — 1  admit  I  oughtn't  to  be 
here— I  acknowledge  I  have  no  business  here,  1  dare  say  I  am  in 
disguise— take  me  away,  search  me"— and  if  they  had  found  nitro- 
glycerine, done  up  as  pills,  in  one  pocket,  and  a  revolver  disguised 
as  an  anti-stylograph  pen  in  another,  1  simply  should  not  have 
been  surprised.  _  In  such  a  place,  it  is  exactly  what  I  should  have 
ted.  Outside.  I  should  have  protested  ;  inside,  it  was  quite  a 
different  matter.  The  atmosphere  of  the  place  did  it;  it  was  my 
first  visit  to  the  chief  Police-Court.  I  was  in  a  sort  of  dream,  and 
seemed  to  be  Criminal,  Magistrate,  Counsel  for  Prosecution,  Solicitor 
for  the  Defence,  and  Prisoner  at  the  Bar  (guilty,  of  course)  all  in 
one.  If  I  had  been  left  long  alone  in  that  passage,  1  should  have 
given  myself  up  in  sheer  despair,  and  requested  anybody  to  make 
some  sort  of  charge  against  me  and  have  done  with  it. 

Nervously  I  entered  room  Number  Three,  which  at  once  suggested 
to  me  that  I  was  only  separated  by  a  couple  of  walls  from  ' '  Is  umber 
One."  Here  I  had  expected  to  see  the  Gaoler  of  the  Jack  Sheppard 
era,  illustrated  by  OKOROE  CRCIKSHANK,  with  jangling  keys  at  his 
waist  (for  1  had  got  the  scene  mixed  up  with  Newgate  of  the  past), 
and  several  beetle-browed,  lynx-eyed  Inspectors  in  full  uniform, 
armed,  standing  with  folded  arms,  watching  every  "new-comer. 

To  my  intense  surprise,  there  was  no  one  there  except  a  small  boy 
— a  very  small  boy  in  knickerbockers— who  was  apparently  doing 
sums  on  a  slate.  Was  this  a  Detective's  boy  in  disguise  ':  Was  he 
a  young  Detective  in  training  ?  Was  he  put  there  to  engage  the 
unwary  in  conversation,  and  then  run  out  suddenly  and  denounce 
him  '<  I  viewed  him  with  distrust.  If  he  had  looked  up  from  his 
employment,  or  amusement,  I  was  prepared  to  have  given  him  a  civil 
nod  by  way  of  salutation,  in  a  mean  spirit  (I  admit  it)  of  currying 
favour  with  even  the  smallest  representative  of  the  Executive.  But, 
like  the  "  Good  St.  Anthony  "  in  the  old  song,  he  "  never  took  his 
eyes  otf  the  old  black  book," — I  mean,  in  this  instance,  the  slate. 

Keeping  my  glance  fixed  sideways  on  the  boy,  I  sat  down  and 
began  my  game,  too,  of  pretending  to  be  interested  in  the  adver- 
tisement sheet  of  the  Daily  Telegraph,  which  was  lying  on  the  table. 
I  had  scarcely  settled  myself  into  the  assumption  of  an  easy  attitude 
when  a  pleasant-looking  person  (Usher,  I  believe)  came  in,  took  my 
card,  examined  it  carefully,  then  looked  at  me  as  though  failing  to 
associate  me  with  some  description  he  had  had  of  the  individual  to 
whom  the  card  really  belonged.  (1  shouldn't  have  been  in  the  least 
angry,  indeed  I  should  have  taken  it  as  quite  a  matter  of  course,  had 
he  handed  the  card  back,  shaken  his  head  knowingly,  and  observed, 
"It  won't  do — this  has  been  tried  on  before  here,  yon  know— you 
ain't  the  person  you  represent  yourself  to  bo  "—and  I  should  have 
acquiesced,  bowed  politely,  and  ;gone  away,  only  to  wake  up  when 
once  more  in  the  open  air,  and  alive  to  the  fact  of  my  own 
identity.  After  remarking  that  the  case  would  not  begin  for 
another  quarter-of-an-hour  or  so,  he  retired  with  my  card,  returning 


in  a  few  minutes  to  inform  me  that  he  would  show  me  into  a  teat 
at  soon  as  I  liked  to  go  in.  In  the  meantime  the  calculating  boy  had 
disappeared— a  mysterious  bell  had  sounded  somewhere,  and  the 
boy  had  vanished. 

As  I  went  down  the  passage  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  him  laughing 
and  talking  to  a  black-bearded  Inspector,  with  an  intelligence  and  a 
free-and-easy  manner  far  in  advance  of  his  years.  I  have  no  shadow 
of  doubt  about  it.— that  boy  is  the  future  English  Licoca,  and  he  is 
here  in  training  for  the  Detective  Department.  If  I  had  been  taken 
up  and  charged  there  on  any  count,  no  matter  what,  the  evidence  of 
that  boy,  I  am  convinced,  would  have  been  damning. 

I  was,  as  the  papers  say,  "  accommodated  with  a  seat  on  the 
Bench."  I  was  painfully  wide  awake  to  everything  that  went  on, 
but  for  all  that  I  was  in  a  dream.  I  seemed  to  recognise  all  the 
prisoners :  I  seemed  to  be  familiar  with  every  face  in  Court,  no 
matter  where  he  was,  or  who  he  might  be,  or  what  he  wat  there  for. 

People  annoyed  me  by  sneezing  and  coughing  at  the  most  interest- 
ing moments.  A  Police  Court  should  be  the  quietest  place  possible, 
so  that  the  attention  of  all  may  not  be  distracted  by  any  "irrele- 
vant issues."  But  to  begin  with,  there  are  as  many  doors  in  the 
Bow  Street  Court  as  there  are  in  a  bustling  scene  in  a  Criterion 
Farce,  where  everybody  hides  all  at  once,  and  each  person  comes  out 
at  the  wrong  moment.  All  the  doors  being  perpetually  opened  and 
shut— until  even  the  patient  Sir  JAMES  IXOHAM  could  stand  it  no 
longer,  and  had,  at  all  events,  one  of  them  locked,— constituted  of 
themselves  so  many  irrelevant  and  distracting  issues.  Then  the 
whispering  !  Heavens !  it  seemed  as  if  everyone  had  come  in  here 
for  the  express  purpose  of  whispering  to  everybody  else,— not  neces- 
sarily about  the  case,  but  about  anything.  The  sneezing,  too, 
was  most  distressing,  causing  the  Usher  to  rise  up,  and  call  out 
"  Silence  I "  in  his  loudest  voice,  while  looking  daggers  in  the 
direction  of  the  sneezes,  which  seemed  to  come  from  somebody 
in  the  crowd  near  the  door  in  the  furthest  corner.  The  sneezer 
— a  most  irritating  person,  who  broke  out  spasmodically  at  quite 
irregular  intervals— remained  invisible;  and,  in  spite  of  the  pre- 
sence in  Court  of  a  select  body  of  Detectives,  the  sneezer  remained 
undetected.  The  only  man  in  the  Court  who  had  reduced 
sneezing,  coughing,  and  the  use  of  the  pocket-handkerchief  to  a 
perfect  art  was  the  Unher,  who,  when  afflicted  in  this  manner, 
suddenly  disappeared  below  the  edge  of  his  box,  buried  his  face  in 
his  handkerchief,  at  if  overcome  by  a  burst  of  irrepressible  emotion, 
and,  to,  to  speak,  kept  his  spasm  to  himself  without  annoying  any- 
one, recovering  so  quickly  at  to  be  up  again  with  the  rapidity  of  a 
spring-toy  figure,  fresh  as  ever,  a  trifle  red  in  the  face,  perhaps, 
after  the  struggle,  but  ready  to  attend  to  the  Chief  Clerk,  and  to 
shout  "  Silence  !  "  once  more  to  the  invisible  sneezer,  to  whom  he  had 
just  been  setting  so  excellent  an  example. 

Of  the  Preliminary  Examination  itself,  of  the  linkt  in  the  chain  of 
evidence  slowly  and  surely  forged  by  Mr,  POLAHD  in  his  cool,  unim- 
passioned  manner,  of  Sir  JAMES  IKOHAM,  ready  to  listen  to  and  to 
answer  courteously  and  wisely  any  objection,  of  the  marvellous  pre- 
cision of  the  Clerk  of  the  Court  in  taking  down,  and,  more  wonderful 
still,  subsequently  deciphering  his  own  handwriting  when  reading 
over  the  evidence  to  a  Witness,  of  the  fainting  of  the  Witness,  of  the 
demeanour  of  the  Prisoners,  of  the  facet  of  the  Prisoners  themselves 
individually,  of  their  Counsel,  of  all  this  I  can  only  say  that  it  was 
a  very  vivid  night-mareish  dream  from'. which  I  awoke  once,  partially, 
for  luncheon,  and  to  which  I  went  back  immediately  afterwards,  ana 
took  up  the  dream  where  it  had  left  off. 

When  it  was  all  over  for  the  day,  and  I  was  quite  awake  again,  it 
was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  that  I  could  tear  myself  away  from 
Bow  Street.  I  tried  to  shake  it  off— I  went  for  a  walk— but,  at  in 
SHELLEY'S  poem,  there  seemed  to  be  "  a  spirit  in  my  feet,"  which 
insisted  on  taking  me  back  again — no  matter  in  what  direction  I  had 
started,  or  how  far  I  had  got  on  the  road  away  from  the  place — to 
Bow  Street. 

I  walked  about  with  assumed  boldness,  with  a  sort  of  vague  feel- 
ing that  I  was  either  a  Criminal  escaping  from  justice,  or  a  Detective 
in  disguise.  On  the  whole  I  think  the  latter  sensation  predominated. 
In  everyone  I  met  I  fancied  I  recognised  either  a  Prisoner  or  a 
Policeman.  The  lineaments  of  three  of  the  Prisoners  1  couldn't  get 
out  of  my  head.  They  seemed  to  be  photographed  on  my  eyes,  and 
were  perpetually  mixing  themselves  up  with  the  features  of  friends 
and  acquaintances.  Wherever  I  went  I  was  a  haunted  man,  and 
saw  Prisoners  everywhere.  They  seemed  to  have  got  into  the  Club  • 
they  lurked  about  the  street ;  I  came  upon  them  unexpectedly  round 
corners.  The  Police  appeared  to  regard  me  slily,  as  much  as  to 
say,  "All  right,  I  know  Aim.-  he's  just  come  from  Bow  Street. 
Pass,  friend,  and  all's  well." 

With  the  hurry  of  dressing  for  dinner,  and  after  the  first  glass 
of  Champagne— the  dream  had  gone.  But  1  can  recall  it  all,— and 
shan't  in  a  hurry  forget  my  first  Dynamite  Day  at  Bow  Street  Police 
Court. 

THB  ORionrAi.  CAB  RADIUS.— A  Spoke  of  Phcebus't  Chariot-wheel. 
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THE  FISHERIES 
EXHIBITION. 

1.  PORTEAIT     of      "  the 

Gentleman  who  came  here 
ast  Tuesday  week  and 
jaught  four  dozen." 

2.  Autograph  of  a  civil 
Chames  fisherman. 

3.  Fancy  model  of  "the 
>iggest  fish  I  got  hold  of 

all  the  day,  and  played  for 
,wo  hours,  and  then  the 
ine  broke. 

4.  Sketch  of  a  truthful 
Irish  keeper. 

5.  Case  of   flies   con- 
structed by  an  Amateur — 

he  Bedlam,  the  Colney 
Satch,  the  Earlswood,  and 
,he  Broadmoor.  All  war- 
ranted not  to  kill  in  any 
water  whatsoever. 

6.  Bust  of  a  watering- 
^ace   boatman  who  once 
informed  a  visitor  that  the 
weather  was  not  perfectly 

uitable  for  fishing. 

7.  Biography  of  a  punts- 
man  who  refused  beer  and 
tobacco. 


Declaration  and 
'Davy. 

A  TRUE  man,  of  exactness 

fond. 
As  good  his  word  as  is  his 

bond. 
The  affirmation  of  a  knave, 

it 
Is  also  worth  his  affidavit 

He  on  his  conscience  that 

an  oath 
Affirms  to  be  no  obliga- 
tion, 
Should  we,  my  Luds,  be 

nowise  loth 
To  trust  that   fellow's 
affirmation  ? 


JEs  TRIPLEX.— A  Three- 
penny Bit. 
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SIR  WATKIN  WILLIAMS-WYNN, 
"THE  PRINCE  IN  WALKS." 

"  I  am  monarch  of  all  I  survey, 
My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute." 


PRIMROSE  DAT. 
(April  19, 1883.) 

A  YELLOW  Primrose  on  the 

river  brim 
Touched  not  the  heart  of 

stolid  PETER  BELL. 
A  river  of  Primroses  im 

full  swell 

Through  London's  streets, 
perchance,  had  moved 
e'en  him. 
And,  be  it  party  heat  or 

modish  whim, 
Or  honest  homage  to  the 

great  departed, 
That   moves   the    most, 
some    few,     frank, 
simple-hearted, 
Gazing  upon  the   dainty, 

delicate,  dim 
Pale  gold  of  the  Earl's 

blossom,  put  away 
Question  of  policy,  me- 
mory of  fray. 
Cynics  or  rivals  may  re- 
buke ;  'tis  sweeter 
To  greet  the  flower  not  in 
the  spirit  of  PETEB. 

Spring's  Delights." 
A  PERSON  named  SPRING 
publicly  avows  his  opinion 
that  the  Embankment 
Blowholes  are  things  of 
beauty !  Enviable  SPRING  ! 
His  sesthetie  susceptibility 
must  be  of  the  subtlest 
sort,  and  his  life  in  London 
one  long  rapture.  But 
SPRINGS  delight  will 
hardly  banish  the  Winter 
of  the  public  discontent. 
Though,  by  the  way,  if 
anyone  can  reconcile  the 
Public  to  them,  it  is  Mr. 
STAAT  FORBES,  who  has 
already  styled  them  the 
"  ^Esthetic  Blowholes," 
and  has  shown  himself  not 
averse  to  ventilating  the 
subject.  Will  this  cannie 
conciliator  teach  us  in  time 
"  to  learn  to  love  'em  ?  " 


WANTED  A  TEST  ACT  ? 

(Private  Communication  from  Our  Own  School  boy.) 


DEAS  1\1  it 

I  HAVE  read'  a  letter  from  a  Dr.  DUDGEON,  advising  people 
to  taste—  (oh  1  what  a  lark  !)—  Nitro-Glycerine.  He  calls  this 
"  testing  "  for  it.  But  here  's  a  cutting  from  his  letter  :— 

"  If  we  put  on  our  tongue  not  more  than  one-tenth  of  a  drop,  we  observe, 
after  one  minute,  more  or  lees  throbbing  in  the  head,  especially  the  temples, 
aggravated  to  pain  on  shaking  the  head,  a  feeling  of  constriction  in  the  neck, 
as  though  a  band  were  tied  tightly  round  it,  and  a  quickened  action  at  the 
heart,  the  pulse  rising  to  100  and  even  120  per  minute." 

You  see  this  is  evidently  meant  for  a  bit  of  fun,  but  not  much 
comes  of  it,  does  it  ?  Pulse  at  120,  with  a  band  round  your  neck  ? 
Why,  a  tablespoonful  of  common  Cayenne  pepper  put  in  the  soup  at 
a  dinner-party,  will  do  as  much  as  that  for  a  dozen_  people.  You 
try  it.  But  as  to  having  a  game  with  Nitro-Glycerine,  I  've  been 
thinking  out  a  dodge  or  two  after  reading  the  papers.  Look  here, 
now  :  if  you  want  some  real  good  "  tests,"  and  no  mistake,  here  you 
are.  Here  's  three  to  start  with  :— 

1.  Make  a  quart  of  the  regular  stuff,  from  a  'good  receipt,  then 
when  you  've  let  it  stand  long  enough,  give  the  baby  a  tea-spoonful. 
If  the  first  time  he  falls  down  he  blows  up  —  then  it  s  all  right. 

2.  Take  a  tumbler  full  and  do  it  up  with  fuller's  earth  and  black  - 
ingtillyou  've  made  a  bit  of  dynamite  of  it.   Now  look  out  for  a  house 
in  a  fashionable  square  (an  uncle's  does  best)  having  in  coals.    Then 
pitch  your  lump  into  a  sack  and  watch.    If  in  about  five  minutes 


the  pavement  is  shot  clean  into  the  drawing-room  windows  and  the 
roof  comes  off— then  you  know  it's  all  right. 

3.  Take  all  you  've  got  left  of  the  stuff  loose  in  a  carpet  bag,  and 
get  into  an  omnibus  where  the  road  is  in  bad  condition.  Bet  all  the 
people  they  '11  get  out  without  paying  their  fares.  Now  wait  for  a 
jerk— and  they  '11  do  it.  If  there  is  nothing  left  of  the  omnibus  but 
you  and  the  conductor's  badge— well,  then,  you  know  it,'s  all  right. 

I  could  give  you  some  more,  Mr.  Punch,  but  I  dare  say  this  will 
do  for  you  to  start  with.  Suppose  you  just  try  them.  Anyhow, 
there 's  more  fun  to  be  got  out  of  them  than  out  of  that  stale  old 
plant  of  taking  your  breath  away.  No,  Dr.  DUDGEON  may  think  it 
prime,  but  I  can  tell  him  it  isn't  a  patch  on  the 
of  yours  scientifically, 


conclusive  settlers 
TOMMY. 


'Ware  Heroes  1 


OH  !  no,  we  never  pension  them, 

Our  warriors  and  our  tars; 
Our  game 's  to  use  and  then  contemn 

The  men  who  fight  our  wars. 
Oh,  would-be  heroes  pause  on 

Your  careers,  the  times  are  shabby"; 
You  '11  be  jawed  against  by  LAWSON, 

And  be  joked  against  by  LABBY  1 


THE  Official  chiefly  affected  by  Her  Majesty's  command  as  to  not 
eating  Lamb  this  season,  is,  of  course,  the  Master  of  the  Mint. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

•XTKACTID  THOU 

THE  DIAEY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

HOUSM  of  Common*,  Monday,  April  16,  Midnight, — W.  E.  G. 
still  here,  though  it  'a  time  he  was  home  in  bed.  In  high  spirits, 
too,  at  progress  of  business.  Criminal  Code  Bill  referred  to  Grand 
Committee ;  Patents  Bill  read  a  Second  Time,  and  will  be  referred 
to  Grand  Committee  before  SPEAKER  leaves  the  Chair. 

"  £  pur  ri  muove,  ToBT,"  he  said,  playfully  pulling  my  ear. 

"  Yes,  my  gay  old  GALILKO  (if  you  will  allow  me  to  oafi  yon  so), 
it  does.  But  at  pretty  cost  to  us.  I  have  been  on  Grand  Com- 
mittee on  Criminal  Appeal  Bill  to-day.  Met  at  noon ;  ground  away 
at  work  till  quarter  to  four ;  had  a  couple  of  meat  oiscuits  and 
saucer  of  milk,  then  into  House  to  be  at  prayers,  and  secure  seat. 
Since  then  helped  to  pass  two  big  Bills.  Now  it  '•  midnight,  and 
daresay  it  '11  be  two  in  the  morning  before  I  get  home.  That 's 
fourteen  hours'  work,  which  is  pretty  well  to  be  going  on  with. 
Tell  you  what, — I  shall  bring  in  a  Ten  Hours'  Bill  for  applica- 
tion to  House  of  Commons.  Will  get  Inspectors  appointed,  as  in 
other  factories,  and  have  work  put  on  proper  footing.  It  '•  all 
very  well  to  go  on  at  this  rate  for  a  bit.  But  look  at  cost.  You 
lose  some  of  your  best  men.  BOBBY  SPENCER  already  laid  np,  with 
merely  hearing  how  hard  CAVKITDISH  BENTTHCK  works.  Constitu- 
tion, it  is  true,  a  little  weakened  by  intense  mental  strain  in 
connection  with  visit  to  Ireland.  But  others  will  go,  and  average 
of  bye- Elections  will  be  quadrupled." 

"  Nonsense,  TOBT,  nonsense.  Yon  young  dogs  are  a  degenerate 
race.  I  worked  fourteen  hours  a  day  for  fifty  years,  and  look 
at  me ! " 

Hadn't  prolonged  opportunity.  Oft  like  an  antelope  down  the 
Corridor,  in  behind  the  Speaker's  Chair,  and  so  back  to  his  seat. 
Terribly  afraid  he  'd  lost  something  during  brief  absence.  Wonder- 
fid  Old  Man !  But  he 's  killing  us  all  the  same. 

Butinest  done. — Criminal  Code  [Bill  referred  to  Grand  Com- 
mittee. Patents  Bill  read  a  Second  Time,  and  sent  on  to  Grand 
Committee.  Grand  Committees  working  capitally. 

Wednesday,  2  A.M.—  PELL  just  brought  Lord  HINBT  LECH  ox  np 
on  charge  of  voting  in  wrong  Lobby.  Noble  Lord  blushes  and 
simpers,  as  if  he  were  being  led  to  the  altar. 

"  How 's  this,  young  man  P  "  says  SPEAKKB,  sternly. 

"  Please,  Sir."  simpered  Lord  HKNRT,  "  I  fell  asleep,  and  didn't 
hear  you  put  the  question.  WYNH  told  me  to  be  sure  to  be  down 
and  vote.  Saw  a  lot  of  Members  going  into  Lobby.  Went  with 
them.  Horrified  to  find  myself  in  such  company.  Tried  to  get  out. 
Doors  locked,  so  had  to  go  and  .vote  against  PELL'S  Motion.  But 
didn't  do  it  on  purpose." 

Evidently  mistake,  so  let  Lord  HENBT  off.  Don't  wonder  he 
fell  asleep.  Wonder  is  that  anybody's  awake,  though  just  before 
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Division  had  a  good  rousing  shout  at  M'KENNA.  Sir  JOSEPH,  who  is 
sure  he  'd  make  a  good  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  heen  popping  up 
since  ten  o'clock  last  night,  when  he  came  in  from  dinner.  But 
Front  Bench  men  had  then  taken  up  the  running,  and  no  chance 
for  men  below  the  Gangway.  But  the  hlood  of  the  M'KENNA  's  up, 
as  anyone  might  see  by  looking  at  Sir  JOSEPH'S  face. 

"  Go  on !  go  on  !  "  he  murmured,  when,  rising  for  the  third  time, 
the  SPEAKER  gave  the  preference  to  Mr.  GOSCHEN;  "you  may 
delay  me,  but  you  Kenna  stop  me." 

So,  when  GLADSTONE  sat  down  a  little  before  two  o'clock  thia 
morning,  Sir  JOE  rose  once  more.  So  did  cries  from  the  House. 
Such  howling,  roaring,  and  hooting  not  been  heard  for  many  days. 
Quite  refreshing  and  inspiriting  after  level  flow  of  night's  debate. 
It  was  then  Lord  HENRY  LENNOX  was  disturbed  in  his  sleep. 
Dreaming  he  was  at  last  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  in  strong 
Conservative  Government,  and  thought  Ithis  was  shout  of  the  Dock- 
yard men,  whose  wages  he  had  been  reducing. 

"  Must  do  it !  "  Lord  HENRY  murmurs,  "  Must  do  it !  Awfully 
flue  fellows  Conservative  working-men,  and  that  sort  of  thing.  But 
Radicals  looking  closer  than  ever  after  demnition  coppers.  Must 
save  them !  "  And  Lord  HENRY,  turning  over,  went  to  sleep  again. 

Sir  JOSEPH  continued  his  speech  for  ten  minutes.  Deeply  in- 
teresting. Full  of  facts,  crammed  with  figures,  pellucid  in  style, 
convincing  in  argument,  charming  in  eloquence ;  only  not  a  single 
syllable  audible  above  the  uproar.  Sir  JOSEPH'S  peroration  delivered 
with  fine  effect,  he  sat  down.  House  cleared  for  a  Division,  and 
Lord  HENRT  LENNOX  rubbing  his  eyes,  and  pleased  with  hazy  recol- 
lection of  having  "  been  firm  with  the  Dockyard  men,"  went  out  to 
vote  against  his  own  party. 

Business  done. — Mr.  PELL'S  Resolution  in  favour  of  Immediate 
Settlement  of  Local  Taxation  Question  defeated  by  229  Liberals  and 
Lord  HENRY  LENNOX,  216  voting  for  Motion. 

Wednesday  Afternoon.— Business  of  this  House  not  well  regu- 
lated. After  recent  prolonged  sittings,  with  the  Division  on  Local 
Taxation  taken  at  two  o'clock  this  morning,  the  conflict  with  Irish 
Obstruction,  and  Affirmation  Bill  coming  on,  it  is  cruel  to  impose  on 
what  should  be  the  peace  of  Wednesday  afternoon  the  breathless 
excitement  of  debate  on  Scotch  Parochial  Boards.  Even  the  hardened 
constitution  of  JOSEPH  GILLIS  could  not  stand  it.  At  four  o'clock 
tried  to  Count  Out  House,  and  nearly  did  it. 

"  Why  did  you  interfere.  Mr.  BIGGAR  '(  "  the  Lord  Advocate  asked, 
with  blandest  manner.  "  Doesn't  the  Bill  meet  your  views  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what 's  in  the  Bill,"  JOSEPH  answered  with  his  fine 
simplicity.  "  But  if  there 's  one  thing  I  hate  more  than  an  English- 
man, it 's  a  Scotchman  ;  and  when  I  found  you  enjoying  yourselves, 
making  speeches  as  long  and  as  dry  as  half  a  mile  of  oatcake,  I 
thought  I  'd  stop  you.  That 's  all." 

Am  afraid  JOSEPH'S  naturally  genial  temper  haa  been  soured  of 
late. 

LYOW  PLAYFAIR  hovering  round  the  debate  as  became  Scotch 
Member,  but  took  no  part  in  it. 

"  I  like  something  that  leads  to  samples,  TOBY,"  he  said,  "  or 
lends  itself  to  diagrams  on  a  black  board.  Then  I 'm  your  man.  But 
you  can't  produce  a  portion  of  a  Parochial  Board  in  a  pot  like 
Oleomargarine,  nor  dissect  a  Poor  Law  pauper  as  if  he  were  a  rabbit. 
So  I  left  it  to  them." 

PLAYFAIR  tells  me  that  now  he 's  K.C.B.  he 's  more  than  ever  glad 
to  be  out  of  the  Chair  of  Committees.  "  Those  Irish  Members,"  he 
says,  "  would  of  course  have  called  me  '  Sir  LOTS,'  and  from  that 
to  '  SIRLOIN  '  is  a  very  short  step." 

Business  done. — Two  hundred  and  ten  Gentlemen  voted  on  Scotch 
Parochial  Boards  Bill.  Estimated  that  the  odd  ten  (average  of 
attendance  during  afternoon)  know  what  it  was  about.  Everybody, 
including  the  Division-bell,  brought  to  ultimate  state  of  exhaustion 
by  five  hours'  Scotch  speeches.  Bell,  when  called  upon  to  announce 
Division,  feebly  tinkled  out  a  single  call,  instead  of  four  as  usual, 
SPEAKER  led  into  open  air;  Sir  ERSKINE  MAY  leaning  feebly  on 
shoulder  of  Mr.  MILMAW,  got  as  far  as  corridor,  and  there  fairly 
broke  down.  Scotch  Members  quite  cheery. 

"A  braw  afternoon,"  says  Mr.  RAMSAY.  "Pity  theycouldna' 
suspend  Standin'  Orders,  an'  let 's  mak'  a  nicht  o't !  " 

Thursday  Night.— Questions  to-night  whether  Oar  Only  General 
and  Our  Single  Admiral  shall  be  made  hereditary.  Mr.  LABOUCHERE 
puts  the  case  with  great  clearness.  Lord  ALCESTKR,  he  says,  has,  let 
us  admit  it,  deserved  well  of  his  country.  Make  him  a  Peer,  and 
give  him  a  pension.  But,  whatever  may  be  the  merits  of  the  father, 
the  son  certainly  has  not  done  anything.  Then  why  give  him  a 
pension  ?  That  is  the  point.  But  House  having  eight  hours  to  talk 
in,  wandered  over  many  subjects,  including  Sir  FREDERICK  ROBERTS 
and  Battle  of  Trafalgar. 

Late  at  night,  Lord  EUSTACE  CECIL  presented  himself,  and,  holding 
on  to  box  with  his  elbows,  delivered  a  speech.  Profoundest  distress 
of  noble  Lord  lest  he  should  say  anything  to  hurt  anybody's  feelings. 
What  he  did  say  wan,  that  GLADSTONE  had  behaved  meanly  to  Sir 
* .  ROBERTS.  That,  grateful  to  WOLSELEY  and  SEYMOUR  for  having 


saved  his  policy  in  Egypt,  had  overpaid  them  at  the  expense  of 
country.  Didn't  say  this  out  in  so  many  words,  but,  with  hints, 
innuendoes,  and  statements  of  what  he  'd  heard  or  what  other  people 
believed,  managed  to  make  it  clear. 

"Did  you  ever,"  said  LYOK  PLATFAIH  to  Mr.  FORSTER,  "make 
vinegar  out  of  the  plant  ?  " 

"  No !  "  growled  the  Right  Hon.  Gentleman,  who  was  just  going 
to  sleep. 

"  Most  interesting,"  the  Professor  airily  proceeded.  "  Must  show 
you  some  day.  You  put  plant  in  jar,  pour  water  over  it,  seal  it  up, 
and  there  you  are.  Excellent  vinegar.  If  you  take  the  same  plant 
afterwards,  do  it  over  again,  you  get  some  acidulated  wash.  CECIL 
reminds  me  of  this  experiment.  The  style  of  his  brother,  the 
Marquis,  is  the  real  vinegar,  and  his  resembles  it  just  as  second 
brewing  from  plant  resembles  original  liquor.  Must  get  you  a  plant 
and  illustrate  my  meaning.  Sorry  haven't  one  in  my  pocket  at  the 
moment." 

Business  done.—  Passed  Second  Reading  of  Pension  Bills. 

Friday  Night. — In  House  of  Lords,  Lord  CARNARVON  asks  can 
Colonial  Secretary  tell  anything  about  annexation  of  New  Guinea  by 
Queensland  ?  Certainly,  Lord  DERBY  would  tell  everything.  Quite 
interesting  narrative,  conveying  vivid  picture  of  Queensland  pas- 
sionately pleading  for  acquisition,  and  Lord  DERBY  coldly  pointing 
out  absolute  inability  of  forming  opinion  till  he  had  received 
despatches. 

"  Haven't  formed  an  opinion  now,  one  way  or  other,"  he  says,  and 
House  thoroughly  believes  him.  What  a  mind  it  is  ! 

Business  done. — Congregation  in  other  House,  after  listening  to 
SIAHSFELD'S  sermon,  declare  against  C.  D.  Acts  by  182  against  110. 


United  Serrice. 


A    FOOTMAN'S    GRIEVANCE. 

THE  Times  of  Wensday  contained  a  appeal  from  a  West  End 
Footman  which  I  thinks  is  one  of  the  most  affecting  things  as  ever 
I  read.  It  seems  scarcely  possabel  but  it  no  dout  is  the  fact,  that 
Gentlemen  as  fills  the  werry  highest  posi- 
tions in  West  End  Families  as  Footmen, 
and  even  Butlers,  has  to  go  with  their 
employers  to  dinners  to  wait  at  Table 
without  no  perquisets,  just  to  save  the 
shabby  hosts  and  hostesses  the  werry 
trifling  expense  of  perfeshnal  waiters. 

As  he  so  pathetercally  says,  after  being 
confined  in-doors  so  many  hours  a-doing 
of  nothink,  he  natrally  wants  a  little 
fresh  air  and  a  little  reckreation,  insted 
of  which  he  acshally  has  to  wait  at  table 
peraps  for  ours !  Poor  Feller !  better  be 
a  mere  Ewer  of  wood  like  pore  Mr.  GLAD- 
STUN  or  a  drawer  of  water  like  Mr. 
HOOKEY,  R.  A.  And  how  unjust  to  me 
and  my  perf  eshun !  Why  should  Xobble- 
men  and  Nobblewomen  take  the  bred 
out  of  our  mouths  by  making  unfare  use 
of  their  own  gentlemen?  Many  and 
many  a  time  have  I  ofisbyated  at  swell  dinners  at  the  West  End. 
They  all  nose  where  to  send  to  when  they  wants  anythink  A  wun  or 
Fust  Class,  whether  for  a  dinner  or  for  a  Waiter,  and  that 's  in  the 
City. 

My  engagements  at  the  West  End  has  fallen  off  very  much  of  late, 
which  I  naterally  set  down  to  poverty,  little  thinking  it  was  meer 
meanness,  however,  as  the  pore  Footman  werry  wisely  says,  now  as 
the  Times — of  which  he  pollytiokelly  says  he  is  a  grate  admirer — has 
bin  kind  enuif  to  put  his  letter  in,  his  shabby  employers  will  be 
shamed  out  of  their  meanness.  The  one  thing  in  which  he  makes 
a  fearful  mistake  is  in  speaking  of  the  duties  of  a  Waiter  as  most 
unplessant  and  even  mean.  How  so  highly  respectable  a  member  of 
one  highly  honnorable  perfeshun  can  condesend  to  speak  so  disre- 
spectably  of  another  equally  honorable  perfeshun,  does  estonish  me, 
and  I  can  only  account  for  it  by  thinking  that  the  recellecshun  of  his 
own  serious  trubbles  made  him  for  once  somewhat  unjust  to  those 
whose  important  duties  he  is  so  improperly  called  upon  to  f  ullfill. 

ROBERT. 

Free  Trade  for  Farmers. 

"  ARE  you  considering  any  Measure  for  permitting  the  Agricul- 
turists of  the  United  Kingdom  to  grow  tobacco  for  salei"'  No 
impertinent  question  this,  which  Lord  JOHN  MANNERS  the  other 
evening  asked  the  Government.  On  every  principle  of  Free  Trade 
which  the  farmers  suffer  by,  surely  they  ought  to  be  free  to  grow 
whatever  they  profitably  can.  If  it  doesn't  pay  them  to  grow  wheat, 
they  are  in  effect  sine  Cerere.  Not  being  allowed  the  alternative  of 
cultivating  Nicotian  crops,  they  are  also  sine  Baccho.  No  wonder, 
then,  thatfriget  Agricultura. 
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PREPARATIONS  FOR  THE  ACADEMY  BANQUET. 

(By  Our  Oum  Merry-Gfo- Rounder,  who  interviewed  '•  /«.) 

Sir  Frederick  Ltighton,  P.R.A.  Chez  lui.  Think  I  've  got  some 
first-rate  speeches  for  this  occasion.  Better  than  anything  I  've  ever 
done  before.  Looked  up  a  splendid  selection  of  new  words  all  of  at 
least  three  syllables,  and  have  still  power  to  add  to  their  number. 
Have  been  studying  the  best  models,— I  mean  my  own  speeches  and 
those  of  other  great  orators  of  the  past.  I  am  sure  H.It.  FI.  the 
Prince  of  WALKS  likes  listening  to  a  real  flow  of  eloquence.  I  know 
he  does  by  his  rapt .  attention,  and  the  graceful  bowing  of  the 
head  with  which  he  greets  ray  points,  when  His  Royal  Highness' s 
eyes  are  slightly  closed  in  deep  thought,  and  the  cigar  is  at  his 
lips.  Regret  much  that  several  Kings,  Foreign  Princes,  and  Here- 
ditary Dukes  will  not  be  present,  as  I  shall  not  have  an  opportunity 
of  showing  how  perfectly  I  can  master  their  styles  and  titles,  and 
give  them  several  times  over,  without  the  slightest  hesitation,  or  the 
very  smallest  mistake.  It  is  quite  a  lesson  to  some  of  my  Academi- 
cians in  foreign  pronunciation.  Should  like  to  hear  my  dear  old 
MILLAIS  trying  anything  of  the  sort.  I  can't  help— you  41  excuse 
me,  caro  mio, — but  I  really  cannot  help  smiling  when  I  think  of  it. 
I  shall  speak  for  half-an-hour,  or  so,  at  a  time,  and  though  every 
sentence  will  have  been  well  considered,  yet  most  of  my  hearers 
would  be  ready  to  swear  that  it  is  all  impromptu.  Art  eit  celare,  you 
know.  Excuse  me.  I  must  now  leave  you,  to  try  on  my  new  suit 
which  h»s  this  moment  arrived.  So  very,  very  glad  to  have  seen 
yon.  A  bientot. 

1I.R.H.  the  Prince  of  Wales  (at  Sfarlborough  House— just  going 
out).  Oh— tell  Mr.  FRANCIS  KNOLLTS  to  look  up  some  of  my  other 
speeches.  Shape  out  something  neat  and  complimentary  in  a  gene- 
ral way.  Shan't  speak  for  more  than  five  minutes,  to  set  the  example 
of  brevity.  Drop  a  line  to  Sir  FREDERICK,  and  say  they  can  all  talk 
as  much  as  they  like— (though  there 's  no  necessity  to  tell  'em  that .') 
— when  once  the  cigars  have  commenced.  But  we  must  come  to 
cigars  sharp  after  dinner.  Time  and  Tobacco  wait  for  no  man.  If 
I  see  EDINBURGH  this  morning  out  riding, — (why  does  he  ride  ? 
Sailors  ought  only  to  ride  at  anchor)— I'll  tell  him  not  to  make  a 
long  speech  about  the  Navy.  By  the  way,  I  '11  take  the  opportunity 
of  mentioning  the  Royal  College  of  Music,  and  EntKBORon  might 
allude  to  it  too.  Just  work  it  in  quietly.  Suppose  Mr.  GEORGB 
GROVE  will  be  there.  He  might  respond  to  "Music."  Now 
I  'm  off. 

JI.R.H.  the  Duke  of  Cambridge.  Hum— ha— confound  it  I  Yes— 
of  course.  Hang  these  painter  fellows ! — (Had  to  sit  to  that  chap 
HOLL  for  hours — got  awfully  tired— but  deuced  clever  fellow,  and 
capital  portrait :  very  like.  Suppose  I  must  say  something  about  it. 
Say  how  tired  I  was.  Hate  sitting :  if  I  were  a  hen  might  like  it. 
Ha!  ha!)— or  hang  their  pictures!  That's  what  they  do,  by  the 
way.  Might  bring  that  in,  only  they  don't  relish  a  joke.  Must 
say  something  about  the  change  of  uniform,  and  the  "  thin  red 
line."  Da»h  it,  that 's  a  good  idea—"  thin  red  line."  Must  compli- 
ment Sir  FREDERICK  as  Colonel  of  Volunteers.  Ought  to  bring  in 
joke  about  "no  man  better  able  to  draw  a  sword."  _Anyhow,  will 
stick  to  "  thin  red  lin«  "—sure  to  tell  on  such  an  occasion. 

H.  R.  ff.  Duke  of  Edinburgh.  Let  me  see ;  I  shall  have  to  reply 
for  the  Navy  or  Music,  or  the  Navy  and  Music.  Probably  the  Navy 
only.  (To  Private  Secretary.)  Just  make  out  the  statistics  of  the 
past  ten  years,  with  historinal  references  to  last  centurv, — general 
notions  of  English  Naval  History  from  the  time  of  HENRY  THB 
EIGHTH,  and  details  of  our  latest  improvements.  Oh— and  Happy 
Thought — will  say  something  about  the  Marines.  They  're  popular 
just  now,  and  that  will  do  to  wind  up  with.  Shan't  speak  for  more 
than  forty  minutes.  Only  got  three  days  to  practise  in.  Must  prac- 
tise violin.  Sonata  first.  Wire  for  Mr.  ARTHUR  SDLLIVAN. 

[Tunes  up. 

Right  Honourable  W.  E.  Gladstone  (overheard  by  Our  Merry- 
Go-  Rounder).  Please  tell  "Washerwoman  shan't  want  these  extra- 
starched  collars  home  for  Saturday  night,  as  I  'm  not  going  to  the 
Academy  Banquet.  Don't  fancy  I  come  out  as  brilliantly  as  I  ought 
to  on  these  occasions.  Haven't  got  what  BRIGHT  calls  the  "  confec- 
tionery "  for  this  sort  of  after-dinner  cake.  BEACONSFIELD  enjoyed 
it ;  don't  think  I  do.  However,  not  got  to  bother  my  head  about 
it.  So  perhaps  shall  have  a  quiet  evening  at  home  with  HERBERT 
(who  can  tell  me  all  about  the  Dynamiters  he  saw  at  Bow  Street), 
Mr.  J.  L.  TOOLB  (with  a  song  about  the  Speaker's  Nose  which  I  have 
not  yet  heard),  Mr.  PENNiNOTOif,  who  might  recite— or — no,  he 
might  sing,  and  let  J.  L.  T.  recite— or— no— / '//  sing  and  recite, 
and  they  shall  listen.  Foresee  a  pleasant  evening.  Grog. 

Earl  Granmlle.  Yes— let  me  think— what  did  I  say  last  year?  Must 
avoid  that  little  anecdote  about  mvself  as  a  Painter  and  some  eminent 


and  graceful  allusion  to  ALMA  TADEMA,  and— let  me  see— ( To  Private 
Secretary.)— kindly  send  round  with  my  compliments  to  Burlington 


House,  and  inquire  what  namoi  there  are  that  look  foreign  on  the 
Academy  list,  and  ask  on  what  kind  of  understanding  the  Aoidemjr 
in  with  the  Paris  Salon.    Shan't  speak  for  morn  than  a  quart 
hour— less,  probably — nhort  and  very  sweet.    Mutt  practise  unite  fur 
the  occasion.  [  Exit  to  dreisin  ; 

ifr.R.B.  Browning.  They 've  got  me  instead  of  M*TTHEW  ARNOLD 
this  year.  He  prosed,  so  I  must  poetise  ;  not  to  i  much  ;  light  and 
semi-humorous  vein,  in  the  Jucouria  style.  Shall  explain  the  word 
"jocoieria"  to  the  guests:  good  advertisement  for  telf  and  book. 
Shall  touch,  of  course,  on  the  sister  Arts.  Poetry  and  Painting,  and 
show  how  one  inspired  the  other,  and  how  Painting  owes  «very- 
thing  to  Poetry. — or,  if  that  isn't  exactly  polite,  I  'II  put  it  t'other 
way,  and  wait  till  we  have  a  Poetry  Dinner,  with  myself  in  the  Chair 
and  the  Painters  as  guests,  to  put  the  matter  in  its  right  and  true 
light  before  the  world.  Jocostria  wants  a  little  lift.  Shall  allude 
gracefully  to  the  President.  Ahem !  Think  they  '11  like  my  speech. 
President  mayn't  care  about  it  (in  spite  of  allusion) — rather  too  much 
in  the  same  line.  Knowing  I'm  there,  he '11  probably  quote  some- 
thing from  me.  Excuse  me  leaving  you,  I  must  go  and  get  inspired 
and  shaved.  Hairdresser 's  waiting. 

Lord  Mayor.  Let  me  see— ah— yes — Discount — no— I  mean  De- 
cant— no— discant  or  descant  (tell  HABKER  to  look  out  word  in 
Dictionary  for  me)  on  the  Liberal  Art*  and  the  City.  Must  get  a 
Latin  quotation  about  Liberal  ArU.  City  always  Patron  of  Arts. 
LORENZO  the  Magnificent.  Look  him  out,  and  see  what  he  did. 
Fancy  he  was  a  big  City  Magnate.  If  HABCOUHT  '•  there,  opportu- 
nity lor  me  to  "  magnify  my  office."  It  wants  magnifying.  Might 
point  to  Lord  Mayor's  Show,  the  Coach,  the  costumes,  &o.,  &o.  The 
only  thing  like  Venice  in  England.  Never  perform  out  of  I/»ndon. 
Got  half  my  speech  done.  Forget  if  they  always  drink  Lord  Mayor's 
health,  or  not.  Must  go  on  asking  the  Artists  to  Mansion  House. 

Mr.  Lecky.  Shall  give  them  something  solid.  People  like  listening 
to  something  solid,  what  will  my  name  be  proposed  in  connection 
with?  Literature?  Or  will  BKOWMEHG  answer  for  that?  Must  get 
up  something — The  Rise  of  Painting. 

Mr.  Huxley.  Am  getting  up  my  speech.  Idea  that  Painters  were 
born,  not  made.  Flattering,  this.  Shan't  include  Poets.  Don't 
know  whether  TTNDALL  won't  have  to  reply.  If  he  does,  will  keep 
this  notion  back  for  another  time.  Hope  Sr.  GEORGE  MIVABI  will 
be  there.  If  he  is.  hope  he  won't  be  asked  to  speak— after  me. 

Sir  John  Lubbock.  Yei.  See  my  way.  Artists,  bu»y  bees,  Bank 
half-holiday.  Can  work  'em  all  in.  Hope  my  turn  won't  come  too 
late. 

Lord  Chief  Justice  Coleridge.  I  shall  have  to  reply  for  the  Law. 
I  wish  the  List  of  the  Barons  were  to  be  there.  But,  anyhow,  he  '11 
read  the  report  of  my  speech  in  the  Observer.  Might  bring  in  a  few 
subtle  allusions  to  the  Belt  case.  Of  course,  the  Last  of  the  Barons 
gave  up  all  his  chance  of  being  asked  to  the  Royal  Academy  Dinner 
on  that  celebrated — too  celebrated — occasion.  I  can  let  in  a  few 
quiet  hints  about  Experts.  Do  it  very  nicel  v,  of  course,  as  I  wouldn't 
hurt  anybody's  feelings  on  any  account.  Might  also  comment  upon 
the  distinction  between  Free  Thinking  and  Free  Speaking. 

Lord  Chancellor.  In  the  absence  of  the  PUEXIKR,  I  can  say  a  good 
deal,  and  mean  very  little.  Speak  about  the  Artistic  Decorations  of 
the  Upper  House,  of  which  the  Peers  are  the  ornaments.  Will  just 
give  a  look  round  at  the  frescoes  in  the  House  of  Lords ;  see  how  they 
are  getting  on,  and  ask  who  did  them. 

Our  Merry-Go-Rounder  was  unable  to  interview  any  other 
celebrities,  as  they  were  all  hard  at  work  composing  their  speeches 
for  the  occasion,  and  could  not  be  disturbed.  He  wishes  to  add  that, 
should  this  meet  the  eyes  of  the  distinguished  persons  named  above, 
he  is  afraid  that  they  will  alter  their  subjects,  or  the  treatment  of 
them,  and  that  some  who  are  down  on  the  President's  list  for  a 
speech  will  be  out  out  in  consequence  of  this  anticipatory  notice. 
Perhaps,  too,  at  the  last  moment  Mr.  GLADSTONE'S  washerwoman  may 
send  home  the  collars  extra-starched  by  mistake,  and  he  '11  be  com- 
pelled to  go.  In  case  of  any  little  contretemps  of  thU  sort,  our 
Merry-Go- Rounder  says,  it  is  no  fault  of  his,  and  the  Public  mustn't 
blame  him. 


Cheek  and  Colour. 

Grumphy.  No  young  Ladies  now  any  longer  blush.  In  my  young 
days  they  did. 

Goodchild.  Yes,  but  wasn't  that  only  because  you  u»ed  to  say 
things  that  made  them  ? 

Grumphy.  Hrumnokl 

A  VAUGHXISO  VOICE.— Miss  KATE  VAronAJC  on  Thursday  after- 
noon Benefit,  May  3rd,  is  to  essay  the  part  of  Amy  Robsart.  We 
hope  that  she  is  not  yet  going  to  give  up  her  "  poetry-of-motion  " 
line  of  Art ;  otherwise,  though  by  her  Amy  Rabsart  she  may  add 
to  Art  in  one  direction,  she,  unfortunately,  robs  Art  of  a  bnrb-que 
Actress. 
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Mistress.  "  WBLL,  I  "M  AFRAID  YOU  WON'T  QUITE  SUIT  ;  BUT  I  'LL  PAT  YOUR 
PARK.  Lsr  ME  SEE — DID  YOU  COMB  BY  OJINIBUS  OB  BY  THE  METROPOLITAN 
RAILWAY  ? " 

Cook.  "OH  NO,  MA'AM,  I  DROVE  TIP  IN  A  HANSOM  WITH  MY  YOUNO  MAN, 
AS  I  'M  KNOAGED  TO  BB  MARRIED  TO.  THERE  AND  BAUK  IT  WILL  BE  FlVE 
SHILLINGS,  MA'AM  ! " 


ODE  TO  SPRING. 

(Sy  Landeau.) 

Miss  SPRING,  I  will  sing  you  a  welcome  in  quite  an  original  strain, 
Which  I  am  sure  you  will  Had  a  relief,  dear,  because  it  is  rather  more  sane 
Than  the  annual  drivel  that 's  written  to  herald  the  primrose  and  swallows, 
The  hyacinth  blue,  and  the  snowdrop— the  sure  stock-in-trade  of  Apollos. 
In  my  way  I  'm  as  true  an  admirer  of  you  as  the  poets  who  sing 
Of  the  flowers  at  a  shilling  a-piece,  and  the  bees  that  most  painfully  sting. 
Sweet  Spring,  I  admit  I  don't  love  you  because  "  the  wan  Winter  is  dead," 
Or  the  violet  and  primrose  and  crocus  are  flaunting  a  flare  in  each  bed, — • 
Nor  because  every  bird  in  the  country  is  pairing  and  building  its  nest, — 
For  when  nightingales  keep  one  from  sleeping,  I  admit  they  are  rather  a  pest, 
Nor  because  the  black  hawthorn  as  usual  bursts  forth  into  white  bridal  blossom 
Nor  because  some  poor  moulting  cock-robin  gets  a  gaudy  new  crest  on  his  bosom 
But  1  love  you,  sweet  time  of  the  Koses,  'cause  you  bring  back  the  beau  mond 

to  town, 

When  eaoh  matron,  each  maid,  and  each  widow  will  flaunt  in  diaphanous  gown 
When  the  Grosvenor  is  something  to  talk  of,  and  the  season  of  racing 's  com 

meneed, 

When  it 's  jolly  to  shave  with  cold  water,  and  not  even  prudes  are  incensed 
If  you  hint  they  look  cool  as  cucumbers  as  they  sit  in  the  Row  'neath  the  trees, 
All  watching  intently  the  walkers,  the  riders,  the  drivers,  the  "  gees." 
Ere  Eton  and  Harrow  is  over,  and  the  Derby  blue-ribbon  is  won, 
When  Gardenias  are  common  as  daisies,  and.  peaches  are  sold  by  the  ton. 
When  one  lunches  off  strawberries  and  cream  at  GPNTER'S,  and  dines  off  an  ice 
And  sups  off  a  cut  of  pine-apple— my  mouth  waters  now  for  a  slice. 
When  one  tools  down  a  coach  to  the  Orleans,  or  purloins  someone's  sweethear 

or  glove, 

When  my  NORA  comes  back  from  the  country  to  play  at  lawn-tennis  and  love. 
When  one's  mornings  and  evenings  are  spent  in  cob-riding,  cab-driving,  o 

walking, 
When  invitations  to  dinner  are  rife,  and  it's  even  too  sultry  for  talking  ; 


When  one's  nights  are  some  spent  at  the  Opera,  and 

lounging,  and  supping,  and  dances, 
[aking  love  at  Botanical  night  fetes,  or  watching  young 

lovers'  romances. 

When  on  Saturdays  Hurlingham  's  crowded,  and  Sun- 
days are  piously  spent 

p  the  River  at  Richmond  or  TAGG'S,  or  lying  in  ham- 
mock or  tent, 

With  an  iced  lemon-squash  at  one's  elbow,  and  a  hand- 
kerchief over  one's  face 
hat's  scented  with  Eau  de  Cologne  that  came  from 

one's  lady-love's  case, 
r  puffing  a  cigarette  punctured  with  "  P.  M.  and  Co." 

at  one's  ease, 
\.  Ouida-like  hero,  that  nothing  but  midges  and  girls 

dare  to  tease, 
t's  not  that  I  bear  any  malice  to  flowers— I  rather 

admire  them, 
believe  that  they  grow  in  the  country— I  know  that 

from  WILLIS  we  hire  them  ! 
Jut  you  see  I  'm  not  much  in  the  country,  except  in  the 

Winter  for  shooting, 

nd  London 's  the  best  place  in  Summer,  beyond  any 
kind  of  disputing. 

'm  always  unhappy  in  Winter,  and  Autumn 's  deplor- 
ably slow, 
Hit  in  Springtime  and  Summer,  while  sitting  in  my 

pretty  green  chair  in  the  Row, 
own  I  am  happy,  and  therefore  I  love  you,  sweet 

mother  of  flowers, 
n    spite    of   your    Leonine    March  winds,   and    your 

treacherous  April  showers. 
And  the  cause  of  my  loving— I  know  it  is  horribly  weak 

when  admitted ; 
But  Truth,  like  Murder,  will  out,  and  it 's  awfully  nice 

to  be  pitied ! 
s  simply  and  solely,  sweet  Spring- time -don't  Lynch 

me,  ye  Poets,  for  treason—- 
Not because  fields  are  in  flower— it  may  he  bad  taste- 
but  the  reason 

!  love  you,  sweet  Spring-time,  is  really  'cause  you  herald 
the  London  "  Season." 


A  DUTY  ON  DOCTORS. 

THT.  Council  of  the  College  of  Surgeons  in  Lincoln's 
tnn  Fields,  dear  Mr.  Punch,  has  issued  a  circular, 
addressed  to  Fellows  and  Members,  pointing  out  certain 
provisions  of  the  Medical  Amendment  Bill  of  which  they 
suggest  that  so  many  Amendments  should  be  made. 
The  clauses  they  denounce  are  four  in  number,  Sir,  and 
the  fourth  clause  threaten*  those  Fellows  and  those 
Members  with  a  penalty  so  unmerited  that  the  menace 
of  it  ought  really  to  enlist  on  their  behalf  the  sympathy 
of  every  other  fellow  endowed  with  any  fellow-feeling. 
Vivacious  friends  will,  therefore,  excuse  a  quotation 
which  is  indeed  no  joke.  The  Council  object,  fourthly, 
to  the  Bill  above  named  :— 

"  That  power  would  be  taken  by  Clauee  38  of  the  Bill  to 
levy  on  every  Practitioner  already  registered  a  vexatious  annual 
tax,  the  non-payment  of  which  would  involve  the  liability  to 
removal  of  his  name  from  the  Register." 

Consequently,  Mr.  Punch,  disqualification  to  practise 
his  profession.  In  effect,  dispossession  of  his  diploma. 
Professional  ruin,  Sir.  Wouldn't  that  be  rather  too 
heavy  a  forfeiture  for  a  Practitioner's  failure  to  pay  a 
fine  on  a  practice  whence  the  income  may  be  all  "in 
supposition "  ?  Would  it  not  be  a  truly  vexatious 
superaddition  to  a  poor  Practitioner's  Income-tax  ? 
Can  the  Legislature  possibly  mean  to  saddle  poor 
Pilgarlie  with  a  Profession-tax  as  well,  Mr.  Punch  ? 

The  Medical  Profession  altogether,  as  you  know,  Sir, 
has  long  discarded  the  practice  of  bleeding,  except  in 
very  exceptional  eases.  Have  the  "  Leeches"  no  friends 
in  the  House  of  Commons  who  will  preserve  them  from 
being  themselves  bled  at  such  a  rate  and  in  such  a  way 
as  that  in  which  the  framers  of  the  new  Medical  Bill 
propose  to  stick  it  into  them  ?  Talk  of  barbarity,  what 's 
vivisection  to  such  venesection  as  that  ? 

Excuse,  dear  Sir,  this  too,  too  arid  appeal  for  sympathy 
and  succour  in  the  name  of 

SAWBONES. 
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Pupil.    "Is   IT   KNOWN,    SlB,    WHITHER     EdCLID    PERSONALLY    BORB    THE    CHARACTER    Or  A  TBUSTWOSTBT    MAN— CAREFUL  OF   HU 

STATEMENTS?" 


DISCUSSION  t ' 


"  Coach."  "  WELL,  I  CANNOT  SAT  THAT  BIS  PRIVATE  LIFE  IB  A.  MATTER  or  HISTORY, 
Pupil.  "  BCJT  FROM  HIS  WRITINGS,  SIR,  WOULD  TOU  SAT  BE  WAS  TO  BE  DEFENDED  UPON  1" 

"Coach."  "  AH— TBS — OERTAINLT — I  SHOULD Bur  WHT  DO  ion  ASK?" 

Pupil.  "WKIL,  IN  THAT  CASE,  SIR,  DON'T  TOO  THINK  WE  MIOHT  ACCEPT  THIS  PROPOSITION  WITHOUT  FTJRTS 


ANNEXATION  MADE  EASY. 

(A  Page  from  the  Future  Journal  «f  Oie  House  of  Lordt.) 

LOKD  C-RN-HV-N  wished  to  know  if  there  was  any  truth  in  the 
newspaper  report  that  the  whole  interior  of  Equatorial  Africa, 
including  the  Great  Sahara  and  the  sources  of  the  Nile,  the  Niger, 
and  the  Congo,  had  just  been  annexed  to  the  British  Empire  by  the 
Deputy-Governor  of  Heligoland. 

Lord  D-KBY  assured  the  Noble  Lord  that  the  Foreign  Office  was  in 
its  usual  convenient  state  of  utter  official  ignorance,  and  complete 
actual  knowledge,  of  the  circumstances  alluded  to  by  the  Noble  Lord. 
It  was  true  that  a  telegram  had  been  received  from  the  Deputy- 
Governor  of  Heligoland,  in  which  that  official  stated  that,  in  the 
temporary  absence  of  the  Governor  from  his  post,  through  toothache, 
it  had  been  decided  by  the  Executive  Government  of  the  island  to 
annex  all  Africa,  or  as  much  of  it  as  remained  to  annex.  The 
Executive  Government,  consisting  of  himself  and  an  Office  Boy,  had 
arrived — so  the  Deputy-Governor  telegraphed—  at  the  above  resolu- 
tion unanimously,  and  the  Office  Boy  had  consented  to  head  an  expe- 
I  dition  to  Africa  for  the  purpose  of  taking  formal  possession  of  the 
regions  which  were  now  an  integral  portion  of  the  British  Empire. 
There  was  every  reason  to  believe,  the  telegram  added,  that  the 
expedition  would  be  successful,  as  the  Office  Boy  was  provided  with 
a  tolerably  seaworthy  boat,  some  antique  fire-arms,  and  twenty-five 
shillings  and  sixpence,  being  half  the  Heligoland  revenue  for  the 
current  year  ;  but  nothing  (Lord  D-BBT  said)  had  yet  been  heard  of 
bis  arrival  in  Africa.  He  (Lord  D-BBT)  was  not  prepared  at  once 
to  state  whether  he  approved  or  disapproved  of  the  annexation. 
Africa,  no  doubt,  was  a  large  country,  and  Heligoland  was  a  small 
one.  He  would  wait  and  see  exactly  how  much  opposition  the 
annexation  occasioned,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  before  deciding 
whether  it  was  a  grossly  immoral  or  a  highly  patriotic  step  for  the 
Heligoland  Government  to  take.  He  was  sure  his  noble  friend  would 


not  expect  him  to  give  a  definite  opinion  one  way  or  the  other  just  at 
present.  The  House  would  agree  with  him  that  they  most  await  the 
further  development  of  events,  and  that  nntil  the  arrival  of  the  Office 
Boy  in  some  part  of  the  annexed  dominions  it  would  be  premature 
to  discuss  the  matter,  and  such  discussion  might  even  tend  to  em- 
barrass the  action  of  the  Government.  He  believed  that  the  calcu- 
lation made  by  the  noble  Lord  was  tolerably  accurate,  and  that  it 
was  true  that  the  population  of  the  annexed  province  might  be  put  at 
somewhere  about  ten  or  twenty  millions,  while  the  population  of 
Heligoland  was  under  one  thousand.  The  climate  of  Central  Africa 
was  not  so  bad  as  it  had  been  represented.  However,  the  Home 
would  of  coarse  understand  that  he  was  not  attempting  to  defend  the 
annexation  at  present,  though  he  could  not  tell  what  view  he  might 
not  adopt  after  the  proper  amount  of  Papers  had  been  laid  on  the 
Table,  and  if  it  were  really  ascertained  that  no  serious  opposition 
would  be  made  to  the  annexation.  At  present  the  Deputy-Governor 
had  acted  entirely  on  his  own  responsibility,  as  also  had  the  Office- 
Boy,  and  both  could  be  thrown  over  ana  dismissed  if  the  thing 
turned  out  a  failure.  He  might  add  that  the  Deputy-Governor  had 
telegraphed  that  Despatches,  explaining  the  whole  occurrence,  were 
on  their  way  to  England,  but  that— in  order  that  the  Foreiirn  Office 
might  not  nave  an  opportunity  of  meddling  in  its  usual  idiotic 
manner  before  the  annexation  was  complete,— ne  had  taken  the  pre- 
caution to  send  the  Despatches  round  by  the  North  Pole,  so  that  they 
would  not  reach  England  for  three  months  or  so.  This,  Lord  D-BBT 
said,  was  extremely  thoughtful  of  the  Deputy-Governor,  as  it  saved 
the  necessity  of  coming  to  any  immediate  decision,  and  throe  months 
was  ample  time  for  the  Office  Boy  either  to  fonnd  a  new  Empire  in 
Africa,  or  to  get  comfortably  drowned  on  his  way  out  there. 


THE  Bishop  of  MONACO— no,  we  mean  GIBRAITAB— objects  to  his 
English  co-religionists  "  serving  tables."  This  is  rather  unprimitive, 
isn't  it  ? 
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MISTAKEN    IMPRESSIONS. 


No.  45.— Pegwell  Bay  Impression. 


No.  14.— TheLimpressionist,  No.  61.— "If  you're  wak- 
or  a  Plea  for  the  Channel  ing;,  call  me  early,"  or  the 
Tunnel.  Bed  Impressionist. 


No.  58. — Impression  in  a  Jockeylar  Vein. 


No.  13. — Giving  a  Valee  Impression 


No.  66. — Depression. 


No.  59. — Fly-paper  Impressions. 


No.  46.— Nihilists  Trapped,  or  Imp-russianiats 
in  Prison. 


I  THINK  I  may  fairly  say  that  the  generally -mistaken  "Impression- 
ists "  have  come  to  the  right  place  at  last.  They  ought  to  leave  an  in- 
delible mark  on  New  Bond  Street — at  least,  for  the  rest  of  the  season. 
I  had  been  induced  to  look  in  at  their  Collection  by'an  artistic  friend 
who  advised  me  to  go  and  see  it,  because  he  was  told  it  was  "  horrid 
fanny."  So  I  looked  in.  I  had  been  posted  up  in  the  principles  of 
the  School.  "  The  idea  is,  the  first  impression  the  picture  produces 
on  yon,  you  know.  They  don't  care  how  they  get  the  effect  as  long 
as  they  get  it,"  I  heard  somebody  say,  as  I  was  creeping  along  a 
narrow  passage  that  gave  me  my  first  impression — that  of  having 
my  head  in  the  way  in  a  rifle-gallery.  Still,  I  was  quite  prepared 
to  be  farther  "  impressed  "  when  I  got  into  the  room.  And  I  was. 
I  was  impressed  by  the  impressive  manner  of  the  self-contained 
attendant,  a  melancholy  young  man,  who  seemed  so  anxious  that  the 
pictures  should  produce  a  favourable  impression  on  intending  pur- 
chasers, or,  indeed,  on  anybody,  that  he  moved  about  quite  sadly, 
evidently  much  pained  by  the  unsuppressed  jeers  they  somehow  pro- 
yoked.  Then  I  took  a  hurried  look  round,  and  received  another 
impression.  It  was  that  I  had  wasted  a  shilling. 

At  first  I  thought  I  had  got  into  the  "  Children's  "  Gallery  by 
mistake,  and  that  they  had  been  getting  up  a  little  Exhibition  of 
their  own  for  my  amusement.  However,  I  turned  to  the  Catalogue 
to  see  what  it  was  all  about,  and  found  I  had  really  got  among  the 
Impressionists,  and  that  it  was  all  right,  and  that  "  the  connoisseur 
would  recognise  in  the  wonderful  effects  of  light,  the  complete  com- 
mand of  colour,  and  the  faculty  of  delineating  the  more  fleeting  aspects 
to  which  landscape  and  the  human  figure  are  susceptible,  a  very 
interesting  and  distinctive  factor  in  the  Art-work  of  modern  times." 

Certainly,  some  of  the  effects  of  light  were  most  wonderful.  I 
never  saw  anything  like  them  before — anywhere.  And  as  to  the 
"  complete  command  of  colour,"  several  of  the  Artists  seem,  unques- 
tionably, to  have  had  an  unlimited  run  on  "  Reckitt's  Blue."  The 
"  Art-work  of  modern  times,"  however,  afforded  me  one  pleasing 
impression — I  noticed  that  there  was  not  much  of  it. 

But  as  everybody  ought  to  see  what  there  is,  here  are  a  few  rough 
"  impressions,"  illustrated  above  by  our  extremely  impressionable 
Artist,  and  jotted  down  "hot"— just  as  they  were  received— that 
will  help  out  a  reference  to  the  Catalogue : — 

No.  13.  " Femme  au  Piano."  RKNOIB.  "Cottage"  landscape. 
Distant  view  of  flats.  Woman  playing  a  Trip-to-the- Moonlight  Sonata. 

No.  14.  Another  "Femme,"  this  time  "  dansunjardin."  Might  be 
called  "  Folkestone  to  Boulogne."  Impression  produced.  She  has  got 


the  Artist  to  sketch  the  whole  of  her  in  three  colours,  because  she  has, 
very  unwisely,  eaten  all  the  rest  of  his  box— paints,  palette,  and  all, 
before  he  began. 

No.  45.  "  Le  Sac  dt  L'  Isle  de  La  Loge."  SISLEY.  First  impression 
produced.  "If  this  is  the  back,  perhaps  it's  a  trifle  better  in 
front."  Second  impression.  "Arrangement  for  drying  clothes. 
Artist  determined  to  be  hung  on  his  own  line  ?  "  Precisely. 

No.  46.  ".Thirteen  Bart'  Rest,"  or,  "  Victims  inside  a  Cage  at 
Feeding-time  f  "  or  what  ?  Can't  make  it  out.  Sole  impression  pro- 
duced (by  style  of  dress)— that  it  has  been  on  the  Artist's  hands  about 
three-and-twenty  years.  Yet  M.  MANET  only  asks  £400  for  it! 
Won't  go  off.  Manet.  Too  bad  of  it.  a  great  deal ! 

No.  56.  "  Chapeatix."  DEGAS.  No  mistake  here.  Impression, 
this  time,  clearly  on  the  Hats— that  have  been  sat  upon.  Poetry  of 
the  idea  evident.  Felt  as  soon  as  seen.  Might  have  had  a  quotation 
in  Degas  Metre  ? 

No.  58.  "  French  Polo."  M.  DEGAS.  (A  regular  illumination  of 
gas  on  this  wall)— calls  it  "  Le  Depart  Jockey's."  Why  ?  Because 
he  has  taken  more  than  half  a  horse  off  his  canvas  f  Why  didn't 
he  content  himself  with  cutting  it  off  at  the  Mane  ? 

No.  59.  ' '  Femmes  Appuyees  sur  une  Rampe."  Further  supply  of 
DEGAS  !  Better  though  if  this  DEGAS  had  been  turned  out.  More 
like  a  symphony  of  backs.  Or  are  they  moths  ?  Melancholy  colour- 
ing. Only  three  of  them. 

No.  61.  "Femme  dans  une  Loge."  Final  flare-up  of  DEGAS. 
But  not  much  light  here— should  be  called,  "  Before  Seven  ;  or,  an 
Order  for  One  to  the  Upper  Boxes." 

With  No.  65  the  Catalogue  ends,  but  if  the  "  Connoisseur "  is 
anxious  to  be  still  further  impressed,  and  also  a  little  puzzled,  he 
can  push  on  into  a  dark  room  at  the  back,  and  be  requested  to  put 
his  name  down  for  an  Artist's  proof  of  Mr.  J.  FOBBES  ROBERTSON'S 
Picture  of  the  Church  Scene  in  Much  Ado  About  Nothing,  "  painted," 
as  the  Catalogue  informs  him,  "  expressly  for  HENRY  IB.VIHG,  Esq." 
The  point  of  this  interesting  work  appears  to  be  the  subtle  and 
ingenious  art  with  which  the  identity  of  everybody  concerned  has 
been  carefully  concealed.  No  room  for  jealousy.  Even  the  legs  of 
all  the  Gentlemen  are  much  alike.  Why  not  call  it  either  "  Who '» 
"—or  "  A  Prize  Puzzle— Find  the  Manager  "  ? 


'AERY'S  LATEST  COHTTBDBTJM  .— Why  is  a  title-page  like  Charity  ? 
— Becos  it  always  begins  a  tome.     (Begins  at  'ome,  don'tcher  see !) 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

BXTRACTFI)  FROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

Jfouxf,  of  Commons,  Monday  Night,  April  23.— Affirmation  Bill 
on  to-night  for  Second  Heading.  Everything;  dreadfully  dull. 

"  Nothing  like  the  old  times,  Tour,"  Captain  GOSSET  said,  mourn- 
fully regarding  BRADLAUGH  as  he  sat  under  the  Gallery.  "  Once 
used  to  come  up  like  a  man,  and  have  it  out  on  the  floor  of  the 
House,  regardless  of  hia  stylographio  pen.  Now  sits  there  like  an 
ordinary  Member,  and  I  've  got  no  work  to  do.  Fancy  I  rather 
cowed  him  last  time.  Gave  nim  enough  for  the  duration  of  this 
Parliament.  If  I  'd  thought  of  it,  W9uld  have  dissembled  a  bit." 

ATTORNEY-GENERAL  made  nice  Nisi  Priui  speech.  Sir  R.  CROSS 
chirruped  round  the  question  more  than  ever  like  a  Magisterial 
sparrow.  But  couldn't  get  up  excitement.  Once,  indeed,  House 
burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter  when  Grand  CROSS  caught  another 
smile.  It  was  the  ATTORN  KY-GKNERAL  who  was  this  time  detected. 
G.  C.  was  reading  a  long  extract  from  piper.  Right  Hon.  Gentle- 
men on  the  Treasury  Bench  relapsed  from  the  condition  of  ostenta- 
tious good  behaviour  preserved  when  he  fixes  a  small  but  glittering 
•n  them.  But  old  schoolmaster  instincts  not  to  be  overcome. 
Lulled  them  into  security  for  a  few  moments  ;  then  suddenly  looked 
up,  and  caught  Sir  HENRY  JAMES  "  flagrante  de  smilo,  as  Mr. 
BARHAN,  who  knows  a  little  Latin,  says. 

"  The  ATTORNEY-GENERAL  smiles  !  "  Sir  R.  CROSS  cried  in  severe 
warning  tones  ;  whereupon  the  House  went  off  into  fit  of  laughter 
that  lasted  for  several  seconds,  Sir  RICHARD  angrily  regarding 
Members,  and  wondering  what  he  had  said  to  amuse  them. 

Business  done.— Second  Reading  Affirmation  Bill  moved. 

Tuesday  Night.— Mr.  WIGGIN  down  early  to-day,  moving  busily 
about  House  and  Lobby. 

"  Look  out  for  a  storm,  Tour,  my  boy,"  said  Mr.  PtrtEsroir. 
"  WIGGIN'S  Last  was  not  a  great  success.  But  he's  not  likely  to 
make  another  mistake." 

Storm  sure  enough.  Question  of  the  Blowholes  on,  and  the  House 
trembling  with  excitement.  Dramatic  meteorological  effect  arranged 
by  the  Wary  WIGGIN.  Wind  turned  on  at  the  East  blows  down 
Embankment  sending  fumes  into  Palace  Yard.  Smells  as  if  it  were 
washing  day  in  the  City.  Members  hastily  cross  yard  with  hand- 
kerchief to  nose,  determined  to  vote  early  and  vote  often  against 
Blowholes.  Funny  part  of  business  is,  that  the  Waggish  WIGOIN 
turns  out  to  have  been  engaged  on  other  side.  Speaks  in  favour  of 
decision  of  Committee. 

''What  is  the  meaning  of  this?"  Sir  EDWARD  WATKTN  says, 
coming  up  with  evident  intention  to  give  the  Member  for  Eait  Staf- 
ford a  Wiggin.  "  What  do  you  mean  by  turning  on  the  storm  so  as 
it  blows  the  smell  right  into  the  House.  You  'ye  spoiled  the  whole 
case — ruined  us." 

"  Very  sorry,"  says  .the  Worried  WIGOET.  "  Not  my  fault.  As 
the  Poet  says — 

I  did  think  at  least, 

With  the  wind  in  the  East, 

The  smell  would  not  travel  due  Weit. 

Nothing  can  be  clearer  than  that;  can  it,  Sir  EDWARD?  But 
there  "s  no  accounting  for  storms  and  winds,  and  I  mean  to  go  out  of 
the  business." 

ARTHUR  BALFOUR,  who  was  on  the  Committee  which  sanctioned 
the  Blowholes,  very  wrath  at  demonstration  against  them.  Speaks 
scornfully  of  taste  in  the  City,  and  heaps  words  of  contumely  on  the 
Metropolitan  Board  of  Works  as  represented  by  Sir  JAMBS  Hooo. 

Sir  GEORGE  ELLIOT,  caressing  his  waistcoat  with  open  palms  as  if 
he  were  cautiously  searching  for  a  pin,  takes  House  into  his  con- 
fidence. Sir  GKORGR  so  exceedingly  confidential  that  there  is  great 
difficulty  in  hearing  him  at  a  distance  of  ten  feet.  Members  near 
throng  round  to  catch  his  words.  Right  Honourable  Gentlemen  on 
the  Front  Opposition  Bench  crane  their  necks.  Excited  Members  out 
of  hearing  angrily  cry,  "Speak  up!"  But  Sir  GEORGE,  still  gently 
rubbing  his  waistcoat,  with  look  of  profound  wisdom  on  his  shining 
countenance,  goes  on  in  confidential  whisper.  Creep  close  up,  and  find 
Sir  GSORGE  relating  how  when  Blowholes  first  projected  he  "told  'em 
they  wouldn't  dp.  Should  put  up  "  a  tall  chimbley,"  somewhere, 
— "an  unobtrusive  chimbley,"  Sir  GEORGE  adds,  in  lower  whisper, 
and  with  a  confidential  nod  to  the  SPEAKER.  "  A  chimbley  as  tafl  as 
the  Shot-tower,that  would  have  made  a  draught  and  taken  all  the 
smell  away."  House  doesn't  seem  to  be  enchanted  with  the  chimbley 
idea.  It  is,  moreover,  plainly  too  late  to  build  it  this  afternoon,  so 
go  to  a  Division,  and  the  Blowholes  clean  blown  out  by  a  majority  of 
200  against  110. 

Wednesday.  —  Fresh  claimant  for  Leadership  of  Conservative 
Party  turned  up  from  an  unexpected  quarter.  HENRY  RICHARD 
brings  in  New  Burial  Bill.  Grand  CROSS,  having  considered  it 
and  heard  HABCOURT  on  behalf  of  Plaintiff,  gives  judgment  for 
Second  Reading.  Mr.  SALT  put  up  to  announce  this.  Faithful  Con- 


servatives accept  instruction.    Bill  about  to  pan  when  BIBKSFOBD 
HOPI  appears  on  scene,  and  moves  rejection  of  the  Bill. 

At  first  sign  of  revolt,  the  Party  leaves  Grand  CROW,  to  whom 
Parliamentary  life  is  growing  increasingly  puzzling.  Did  not  the 
Party,  only  the  other  day,  impatiently  howl  him  down  when  he  pro- 
posed to  make  a  prosy  patronising  speech  on  Explosives  Kill '-  '1  >m> 
was  when  all  his  thoughts  were  considered  wise,  and  all  his  words 
beautiful.  Getting  a  little  frightened  at  turn  events  are  taking. 
Wishes  he  hadn't  interfered.  Fortunately  did  not  make  a  speech. 
Only  put  up  SALT.  Rises  now  ;  says  Bill  might  pass  Second  Read- 
in?  only  for  the  7th  Clause.  But,  with  the  7th  Clause,  wild  horses 
shall  not  tear  from  him  consent. 

Implacable  and  inconvenient  Lord  RANDOLPH  wants  to  know 
whether  7th  Clause  has  been  added  within  last  twenty  minutes  ? 
Wasn't  it  in  the  Bill  when  SALT,  on  part  of  Front  Opposition  Bench- 
assented  to  Second  Reading  t 

Fine  opportunity  this  for  RANDOLPH,  and  he  make*  most  of  it, 
chaffing  two  Front  Benches,  making  Sir  RICHARD  very  Cross  indeed, 
and  quaintly  commenting  upon  various  absences.  Maddens  Grandiose 
Old  Man,  terrifies  OSBORNI  MORGAN,  amuses  the  House,  and  has  a 
high  old  time.  Having  pursued  the  joke  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
gave  time  to  GORST  to  see  it,  and  presently  "  Old  Six-and-Eight- 
penny,"  as  JOSEPH  G  ILLIS,  with  characteristic  levity,  calls  the  learned 
Member  for  Chatham,  rises  and  goes  through  it  all  over  again,  with 
a  "  Where 's  this  Member  ?  "  and  "  Where7*  that  Minister  ?  " 

"  Where  are  the  Law  Officers  of  the  Crown  ?  Can  yon  produce  a 
Law  Officer  of  the  Crown  F"  he  says  to  HABCOURT,  as  if  the  HOMK- 
SKCRETARY  were  in  the  habit  of  keeping  an  assortment  in  hi*  waist- 
coat-pocket. 

Basinets  done.— Cemetery  Bill  talked  out,  in  spite  of  rapport  of 
Front  Opposition  Bench.  RANDOLPH  showed  once  more  who  i*  the 
real  Conservative  Leader. 

Thursday  Night.— House  crowded  from  floor  to  (wiling.  GLAD- 
STORE  expected  to  speak  on  Affirmation  Bill.  General  impulse  when 
anyone  else  announced  to  speak  on  subject  to  get  away  as  quickly  as 
possible  and  remain  away  as  long  as  convenient.  Everyone  sick  to 
death  of  it.  Only  interesting  portion  of  Debate  at  any  time 
was  that  in  which  Sergeant-at-Arms  took  part.  Cut  out  of  the  play 
now,  and  leaves  it  wearisome  beyond  description.  Supposed  to  be 
Debate  on  question  of  Abolishing  Parliamentary  Oath.  Really, 
Debate  on  BHADLAUGH. 

"Like  the  Forest  of  Arden,  in  Orlando1 1  time,  had  'Rosalind* 
carved  on  every  tree,  so,"  says  ARTHUR  BAI.POPR,  "we've  'Brad- 
laugh  '  staring  us  in  the  face  at  every  turn  of  the  debate." 

Still  believed  Grand  Old  Man  equal  to  infusing  the  debate  with 
fresh  life  and  vigour.  So  he  does. 

"Magnificent!"  Mr.  GIBSON  says,  as  the  Old  Man  Eloquent  site 
down  after  a  spin  of  an  hour  and  a  half .  "Magnificent,  but  not 
votes.  Every  man  has  made  np  his  mind  how  he  'II  vote.  Might  as 
well  have  divided  on  Monday." 

"  Then  why  didn't  yon  ?  "  I  asked. 

"Ah!  go  away,  now,  TOBY,"  said  GIBSON,  in  his  mellifluous 
tones.  "You're  too  young  and  too  innocent  altogether  for  this 
place.  This  is  your  first  Parliament.  I  daresay  you  '11  improve,  if 
you  live  long  enough.  How  're  things  down  in  Berks  now  f  Got  a 
Caucus  your  way  ? 

When  the  Grand  Old  Man  sat  down  there  was  a  pause.  No  one 
seemed  quite  to  like  to  suggest  comparisons  by  immediately  follow- 
ing him.  Presently  pair  of  arms  seen  waving  from  below  the  Gang- 
way on  Conservative  side,  and  a  familiar  voice  heard. 

''It's  STANLEY  LMOHTON."  murmured  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTE, 
feeling  for  his  hat  behind  Lord  JOHN  MANNERS'  legs.  "Truly 
there  s  only  one  step  from  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous ;  "  and  Sir 
STAFFORD,  falling  in  with  the  stream  of  Members  pouring  out,  left 
"The  Man  from  Shropshire "  gesticulating  and  bawling  as  if  he'd 
discovered  some  fresh  evidence  about  his  property  in  Chancery,  and 
believed  the  time  had  come  when  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR  thnuld  hear 
him.  Business  done.— Customs  and  Inland  Revenue  Bill  read  a 
Second  Time. 

Friday.— Another  open  question  closed  to-night.  Local  Option 
Resolution  adopted  by  Government  and  carried  oy  large  majority. 
Grand  Old  Man  advanced  by  three  courses.  First  (three  years  ago), 
voted  against  Resolution ;  Secondly,  abstained  from  voting  ;  Lastly, 
voted  for  it.  Grand  CROSS  wild  and  a  little  incoherent.  Wants  to 
read  to  House  a  few  columns  of  PREMIER'S  speech  on  the  subject. 
House  politely  but  firmly  declines. 

"Everything  an  open  question  now,"  said  STAFFORD  NOBTHCOTK, 
with  unwonted  bitterness.  "  They  '11  leave  us  nothing  to  yield  upon 
when  we  come  in."  

"GREAT  fuss  being  made  about  this  Prince  CRACK.POTKIN,"  says 
Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM.  She  had  heard  one  of  her  Nephews  on  the  Stook 
Exchange  singing  "  The  Crackpot  in  the  City,  and  thought  that 
this  had  something  to  do  with  it. 
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HOW    FRIENDSHIPS    ARE    KEPT   WARM! 


Mrs.  Jones.   "On,  I  "vu   LEFT  OUT   THB    BROWNS!    MUST  WE 


INVITK  IHBM  ! 


Jones.  "HANO  IT  ALL,  IT'S  A  BEASTLY  Boss,  BUT  I  SUPPOSE 

WB  HUSTf" 


Mrs.  Brown.  "AN  ISVITATION  FROM  THE  JONESE?,  Lovs  !    MUST 
WE  ACCEPT  ? " 
Brown.  " CONFOUND  IT!     IT'S  A  GHASTLY  NUISANCE— BUT  I 

8DPPO8K  WE   MUST  I" 


"DOUBTFUL." 

Chief  of  Council  loquitur — 


HUMPH  I    Exactly !    Quite  so  I 

Splendid  composition ! 
Colour  good,  fine  light !    So ! 

But  our  Exhibition 
Is  so  crowded  really, 

That  so  large  a  picture, 
Treated  so  ideally— 

Not  that  that  means  stricture — 
Fogs  us  to  find  room  for  it ; 

Won't  reject  it  wholly, 
That  were  sorry  doom  for  it. 

Very  melancholy 
Is  our  present  duty ; 

We  its  strength  admiring, 
Conscious  of  its  beauty. 

Ah !  our  task  is  tiring. 
Space  so  straitly  bounded, 

Canvasses  so  many, 
Getting  quite  confounded ! 

Every  daubing  zany 
Anxious  for  a  place. 

WILFRID'S  water-colour — 
Harshness  plus  grimace — 

Fills  our  souls  with  dolour. 
STANSFELD  too.    Ah  me ! 

Not  the  great  Sea-scaper ! 
C.  D.  painter,  he, 

Praised  in  shrieking  paper. 


BIUBL grr  I    Avaunt ! 

His  coarse  brush — confound  it ! 
Hideously  doth  haunt 

All  our  councils  ;  round  it 
Earthquake  and  eclipse 

Ever  seem  to  hover. 
Duffers'  farthing  dips 

So  much  wall-space  cover 
Which  to  Light  and  Sweetness 

We  would  see  assigned, 
Vigour,  taste,  completeness 

Crowded  out  we  find. 
It  is  this  constricture — 

Trust  us  nothing  less  would — 
Makes  us  "  shelve  "  this  picture. 

'Tis  what  "  G.  A.  S."  would, 
In  his  lofty  diction, 

Call  "  most  magisterial," 
'Tis  no  fudge,  no  fiction. 

We  are  very  weary,  all. 
We  'd  not  write  "  Hicjacet " 

An  Art- work  so  fine  on. 
If  we  can  we  '11  place  it, 

Yes,  Sir,  and  the  Line  on ! 
'Twere  a  task  most  pleasant. 

But,  as  we  're  about  full, 
It  must,  for  the  present, 

Stand  aside  as  "  Doubtful." 


THE  Blue  Ribbon  Army  must,  of  course,  be  in  favour  of  the  Aboli- 
tion of  Capital  Punishment  (or  Encouragement  of  Crime)  Bill,  as 
they  probably  consider  that  an  Execution  is  a  drop  too  much. 


RATHER  IRREGULAR. 

WITHOUT  our  Morning  Postal  "Arrangements  for  To-day" 
regularly  every  morning,  we  should  be  nowhere — not  in  it — or,  to  put 
it  poetically,  we  should  be  all  abroad— "  anywhere,  anywhere  out  of 
the  world,"  and,  certainly,  not  at  home  all  day.  But,  apologising 
to  the  Editor  in  the  most  Lord-Chief-Justician  style,  we  would 
humbly  suggest,  that  for  the  sake  of  the  fashionable  but  unintelligent 
foreigner  who  is  not  au  courant  with  our  times  and  seasons,  the 
"arrangements"  might  be  set  in  chronological  order.  Thus,  why 
should  the  Catalogue  be  as  we  give  it  below,  observing  the  order,  but 
slightly  altering  the  names  :— 

ARRANGEMENTS  FOK  TO-DAY. 
Mrs.  Bunnion's  First  Dance. 
Races— Claremarket  Spring;  Currah. 
Chuckingham  Club— Collars  and  final  ties,  April  Foolscap  la«t  day. 
Scientific  Societies,  &c.— Royal  Constitution,  2  ;    Royal  Society,  Cafe  Royal, 

Regent  Street,  3 ;  Mashers'  Lecture,  6. 

May  Meetings  or  May  not— Buddhist  and  Bloomsbury  Missionary  Meeting. 
Companies'  Meetings,  Associations,  &c. — Jo-Millerites  Meeting  at  Asylum 

for  Idiots,  Earlswood,  for  discussing  "Shall  India  have  a  comic  song  ;  or, 

who 's  going  to  hinder  yer  ?  " 

The  details  are  unimportant.  But  why  commence  the  day  with  a 
dance  ?  Of  course,  to  a  great  many  Belgravians  the  first  thing  to  be 
thought  of  when  they  wake  in  the  morning  is,  where  are  we  going 
to-night  ?  But  the  Foreigner  above-mentioned  would  form,  from 
these  published  arrangements,  a  curious  idea  of  our  English  customs. 
He  would  write,  "They  begin  the  day  with  a  dance,  which,  being 
regularly  affiche  in  the  papers,  is,  of  course,  open  to  all  persons.  Sc 
far  more  truly  Republican  are  they  here,  under  a  Monarchy,  than 
we  in  Paris  under  a  Republic.  Then  after  the  dance  they  go  to 
Races.  Then  back  to  town  to  see  Athletic  Sports,  and  in  the  after- 
noon they  tranquillise  themselves  with  some  Science,  some  Churca 
meetings,  &c.,  &c.  Such  is  life  in  London,  -without  mentioning  the 
theatres  and  public-houses."  Mrs.  BUNNION— who  certainly  deserve: 
her  "  first  dance  " — poor  thing !— might  have  it  down  for  the  usua 
time  at  night  instead  of  making  it  the  commencement  of  the  Arrange- 
ments for  the  Day. 
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DOUBTFUL." 


PRESIDENT  OF  COCKCII.  "  '  MUNICIPALITY  REFORM.'     AH  !— GOOD  SUBJECT  !     YES-WE  'LL  PLACE  IT—  IF  WE 

CAX   FIND   ROOM  FOR   IT .'.'.'" 
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A  VERY  PRIVATE  VIEW  OF  THE  GROSVENOR. 

(By  Ollendorf  Junior.) 

HAVK  you  seen  the  Pictures  ?  I  have  not  seen  the  Pictures.  I 
have  not  seen  the  Pictures,  but  I  have  seen  the  People.  I  shall 
lunch.  Shall  you  lunch  ?  I  will  lunch  with  you  (at  your  expense). 
Thank  you  1  (merci .')  Has  the  J^thete  cut  his  hair  ?  The  Hair- 
dresser has  cut  the  ^Esthete's  hair  (»'.«.,  the  hair  of  the  ^Esthete). 
I  like  (j'aime)  the  Picture  by  (par)  KEELET  HALSWELLE,  but  I  will  not 
purchase  (achtter)  the  Nocturne  by  WHISTLES  (siffleur).  WHISTLER  be 
blowed !  (sifflc).  KEKLEV  HALSWELLK'S  Picture  is  called  (s'appelle) 
"  Royal  Windsor."  Is  it  true(e«<-ce  vraique)  the  Soap-man (I'homme 
aiis  savons),  PKARS.  has  purchased  "  Royal  Windsor  "  for  an  adver- 
tisement (affiche)  ?  VAL  PRINSBP  has  painted  something  like  an  Artist, 
but  (mats)  Mr.  HOLL  has  painted  somebody  who  is  something  like  an 
Artist.  What  is  his  name  ?  His  name  is  (»'/  s'appelle)  JOHN  TI:SN  i  KL. 
It  is  very  hot.  It  is  crowded.  When  it  is  crowded  it  is  hot.  How  many 
people  are  there  here  ?  I  do  not  know :  I  will  count  them.  I  should 
like  some  lunch.  You  can  lunch  at  the  Restaurant  below.  Will 
you  lunch  there  also  (auisi)  ?  With  pleasure,  if  you  will  pay  for 
both  of  us  (tout  lei  deux).  I  have  a  hat,  a  stick,  an  umbrella,  a 
catalogue,  a  ticket  of  admission,  and  an  appetite,  but  I  have  no 
money.  I  am  afraid  (j»  crains)  that  no  one  will  give  me  luncheon. 
I  will  (je  rats)  go  down  (deicendre)  into  the  Restaurant. 

Waiter !  (gar^on)  have  you  some  bread,  some  cutlets,  some  beef, 
gome  preserved  strawberry  jam-tart  (confiture  auxfraises),  and  some 
good  wine  (dtt  bon  cm)  ?  Yes,  Sir  ;  here  they  are  (toild).  Ah!  my 
dear  friend  (man  cher  ami),  sit  opposite  (vi»-d-vi»)  me.  Call  the 
Waiter,  and  tell  him  we  lunch  together  (ensemble). 

The  wine  is  good,  the  bread  is  excellent,  the  beef  is  appetising. 

Excuse  me  one  moment  (un  moment)  I  see  Madame  X going  up 

(munfrr)  to  the  Gallery.  I  must  (il  faut)  speak  to  her.  She  has 
asked  me  to  show  (indiguer)  her  Mrs.'JoPLlno's  pictures  and  Mies 
MONTALBA'S  (ceux  de  Mile.  MONTALBA).  You  are  coming  back  (de 
retour),  are  yon  not  (n'est-ce  pas)  ?  Yes ;  I  shall  come  back. 

Waiter  !  the  Gentleman  who  was  with  me  will  come  back  and  pay 
for  his  own  share.  No,  Sir  (Non,  Monsieur),  you  must  pay  for 
the  two.  It  is  too  bad ;  I  will  speak  to  (m' addresser)  Mr.  COMTNS 
CAHII,  or  to  Sir  COUTTS.  All  that  is  nothing  to  me  (tout  ya  ne  me 
regards  pas) ;  you  hswe(ilfaut  absolument)  to  pay  for  two  soups,  two 
fish,  two  beefs,  two  vegetables  (legumes),  one  bottle  of  the  best  (le 
meilleur)  wine,  two  breads,  two  butters. 

There  is  the  money.  I  am  angry.  I  will  not  give  anything  (ne-rten) 
to  the  waiter.  The  pictures  are  in  the  Gallery  above,  but  his  friend 
is  no  longer  to  be  seen  (viribk).  Where  is  that  gentleman  (ce  mon- 
sieur) ?  He  is  gone  (il  est  parti).  Did  he  say  when  he  would  return  ? 
No  ;  he  did  not  say  when  he  would  return.  He  has  taken  my  over- 
coat (par-desstis),  my  catalogue,  and  my  new  umbrella  (parapluif). 
I  will  hasten  (me  presser)  to  seek  (chercher)  him.  Another  day  I  will 
look  at  the  pictures. 

LAW  VERSUS  HONEY. 

Sow  to  make  Things  pleasant  to  the  Defendant. 
PLACE—  The  High  Court  of  Justice.       TIME—  The  Pretent  Day. 

THE  LOED  CHIEF  JUSTICE,  after  an  exhaustive  history  of  carica- 
ture in  all  its  branches,  from  the  time  of  the  Flood  up  to  the  Nine- 
teenth Century,  then  addressed  himself  to  the  subject-matter  of  the 
case.  He  said — Mr.  LEGO  I  am  sure  will  forgive  me  if  I  misrepre- 
sent him,  but  I  certainly  understood  him  to  observe,  "  Some  of  my 
work  is  admirably  artistic,  but  the  remainder  is  certainly  crude,  not 
to  say  coarse."  This  he  has  put  forth  in  an  extremely  able  manner, 
and  what  he  says  is  well  worthy  of  your  attention.  He  adds,  with 
much  cleverness,  that  some  of  the  caricaturists  of  the  past  century 
were  equally  severe  and  coarse.  Now,  I  am  sure  he  will  forgive  me 
if  I  say  that  I  should  not  have  made  any  difference  between  these 
caricaturists  of  the  past  century  and  himself.  Had  those  carica- 
turists been  brought  before  me  (as  I  am  heartily  glad  they  were  not) 
I  should  have  sentenced  them  (I  ask  Mr.  LEGO'S  pardonj'as  I  may 
have  to  sentence  him.  Mr.  LKQG  says  that  many  people  pay  a  very 
large  price  for  caricatures.  I  do  not  doubt  it,  and  I  cannot  suffi- 
ciently compliment  Mr.  LEGO  upon  the  great  research  he  has  shown 
in  collecting  the  facts  he  has  so  exhaustively  and  clearly  set  before 
you.  But  I  caa  only  say  that  the  Artists  of  these  works  will  find 
that  I  will  punish  them,  although  the  first  to  admit  their  talent  and 
wit.  Mr.  LEGG  must  forgive  me  if  I  say  that  in  the  event  of  a 
verdict  being  found  against  him,  he  will  find  me  the  reverse  of 
lenient.  It  will  pain  me  excessively  to  have  to  cause  inconvenience 
to  Mr.  LEGG,  who  is  an  admirable  scholar  and  a  most  accomplished 
linguist,  but  business  is  business,  and  a  misdemeanor  (Mr.  LEGG 
will  pardon  me)  can  only  be  atoned  for  by  fine  and  imprisonment. 
Still,  Mr.  LEGO'S  arguments  are  deserving  of  every  consideration, 


and  I  assure  him  that  should  he,  unfortunately,  be  compelled  to 
retire  for  awhile  into  seclusion ,  that  he  should  be  able  to  add  to  their 
force  by  mature  and  astute  and  uninterrupted  reconsideration.  But 
Mr.  LEGO  must  forgive  me  for  saying  that  it  ii  not  an  argument  in 
his  favour  to  urge  that  other  caricaturists  have  escaped  punishment. 
Supposing  that  a  Duke  were  to  steal  a  mantelpiece  (Mr.  LBGO  will 
excuse  the  analogy),  it  will  be  no  argument  in  the  burglarious  Pake's 
favour  to  declare  that  other  Peers  of  equal  rank  have  escaped  dis- 
covery, and  consequent  punishment.  In  conclusion,  the  matter  must 
be  left  to  the  Jury.  They  would  decide  wisely.  The  issue  was  a 
simple  one.  Mr.  LEGO  would  either  be  permitted  to  continue  hi« 
truly  admirable  work  in  peace  and  comfort,  or  he  would  be  forced 
(Mr.  LEGO  would  forgive  him  the  suggestion)  to  ipend  all  nil  leisure 
for  many  weeks  in  the  cell  of  a  prison. 

The  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE,  after  bowing  for  several  minutes  to  the 
Prisoner  in  the  most  courteous  and  respectful  manner,  then  dis- 
missed the  Jury  to  consider  their  verdict. 


THE  ROYAL  SOCIETY  OF  PAINTERS  IN  WATER- 
COLOURS. 

THE  Water-cure  in  Pall-Mall  teems  to  be  as  popular  and  successful 
as  heretofore.  The  bright,  vigorous,  healthy  character  of  the  pro- 
ductions of  the  inmates  of  this  establishment  is  steadfastly  main- 
tained. Sir  WILFRID  LAWSON  should  certainly  be  elected  an  honorary 
Member,  seeing  the  brilliant  and  extraordinary  effects  that  water 
seems  to  be  capable  of  producing.  Sir  Jomr  GILBERT  is  as  versatile 
and  Rubenesque  as  ever,  Mr.  T.  J.  WATSON  has  some  truthful 
landscapes,  Mr.  H.  M.  MARSHALL  some  wonderful  transcripts  of  life 
in  our  London  streets.  "  Our  "  Mr.  Du  MAURIIR  a  piquante  picture 
of  Society,  and  Mr.  BIBKKTT  FOSTER  some  pleasant  country  scenes. 
There  is  a  charming  drawing  by  Mr.  JOHN  RusKlir,  truthful  studies 
by  Mr.  G.  P.  Boyce,  and  delicately  rendered  figure-subjects  by  Mr. 
E.  K.  JOHNSON.  There  are  also  contributions  by  Mrs.  ALLINGHAX 
and  Mr.  HOLMAN  HUNT,  with  drawings  by  Messrs.  8.  P.  JACKSON, 
K.  BUCHANAN.  A.  P.  NKWTON,  H.  8.  MARKS,  E.  J.  POTNTIK,  A.  W. 
HUNT,  CABL  HAAO,  A.  D.  FRIPP,  and  others  which  call  for  especial 
attention.  A  capital  collection  in  all  of  over  three  hundred  pictures. 
So  successful  is  this  hydropathic  establishment,  that  its  Members 
might  well  sing  an  adaptation  of  an  old  Temperance  Song,  "  0,  water 
for  me !  Bright  water  for  me  1  Give  oil  to  the  tremulous  debauchee  I 


On  a  Certain  Debate. 

TORNADOES  of  rancorous  nothingness  showered, 
'Midst  which  a  great  name— ah !  irreverence— tosses  I 

Debate  at  St.  Stephen's  seems  hopelessly  lowered 
To  a  game  of  "  Noughts"  and  (Sir  RICHARD)  CROWES I 


SIR  JOHN  BENNETT  lost  his  watch  last  week.  He  says  that  in 
future,  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  would  "  take  away  the  means  by 
which  he  lives,"  he  will  keep  a  better  watch  over  his  pocket,  and  a 
worse  one  inside  it."  "  J.  B.  is  sly,  Sir,  devilish  sly  "—but  the  prigs 
got  the  better  of  him.  Why,  they  '11  be  taking  the  Clockmaker't 
Hat  next ! 

"CONVERSION  OF  Rtims."—  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM  has  seen  this 
heading  every  day  for  a  fortnight  past  in  all  the  papers.  She  wants 
to  know  who  "  Rentes"  is,  and  to  what,  and  from  what,  he  is  con- 
verted? Was  the  conversion  effected  by  a  Church  Missionary 
Society,  or  is  it  a  Salvation  Army  affair  ? 


T'OIHEE  AND  WBICH. 


DID  "  Local  Option  "  find  unfeigned  voice, 

'Iwould  prove  another  name  for  "  Hobson's  Choice." 


THK  AFFIRMATION  PRINCIPLES.— A  Constable,  ordered  to  search 
the  cellars  of  the  Houses  of  Parliament  for  explosive  material,  on 
being  presented  with  a  safety-lamp,  refused  to  carry  it,  saying  that 
he  had  a  conscientious  objection  to  taking  his  Davy— or  anybody 
else's. 

MRS.  RAMSBOTHAX'S  New  Cookery  Book  is  progressing.  She  says 
the  best  French  soup  in  ordinary  use  is  "  a  good  brouillon." 


"  ROUGH  "  PLACES.— Our  Parks  and  pleasure-grounds— as  at  pre- 
sent managed. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[MAY  5    1883. 


FLORA'S  PROTEST. 

0  DATS  of  party-heat,  Art- 
fads,  gush,  triolets, 
All  hollow  artifice  in  heart 

and  Art, 
Pray  leave  my  primroses,  may- 

buds,  and  violets 
To   play   their  unsophisti- 
cated part. 

As  Nature's  commoners,  catho- 
lic of  blessing, 
Not  badges  of  mere  party, 

clique,  or  cult. 

To  pose  my  flowers  as  parti- 
sans, professing 
Allegiance,  save  to  me,  is  to 

insult 
Impartial   Beauty,  freest   of 

all  dowers. 
^Esthetic    Noodledom    has 

played  its  tricks 
With  lilies  and  the  golden- 
rayed  sunflowers, 
Now    Noodledom    political 

would  fix 
Upon   my  blossom-world  its 

foolish  fingers, 
Make  Perdita't  catalogue  a 

party-list. 
But  whilst  some  love  of  Flora 

with  you  lingers, 
Let  gentle  heart  and  fancy 

warm  resist 

The  cold  intrusion.     Word- 
world  is  your  own, 
For  badge  and  battle ;  leave 
my  flowers  alone  I 


"THE  Origin  of  Figures" 
has  hitherto  been  hidden  in 
impenetrable  obscurity, 
though  the  secret  is  known 
in  many  cases  to  Ladies' - 
maids  and  Corset-makers. 
The  other  day,  however,  it  was 
stated  that  "The  Mother  of 
Number  One  "  had  been  found 
and  interviewed.  Here  is 
evidently  the  long  -  sought 
elucidation.  The  Lady  in 
question  must  be  of  a  very 
advanced  age. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    134. 


SIR  GEORGE  B.  AIRY,  K.C.B.,  F.R.8., 

THB  ASTRONOMER-ROYAL  WHO  DESERVED  THE  GRATITUDK  OF    HIS   COUNTRY 
FOR  HAVING    "  CORRECTED  THE  ATMOSPHERIC   CHROMATIC   DISPERSION." 


"TWO  TO  ONE   ON   THE 
FIELD!" 

WE  wish  more  cases  were 
ended  as  Mr.  Justice  FIELD 
polished  off  one  Mr.  HIND,  in 
an  appeal  case,  Hind  v. 
Brand,  a  trouble  of  some  ten 
years'  standing-.  Mr.  HIND 
commenced  with  an  unfor- 
tunate remark,  for  which  he 
was  justly  rebuked  by  the 
Judge,  and  then  the  case  went 
along  rapidly  until — 

"  Mr.  Justice  FIELD  said  no 
cause  for  action  was  shown,  and 
if,  notwithstanding  that  statement, 
the  plaintiff  continued  to  waste 
the  public  time,  he  should  exer- 
cise the  power  Tested  in  him, 
and  cause  his  removal  from  the 
court. 

"  Air.  HIND  said  he  had  not 
been  heard,  but  he  would  submit 
to  the  application  being  dismissed 
without  costs,  and  he  could  go  to 
the  Court  of  Appeal. 

"  Mr.  Justice  FIELD— We  stall 
dismiss  it  with  costs,  and  you  can 
go  where  you  like. 

"Appeal  dismissed,  with  costs." 

Isn't  that  magnificent  ?  "I 
shall  go  to  the  Court  of  Ap- 
peal," cries  Mr.  HIND.  "  You 

o.an  go "  replies  Mr.  Justice 

FIELD,  "where  you  like." 
Which  suggests  rather  a  court 
below  than  one  of  the  courts 
above.  But,  anyhow,  exit  Mr. 
HIND,  and  a  saving  of  public 
time  is  eifected. 


Song  of  the  Youthful 

Kideist. 

TIT  tat  toe, 

My  first  go 
With  the  Equestrians 

All  in  "  the  Row." 

Canter  up, 

Canter  down, 

That's  the  way  we  ride   in 
town. 


HALF-SEAS  UNDER. 

(Impression  created  by  reading  (he  Evidence  given  before  the  Channel 
Tunnel  Committee.) 

THAT  the  project  is  the  one  thing  that  can"  save  England  from 
invasion,  starvation,  and  ruin. 

That  it  is  an  idea  that  will,  if  carried  out,  destroy  the  British 
Empire. 

That  it  will  be  a  great  financial  success,  having  about  eight  hun- 
dred trains  a  day,  with  some  couple  of  dozen  million  passengers. 

That  it  will  entail  bankruptcy  upon  all  who  touch  it,  and  will  have 
not  more  than  two  trains  per  diem,  with  about  twenty  passengers. 

That  it  will  cost  three  millions.  That  it  will  also  cost  twenty- 
eight  millions.  That  it  will  also  cost  nothing. 

That  it  can  be  constructed  in  two  months.  That  it  will  take 
twenty  years  in  excavation.  That  with  vigour  it  ought  to  be 
nnished  in  a  fortnight. 

That  it  should  belong  to  Sir  E.  WATKIN.  That  it  should  he  bought 
by  the  Government.  That  it  should  be  open  to  everybody.  That 
nobody  should  use  it. 

That  it  could  be  easily  defended  by  a  fort  built  by  Sir  E.  WATKIW, 
whose  knowledge  of  Military  Engineering  would  thus  be  put  to  the 
test  tor  the  lirst  time.  A  Sergeant's  guard  would  be  an  ample 
garrison  for  this  earthwork. 

That  it  would  take  the  whole  of  the  Fleet  and  the  entire  Army, 
™H1.tia\?nd  Volunteers  to  man  a  series  of  absolutely  necessary 
tortifacations  for  its  defence,  which  would  extend  from  Folkestone  to 
Windsor. 


That  commerce  would  increase  a  hundredfold,  as  goods  from  the 
Continent  would  be  brought  at  a  third  of  the  price  to  England  from 
abroad. 

That  no  goods  could  be  sent  by  the  submarine  route,  as  the  expense 
would  be  too  great  for  such  a  means  of  transport.  In  fact,  it  would 
be  cheaper  to  send  a  package  two  thousand  miles  by  sea  than  one 
hundred  yards  by  rail. 

That  all  the  world  would  go  by  it  to  escape  the  tea-passage. 

That  nobody  would  give  up  the  steamers,  preferring  them  to  the 
dangers  of  a  tunnel. 

That  the  scheme  is  a  triumph  of  civilisation,  and  should  be  carried 
out  immediately. 

That  the  plan  is  as  pernicious  as  it  is  idiotic,  and  should  be  knocked 
on  the  head  once  and  for  ever. 


j.  s.  FOBBES  TO  HIS  "  -SsraEiicf  BLOWHOLES." 

"  BLOW,  blow,  thou  sulphuretted  wind  I 
Thou  art  not  more  pestiferous 
Than  Parliamentary  ingratitude." 


PCLMONABY  OBSTECCTloif.  —  Result  of  excessive  Railway  Exten- 
sion and  consequent  inroad  of  Speculative  Builder  on  Suburban  Open 
Spaces,  producing  deposit  of  bricks-and-mortar,  and  congestion  of 
the  Lungs  of  London.  _ 


CAP  OF  MAINTENANCE."  —  Awarded  by  the  LOED  CHIEF 
JUSTICE  (as  a  N-wd-g-te  Prize)  :—  A  Fool's  Cap. 
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A    BAD    FIVE    MINUTES. 

AWKWARD  POSITION  OF  AN  EQUESTRIAN  AT  MID-DAT  MAKING  FOR  TH*  MARBLE  ARCH,  WHIN  THI  POLIOK  HAVE  TBKFOBAKILY 
•DI8APPKARID,  THB  WOOD  PAVKMENT  BUN  BSOIKTLY  WATBBBD,  AND  EVERYBODY  !•  IN  A  HUKBY  OINXRALLT. 


A  NEW  THEATRICAL  REGULATION  BILL. 

IF  the  Earl  of  OSSLOW  wants  to  bring  in  a  really  useful  Bill  for 
regulating  Theatrical  matters,  we  beg  to  present  him  with  a  few 
suggestions : — 

That  it  shall  be  made  an  offence  at  Common  Law,  or  indictable  for 
any  person  to  continue  practice  as  a  Theatrical  Amateur  in  any  line 
after  he  or  she  thall  have  pasted  the  age  of  twenty-five,  without  a 
special  licence  having  been  previously  obtained  from  a  Committee 
constituted,  according  to  the  terms  of  the  present  Act,  of  Dramatic 
Authors.  Professional  Actors,  and  one  Common-Law  Judge. 

That  the  cost  of  obtaining  such  an  aforesaid  special  licence  shall 
be  not  less  than  £50  and  not  more  than  £300,  according  to  the  con- 
dition of  the  applicant,  which  sums  shall  go  to  such  charitable  pur- 
poses as  the  Committee  may  appoint. 

That  all  Amateurs  professing  to  play  for  any  Charity  shall  only  be 
permitted  to  do  so  on  payment  of  ten  guineas  to  the  Treasurer  of 
such  Charity. 

That  the  Dramatic  Authors,  or  Authors  and  Composers  whose 
pieces  are  represented  by.Amateurs  shall  be  compelled  by  Law  to 
demand  exactly  three  times  the  amount  of  their  ordinary  fees  for 
each  representation,  whether  such  representation  be  for  charity  or 
for  no  specified  object. 

That  no  licence  be  granted  to  any  Lady  Amateur  over  forty,  nor 
to  any  Gentleman  Amateur  over  forty-live. 

That  no  licence  be  granted  for  more  than  a  year. 

That  all  such  licences  expire  finally,  for  Ladies,  at  the  age  of  forty, 
and  for  Gentlemen  at  forty-five. 

And  any  Lady  or  Gentleman,  over  the  above-mentioned  ages, 
playing  in  any  performance  whatever,  except  as  a  properly  engaged 
and  salaried  member  of  a  regular  Professional  Company,  shall  be 
fined  for  the  first  offence  £50,  for  the  second  £100,  and  for  the  third 
imprisonment  for  not  more  than  two  years. 

That  any  Professional  Actor  bringing  out  a  novice  to  play  Juliet, 
or  any  leading  part  in  any  piece  whatever,  shall  be  fined  £100  for  the 
first  offence,  shall  be  imprisoned  for  the  second,  and  banished  the 
country  for  the  third. 


That  any  Amateur,  Lady  or  Gentleman,  whether  acting  under 
advice,  as  a  pupil,  or  otherwise  playing  any  leading  part  in  any  piece 
whatever  at  an  evening  performance,  or  at  a  Mahnte,  shall  be  in- 
dicted by  the  Director  of  Public  Prosecutions  for  the  murder  of  such 
Stage-character,  and  thall  be  proceeded  against  as  the  Act  direct*. 

That  designs  for  new  Theatres  be  forthwith  laid  before  a  Council 
of  Professional  men,  including  the  principal  Metropolitan  and  Pro- 
vincial Manage™  (but  no  architects  or  builders)  under  the  presidency 
of  Captain  SHAW. 

That  all  existing  Theatre*  be  gradually  pulled  down  and  rebuilt 
on  the  places  agreed  to  by  the  Council  above-named. 

That  every  Theatre  having  existed  under  one  and  the  same 
Management  for  over  three  years  shall  be  taken  to  possess  a  reptr- 
toirg  of  its  own,  from  which  it  shall  select  two  pieces  to  alternate 
with  the  nights  of  any  new  production,  so  that  there  shall  be  a 
variety  of  performances  every  week,  the  new  piece  being  played  for 
four  nights  and  one  Matinfe,  and  the  old  pieces  for  two  nights.  This 
will  keep  the  Actors  in  good  working  order,  will  induce  a  number  of 
people  to  revisit  the  Theatre,  and  generally  advance  the  interests  of 
Dramatic  Art. 

Dramatic  Authors'  fees  shall  be  fixed  at  a  certain  scale  of  per- 
centage for  all  pieces  whether  new  or  old,  and  four  tickets  for  the 
stalls,  .and  two  dress-circle  tickets  or  one  box  shall  be  at  their 
disposal  on  the  nights  when  these  pieces  are  played. 

That  no  Actor  or  Actress]  in  receipt  .of  a  salary  at  the  rate  of 
£1000  per  annum  shall  take  a  benefit. 

That  any  Actor  or  Actress  introducing  any  words,  phrases, 
speeches,  commonly  called  "  gags,"  of  their  own  into  any  piece  what- 
soever shall,  on  the  case  being  clearly  proved  against  them  before  the 
nearest  sitting  Magistrate,  be  fined  two  weeks'  salary  for  the  first 
offence,  four  for  the  second,  and  so  on. 

Should  the  Actor  plead  that  he  or  she  has  the  Author's  permission 
for  such  "gag,"  the  permission  in  question  must  be  in  writing, 
duly  witnessed,  stamped,  and  produced  in  Court. 

That  anybody  proved  to  be  a  member  of  any  Church-and-Stage 
Guild  shall  be  detained  during  Her  Majesty's  pleasure  in  Hanwell, 
St.  Luke's,  or  Colney  Hatch. 
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"THE  SILVER  STREAK." 

"  It  seemed  to  him  that  if  we  had  no  way  into  or  out  of  the  country  except 
by  sea,  our  position  was  a  most  dangerous  one.  We  ought  not  to  be  content 
to  go  on  living  in  this  fools'  paradise,  dependent  for  everything  on  the  sea." 

Sir  EDWARD  WATKIN'S  Evidence  on  the  Channel  Tunnel. 
WE  hare  sung  very  oft  Britons  ne'er  shall  be  slaves, 
And  boasted  BRITANNIA  rules  o'er  the  waves, 
But  now,  if  we  trust  EDWARD  WAI-KIN,  it  seems 
We  've  all  been  indulging  in  dangerous  dreams : 
That  Railway  Colossus  declares  it  to  be 
Quite  shocking  that  England's  surrounded  by  sea. 
We  had  thought  we  were  strong,  but  he  swears  we  are  weak, 
And  it 's  all  on  account  of  the  Sea's  Silver  Streak. 
We  had  fancied  this  tight  little  island  of  ours 
Was  better  untouched  by  all  neighbouring  Powers, 
That,  as  an  observer  could  note  at  a  glance. 
The  sea  made  us  safer  than  Spain  or  than  France  ; 
That  while  on  the  Continent  all  flew  to  arms, 
The  Ocean  preserved  us  from  foreign  alarms  ; 
But  it 's  quite  a  mistake,  we  are  shockingly  weak, 
And  it 's  all  on  account  of  that  Sad  Silver  Streak. 

'Tis  of  course  just  your  game,  good  Sir  EDWARD,  we  know, 

To  back  up  the  Tunnel  and  fight  for  your  Co. ; 

To  vow  that  we  shall  be  more  prosperous  far, 

When  close-linked  to  France,  than  as  just  as  we  are. 

The  Sea 's  not  a  danger,  Sir  EDWARD,  that 's  flat, 

And  England  can't  swallow  such  twaddle  as  that ; 

'Tis  the  Tunnel  will  make  us  most  probably  weak, 

And  there 's  safety  we  '11  swear  in  the  Sea's  Silver  Streak ! 

GRAND    OPENING     OF    THE    NEW    PICCADILLY 
WATERWORKS. 

(Two  Pint  Visits,  Thursday  and  Friday,  April  26  and  27.) 

OH,  didn't  I  hear  of  these  jolly  Young  Watermen!  and  didn't  I 
determine  to  be  in  my  place  and  at  theirs  for  the  opening  ceremony ! 
Rather  I  The  idea  haunted  me.  I  had  restless  nights,  and  thought 
at  last  that  I  should  be  prostrated  with  Water-colour  on  the  brain. 

But  Thursday  morning  came  at  last.  An  uncertain  day— a  water- 
coloury  sort  of  day,  which— may  the  omen  be  propitious ! — turned 
out  remarkably  fine.  I  was  determined  to  be  the  first  on  the  scene. 
My  cabman,  with  a  watery-coloury  eye,  but  gin-and- watery  voice, 
took  advantage  of  my  being  deeply  immersed  in  an  article  on.  the 
Impressionists  by  one  of  the  Morning  Postmen  to  drive  me  to 
Holborn,  because  he  said  he  had  understood  me  to  say  the  "  New 
Buildings,"  which  he  took  to  mean  the  First  Avenue  Hotel  with  the 
scaffolding  up,  and,  on  my  explaining  to  him  his  mistake,  he  was 
for  driving  me  to  the  Aquarium  (a  nearer  'approach  to  the  Water- 
Colours),  had  I  not  risked  my  neck  by  putting  my  head  out  of  the 
window — it  was  a  fourwheeler — and  shouting  at  him  the  exact 
direction,  which  at  length  brought  him  up  at  the  entrance  to  the 
New  Galleries  of  the  Institute  in  Piccadilly. 

Here  everything  showed  me  I  was  among  the  Painters.  They 
were  hard  at  work,  brushes  in  their  hands,  and  paint-pots  by  their 
side,  at  the  doors.  A  warning  with  regard  to  ' '  Wet  Paint "  was  the 
first  thing  that  caught  my  eye  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase,  and  made 
me  at  once  distrustful  and  uncomfortable.  Whatever  it  might  be  up 
above  in  the  Galleries,  below  it  was  "  Varnishing  Day,"  and  the 
Painters  at  work  were  all  "  Artists  in  oil," — very  much  in  oil.  This 
was  an  odd  beginning, — English  work,  and  Italian  oil. 

The  Galleries  had  a  bright,  fresh,  and  wholesome  look,  and  were 
well  open  to  the  daylight.  Pictures  with  loftiest  aims  did  not  appear 
to  me  to  be  "  skied,  but  were  all  well  placed,  and  the  general 
appearance  decidedly  attractive.  "The  Press,"  at  that  early  hour, 
was  represented  by  two  Gentlemen  who  were  doubtful  as  to  where  to 
place  their  great- coats  and  umbrellas,  and  who  apparently  experi- 
enced some  difficulty  in  keeping  clear  of  the  upholstering  men 
engaged  in  laying  down  new  carpets  by  the  aid  of  a  sort  of  miniature 
pitchiork,  and  a  small  edition  of  a  Nasmyth  hammer,  and  over  whom 
the  Critics,  shading  their  eyes  and  making  lorgnettes  with  their 
hands,  as  they  backed  to  focus  their  "private  views,"  were  perpetu- 
ally .stumbling,  and  not  distinctly  apologising.  It  didn't  take  long, 
however,  for  the  Busy  Bees  to  select  the  flowers  where  the  best 
honey  was  to  be  found,  and  which  would  prove  most  attractive  to 
the  general  Public,  with  whom,  during  the  Season,  these  saloons 
will  be  a  favourite  resort. 

^Estheticism  is  but  scantily  represented.  Here  and  there  some 
unhealthy  group  of  stiffly-outlined  figures  may,  like  JOHN  LEECH'S 
"Gent  a-blowin'  of  his  baccy"  on  the  drag,  "spile  the  lot."  But 
this  is  quite  exceptional.  Life  and  health  are  fully  represented ;  and 
the  visitor  is  not  depressed  by  sickly  tints  and  unwholesome  effeminate 
beings,  first  cousins  of  ghouls,  and  closely  connected  with  vampires 
and  churchyards,  nor  by  the  effeminate  creations  of  a  spasmodic, 


Colney-Hitehney  sentimentality,  where  all  is  Mystery,  Melancholy, 
and  hopeless  Muddle.  Brightness,  lightness,  a  pervading  healthy 
tone  and  truth  to  Nature,  and  somehow  a  feeling  ot  English  Home- 
steadiness,  seem  to  pervade  the  atmosphere  of  the  New  Galleries  of 
the  Institute  of  Waterworks  in  Piccadilly. 

Then  came  the  opening  ceremony  on  Friday  night.  We  were  all 
in  the  Prince's  Hall  or  Concert  Room — a  good  place  for  sound,  and 
fitted  up  with  the  most  perfect  taste,  except  the  balcony  at  the  back, 
which  cm  only  be  admired  by  those  with  whom  open  jam-tart  is  a 
passion, — at  the  appointed  time,  and  then  punctually  arrived  Their 
Royal  Highnesses  The  Prince  and  Princess  of  WALES,  delighted  to 
take  part  in  anything  tending  to  promote  the  cause  of  Art,  with 
their  distinguished  party,  whom  all  rose  to  receive  as  Mr.  ARTUUK 
CHAPPELL  ushered  them  to  their  seats,  with  musical  honours  (he 
hummed  the  accompaniment  to  the  National  Anthem  in  an  under- 
tone), performed  by  some  respectable  full-grown  cherubs,  of  a  serious 
turn,  packed  up  aloft, — they  were  members  of  the  London  Vocal 
Union,  and,  this  ceremony  being  over,  the  Harmonists  in  black  and 
white  commenced  a  melodious  invitation  to  somebody  to  "  Strike  the 
Lyre,"  which  challenge  not  being  accepted  by  anybody  in  particular, 
the  Respectable  Warblers  retired  in  excellent  order,  there  being 
clearly  no  Lyre  present  to  be  struck. 

Then  Mr.  FRED  COWEN  played  an  accompaniment  for  Miss 
SANTLEY,  who  sang  a  couple  of  songs  charmingly  and  unaffectedly. 
Then  Signer  PIATTI  played  on  his  violoncello  a  Fantasia  on  airs  from 
Sonnambula,  with  Mr.  COWEN  still  at  the  piano,  who,  however,  had 
quite  a  little  holiday  of  it  when  the  Signer  came  to  the  inevitable 
variations.  A  simple  tune  has  no  chance  with  Signer  PIATTI  ;  he 
won't  let  it  alone.  He  hunts  it  into  corners :  he  moves  up  and  down 
stairs  over  it,  dances  on  it,  but  up  it  comes  again  fresh  as  ever,  in 
spite  of  his  attempts  to  crush  it.  Then  he  has  a  game  of  pursuing 
his  bow  with  his  left  hand  up  and  down  the  instrument!  the  bow 
only  narrowly  escaping  being  caught  each  time  and  getting  off  with 
a  frightened  squeak  (like  a  mouse),  when  the  left  hand,  evidently 
very  nervous,  rushes  up  to  the  top  of  the  instrument,  scuttling  away 
like  a  spider  from  a  stinging  fly,  and  doesn't  venture  down  again  for 
at  least  another  twenty  seconds  or  so.  Finally  the  Signer  is  led  off 
exhausted  by  Mr.  COWJSN. 

The  absence  of  all  water-colour  from  the  programme  was  remark- 
able, considering  the  occasion.  We  ought  to  have  had  "  The  Jolly 
Young  Waterman"  in  praise  of  the  New  Departure,  "  The  Battle 
of  Trafalgar,"  "Hearts  of  Oak  "  by  Mr.  SANTLET,  and  a  fountain 
or  two  might  have  been  engaged  to  play.  However,  so  it  wasn't, 
and  on  we  went. 

Madame  PATEY  then"  sang  SCHUBERT'S  "  Ave  Maria,"  giving  a 
version  considerably  at  variance  with  the  printed  words  in  the  pro- 
gramme, so  that,  after  the  first  four  lines,  those  who  were  following 
the  book  found  it  better  to  close  it  at  once,  and  listen  to  the  singer, 
which  was  a  real  treat.  Then  came  a  M.  VLADIMIR  DE  PACHMANN, 
who,  in  consequence  of  his  long  hair,  and  a  bulkiness  about  his 
waist  and  coat-tails  suggestive  of  concealed  fish-bowls,  to  be  presently 
produced  from  under  a  handkerchief,  I  at  first  set  down  as  a  Con- 
juror. He  wasn't  however,  being  a  Pianist  of  considerable  skill, 
with  an  overpowering  propensity  for  getting  the  most  out  of  every 
note,  and  listening  in  rapt  admiration  to  its  dying  away  in  the 
distance,  and  then  slowly  raising  his  left  hand  as  if  pronouncing  a 
blessing  on  the  instrument  as  he  went  along,  which  I  am  bound  to 
say  was  by  no  means  so  rapidly  as  some  of  us  would  have  wished. 
However,  he  played  himself  out  at  last,  didn't  do  the  fish-bowls  or 
the  eggs  and  cannon-ball  in  somebody's  hat,  and  retired  to  make 
way  for  Signer  FOLI,  who  burst  upon  us  with  a  bravura,  in  which  he 
asserted  that  he  "  was  a  lloamer  "—which  though  a  musical  name, 
is  nowadays  more  associated  with  a  Queen's  Counsel  than  with 
"  four-eight "  in  a  bar. 

The  Roamer  having  wandered  away,  the  first  part  was  brought  to 
a  conclusion,  the  Stewards,  with  red  rosettes,  disappeared,  and  pre- 
sently the  Chappell  of  Ease  returned,  and  begged  their  Royal  High- 
nesses to  ascend  to  the  Galleries,  declare  the  New  Building  open, 
see  the  Pictures,  take  some  refreshment,  and  enjoy  themselves. 
With  which  request  their  Royal  Highnesses  complied,  and  then  pro- 
ceeded to  inspect  the  Pictures.  So  did  everybody  else.  Space  will 
not  permit  of  our  giving  extracts  just  now  from  the  Catalogue, 
which,  a  la  mode  Parisienne,  is  illustrated,  and  is  a  most  useful 
souvenir  of  the  visit.  Sir  FREDERICK,  P.R.A.,  kindly  looked  in  just 
to  give  a  touch  of  Oil  to  the  Waters,  in  case  they  should  be  troubled. 

The  opening  of  the  New  Piccadilly  Waterworks  was  a  brilliant 
success,  on  which  the  Council  of  Ten,  including;  the  President,  Mr. 
Louis  HAGHE,  the  indefatigable  Secretary,  the  Curator  EVERILL 
(may  he  be  Always  Well !),  Mr.  LINTON,  and  the  Members  who  have 
stuck  manfully  to  the  work,  are  to  be  heartily  congratulated. 

N.B.— Look  in  at  Nos.  825,  817,  771,  491,  500,  380,  352,  864,  and 

Mr.  J.  D.  LINTON'S  484 — "  The  Admonition :  or,  a  Regular  Cuss." 

The  Princess  BEATRICE  is  an  Honorary  Member,  and  contributes 

i  838  and  840.    Catalogue  later  on.    Admission  on  Opening  Night  was 

i  by  illustrated  cards  as  tickets.    These  are  the  Institute's  Water- 

\  Cartes  de  Visite. 


TO  CORBESPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
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WHAT    OUR    ARTIST    HAS    TO    PUT    UP    WITH  I 

Old  Friend  (with  unnecessary  surprise  and  effusion).    "  WHAT  I    SOLD  YOUR 
NNO  ! !  1    You  DOM' 2'  MEAN  TO  BAY  ao  !  1 1 1 " 


AFTER    THE     PRIVATE    VIEW 

AT  TlUt  KOYAI,   ACADEMY   LAST   FRIPAT. 

Firtt  Lady.  Oh,  it  was  delightful !  to  amusing! 

Second  Lady.  Such  a  crush  !  the  heat  something  too 
awful ;  but  everybody  there. 

Third  Lady.  I  was  in  the  Academy  from  eleven  till 

six.    We  lunched  there.    Mr.  X pointed  oat  all  the 

celebrities  to  OB. 

First  Lady.  Yes.  It  was  mott  interesting ;  and  what 
wonderful  costumes ! 

Second  Lady.  Weren't  they!  I  saw  Miss  ELLEN 
TEHKY  and  Mr.  GLADSTONE,  and  Mr.  HAKK,  and  Sir 
FKKDKRICK  LEIGHTON.  But  I  couldn't  see  MB.  IKVINO. 
I  was  told  he  was  there. 

Third  Lady.  I  just  caught  a  glimpse  of  him  as  he  was 
leaving. 

Second  Lady.  No  1  did  yon?  I  wish  I  had.  I've 
never  seen  him  off  the  stage.  JENMT  pointed  out  Mr. 
TOOL*  to  us. 

Fuurth  Lady.  Yes,  dear ;  but  I  found  out  afterwards 
that  I  had  made  a  mistake.  It  wasn't  TOOLB,  it  was  Sir 
VERB  ON  HABCOUHT  ;  but  they  're  both  so  much  alike. 

Second  Lady.  And  then  the  Artists,  you  know !  Mr. 
FORM  HOOD  was  with  us  most  of  the  time,  and  he 
pointed  them  all  out  to  us.  There  was  Mr.  CALDERON, 
you  know,  who  always  paints  Chateaux  d'Eipayne,  look- 
ing anything  but  a  Spaniard  with  his  long  curly  flaxen 
hair  and  youthful  face  of  true  Saxon  type. 

Third  Lady.  Yes,  and  Mr.  MILLAIS  !  Why,  he  looks 
quite  a  small  boy. 

Fourth  Lady.  But,  Mr.  STOBET,  who  was  the  archi- 
tect of  Story's  Gate  1  He  might  be,  as  Mr.  HOOD  said,  a 
Life-Guardsman. 

First  Lady.  They  were  all  there.  We  were  badly  off 
for  lunch,  hut  we  made  up  for  it  with  cake  and  lemonade. 

Second  Lady.  Ah  1  there 's  nothing  in  the  whole  Season 
I  like  so  much  as  a  Private  View  Day  at  the  Royal 
Academy. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

Gentleman.  Royal  Academy !  So.  TOU  've  been  to  the 
Show.  What  did  you  think  of  the  Pictures  ? 

All  (lurprited).  The  Pictures  1  Oh,  we  hadn't  time  to 
see  any  Pictures. 

(Curtain.) 


AN  AMATEUR  PLAY-BILL. 

(Turnedfrom  "the  Conventional"  into  "the  Plain  Truth") 

Off  such  and  such  a  date,  to  suit  the  convenience  of  the  Chief 
Performers,  who  are  usually  lazy  Clerks  in  disorganised  Government 
Offices, 

A    GRAND    EXHIBITION    OF    INCOMPETENCY 

will  be  held,  nominally  for  the  Benefit  of  some  obscure  Charity,  but 
really 

IN   GLORIFICATION   OF  THEIB  OWN   SKLF-COKCEIT, 

admittedly  by  a  band  of  "  Amateur  Actors  "  (Actors,  tavethe  mark!) 
calling  themselves  by  a  high-sounding  title,  but  really 

By  a  Body  of  Fraudulent  Donkeys, 

who.  by  announcing  that  they  can  "  act "  some  popular  piece,  induce 
the  Public  to  pay  their  money  to  come  and  see  them.  The  perform- 
ances will  commence  with 

THE  BUNGLING  OF  A  FARCE, 

in  which  some  brainless  idiot,  brimming  over  with  mistaken  telf- 
contidence  will  have  the 

UNBOUNDED  IMPUDENCE, 

displayed  in  get-up,  business,  and  other  details  picked  up  with  the 
assistance  of  a  professional  Coach,  of 

FtsBLr  IUITATIXH  MR.  J.  L.  TOOLE  !  ! 

The  Programme  will  end  with  a  second  attempt  at  damaging  the 
Dramatic  Authors'  Society,  by 

MURDERING  A  MODERN  COMEDY. 

This  dark  deed  will  be  accomplished  by  a  number  of  numskulls  of 
both  sexes,  with  the  organs  of  self-esteem  and  love  of  approbation 
abnormally  developed.     The  whole  will  conclude  (as  it  has  com- 
menced) with  a  grand  display  of 
VANITY,  FRIVOLITY,  JEALOUSY,  AXD  ALL  SORTS  OF  UNCHARITABLBNBSS. 


DRAMATIC  NOTES. 

MB.  AUGUSTUS  HABBIS  has  revived  his  Youth,  which  will  now 
have  its  fling  for  some  considerable  time. 
•^^^—  We  shall  have  a  word  or  two  to  sajr 

SUM  ffc'-"   ^  l'ltl'r  on   about  the  new  Battle  Scene, 

VIV  T^L£(     y     >6;     which  occurs— as  battles  will  oceation- 
rc-    r*--Ss'       ally-in  the  middle  of  what  still  promises 
to  be  a  lasting  piece. 

At  Toole'i  Theatre,  Mr.  J.  L.  TOOLK 
tells  a  wonderful  story — an  'orrible  t»le 
— about  his  being  set  upon  by  ruffians 
with  gleaming  teeth,  wild  eyes,  and 
fearful  weapons,  on  his  way  home  one 
night — when  his  wife  didn  t  know  he 
was  out— in  Piccadilly.  A  Sly  Dog  was 
there  to  corroborate  the  tale ;  bmt  the 
little  dog  laughed  to  eee  such  fun,  and 
Mr.  J.  L.  TOOLK  went  off  with  the 
trombone. 

The  Merry  Dockets,  by  Messrs.  SIMS 
and  CI.AT,  has,  it  seems— or  it  Sims — 
made  a  hit  at  the  Royalty.  All  about  this  in  our  next  after  next. 
As  to  the  tunes,  somebody  said  that  "the  music  of  CLAT  h  wtrry 
putty." 

Fedora,  at  the  Havmarket  last  Saturday,  was  a  success  for  the 
Management.  Mrs.  SABAII  BERMIABDT-BIEHE  a»toni»hcd  everyone 
by  her  cleverly-managed  line-upon-line  tracing  of  the  original  por- 
trait. Mr.  COOHLAN,  being  unable  to  make  a  servile  copy  of  PIKKHE 
BBRTON'S  Lorit,— and  Art  forbid  he  should  ever  dream  of  trying  it, 
— could  only  mechanically  obey  stage-directions  and  move  with  the 
other  principal  figure.  Full  notice  deferred. 


An  Artful  Card. 


THE  QUEEN'S  prohibition  "as  to  lamb"  having  been  remored, 
the  following  will  be  the  new  Royal  motto — "  Kerenons  d  ncs 
Moiilont." 
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MUSICAL  NOTE. 

WE  regret  having  been  unable  to  assist 
at  Mr.  SIMS  RKKVKS'S  Concert,  last  week. 
Our  Musical  Man  went,  and  reported  that 
the  Concert  was  a  first-rate  one,  and  that 
Mr.  IKVINO'S  song,  accompanied  by  Mr.  J. 
L.  TOOLE  on  the  trombone,  was  the  gem  of 
the  entertainment.  Mr.  SANTLEY  has  never 
been  in  better  voice  than  at  the  Concert 
— not  SIMS'S,  but  another's — and  he  waa 
cheered  to  the  echo,  and  by  the  Echo  (there 
is  a  very  objectionable  one  in  St.  James's 
Hall,  and  the  Police,  assisted  by  Mr.  AB- 
TBUB  CHAPPEIL,  ought  to  find  her  out,  and 
bring  her  up  with  her  sister  at  the  Albert 
Hull  before  the  nearest  Magistrate,  charged 
with  disturbing  the  audience) — in  his  splen- 
did rendering  of 

Oh,  many  have  told 

Of  the  Monks  of  old 
What  a  glorious  race  they  were  ; 

Hut  'tit  not  true, 

As  told  to  yon, 
That  I  'm  off  to  a  Monastrre. 

That  is  a  sort 

Of  false  report. 
At  which  when  it  I  hear, 

I  laugh  "ha!  ha!" 

'Tis  chaff,  "ha!  ha!" 
What  1  as  a  Monk !    No  fear  ! 

Some  folk  would  be  shocked 

To  see  me  f  rocked 
With  girdle  and  shaven  crown  ; 
My  tailor  would  sigh, 
My  shoemaker  cry, 
And  my  hairdresser  go  out  of  town. 

I  may,  you  know, 

To  CIIAPPKLL  go 
With  TF.RKY  of  Gaiefc*. 

We  chaff  and  quaif, 

He  makes  us  laugh  ; 
Never  knew  such  a  mon-as-TERiti?. 

After  this  musical  and  vocal  explanation, 
the  truthful  person  who  took  the  trouble 
to  set  the  cunard  flying  about,  may  now 
at  once  beg  pardon,  and  for  ever  after- 
wards hold  his  tongue. 


THE  CONSPIRATORS'  CHORUS. 

—  SINQ  a  song  of  Dynamite, 
pack  it  up  in  bags. 

Rattle  it  in  railway 
trains,  drop  it  on  the 
flags; 

Lot  it  go  in  luggage  vans 
'mid  all  harmless  loads; 

Never  mind  the  conse- 
quences if  the  stuff  ex- 
plodes. 

Here  's  to  Nitro-glycerine !   store '  it  in  a 

cask. 

Making  it,  says  Chemistry,  is  an  easy  tat k ; 
Though   it's   reckoned  dangerous,    let   it 

flood  the  floors, 
Startling  the  detective  coves  prying  at  the 

doors. 

Fulminating  Mercury  goes  off  with  a  noise, 
Fit  for  little  Fenians  like  a  baby's  toys ; 
Chlorate  of  Potassium 's  not  exactly  placid, 
When  it 's  mixed  with  sugar,  Sir,  and  sul- 
phuric acid. 

This  a  merry  business  is,  but  your  cruel 

laws 
Say  we  shan't  use  Dynamite  to  advance  the 

Cause ; 
Yet  we  '11  mix  our  fulminates  underneath 

your  eyes, 
While  the  gay  Conspirator  blows  you  to  the 

skies. 


A    SOFT    ANSWER,"    8tC. 

Stout  Lady  Passenger  (wincing— he  had  trod  <m  her  bat  corn).  "  PHI w  !— CIUMST " 

Polite  Old  Gent.  "Vicar   HORRY,    MY   DEAR    M\DAM,   BUT   ir    you    HAD   A   FOOT   LABOK 

KNOtTOH   TO   BK  BEEN,    SU08  AN  ACCIDENT  COOLDN'r  OCOPB  !  " 


POCKET  BOOKS.— 2  propnt  of  Royal  Academy  subjects,  the  most  useful  little  books  and 
most  appropriate  presents  just  about  this  time  are  those  forming  the  series  of  The  Great 
Artitts,  published  by  Messrs.  SAMPSON  Low— which  always  seems  to  suggest  a  gentle  pub- 
lisher's name,  to  be  fitted  to  the  air  of  "  Soft  and  Loio  "  —  and,  with  this  hint,  he  that  hums 
may  hum  it,  and  if  he  hums  it  wrong,  he  can  comfort  himielf  with  the  reflection  that — 
"  To  err  in  humming  u  *  gift  divine." 

But  to  return  to  our  books  :  they  are  excellent  for  reference,  usefully  illustrated,  and  adapted 
to  an  ordinary  pocket,  being  half-a-crown  or  three-and-sixpenoe  a-pieoe. 


A  NINETEENTH  CKNTU&T  MrRACUS.— But  twelve  months  since  to  have  suggested  the 
possibility  of  causing  a  statue  to  feel  emotion,  would  have  been  treated  as  the  utterance  of 
a  lunatic  who  had  seen  Don  Giovanni.  And  now— what  has  happened  ?  The  Duke  )f 
WELLINGTON'S  Statue  has  been  both  touched  and  moved  t 
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OUR    ACADEMY    GUIDE. 


•No.  1."    Up  a  tree  :  taken 
at  last. 


No.  28.— Catching  a  Mermaid ;  or,  the 
Judicious  Hooker. 


No.  37.— Une  Grande  Dame  ; 
or,  A  Little  Big- wig. 


58. — Gone  Wrong. 
(See  description  below.) 


No.  163. — PKIVATB  FRITH'S  VIEW. — Members  of  the  Salvation  Army,  led  by  General  Oscar  Wilde,  joining  in  a  hymn. 


OF  course  the  Academy  Exhibition  must  begin  with  the  celebrated 
"No.  1,"  as  shown  above. 

No.  3.  "  'Baby  on  the  Rock."  ARTHUR  STOCKS.  Bayers  recom- 
mended to  invest  capital  in  the  Stocks. 

No.  5.  "  The  Double  Entendre."  Evident  situation :  Old  Gentle- 
man baa  juat  said  something  which  brings  a  blush  to  the  cheek  of 
"  the  Young  Person."  Fancy  what  the  "  cheek  "  of  the  old  person 
must  be  1  MARCUS  STONE,  A.  Not,  perhaps,  quite  the  gem  of  the 
collection,  but  still  a  precious  Stone. 

No.  13.  Memories.  By  ARTHUR  HUGHES.  Treated  above,  so  no 
Hughes  repeating  it  here. 
No.  28.  The  Judicious  Hooker.  Vide  supra. 
No.  29.  On  entering  Gallery  No.  I.,  the  eye— anybody's  eye— will 
be  immediately  caught  by  Mr.  MILLAIS"  Hook.  It  is  without  excep- 
tion the  finest  picture  in  the  entire  Show.  It  is  saying  a  great  deal, 
but  all  will  agree  that  this  is  the  picture  of  the  year,  and  that  a  finer 
portrait  Mr.  MILLAIS  has  never  painted.  There  is  just  one  disap- 
pointment in  this  picture :  the  nose  is  almost  Grecian.  Now,  how- 
ever exact  the  likeness  in  other  respects,  it  must  be  clear  to  everyone 
that  Mr.  MILLAIS'  brother  Academician  must  have  a  Hook  nose. 

No.  30.  Applet.  By  Mr.  MACGREGOH.  We  regret  to  say  we 
have  to  "  crab  "  Apples. 

No.  37.  Une  Grande  Dame ;  or,  A  Little  Big-tciq.  1.  E.  MIL- 
LAIS,  R.A.  She  can  say  "  Pa  "  and  "  Ma,"  and  should  be  labelled, 
"  A  guinea,  dressed  and  complete." 

No.  58.  Gone  Wrong  ;  or,  a  Mysterious  Passage  in  the  Life  of 
Lady  Jane  Grey.  3.  E.  MILLAIS.  The  picture  tells  its  own  story. 
Lady  GREY  was  staying  at  a  hostelrie,  and  returning  late  from  an 
evening  party  she  forgot  the  number  of  her  room,  couldn't  find  the 
candle,  and  lost  her  way  in  the  corridor.  The  unfortunate  Lady  is 
represented  at  a  critical  moment,  when,  afraid  of  meeting  a  stranger's 
gaze,  she  shuts  her  eyes,  so  as  not  to  confront  the  stairs. 

No.  60.    A  Real  Centenarian.    E.  AHMITAOB,  R.A.    Intended  as 
a  companion  picture  to  a  portrait  of  "  Old  Parr,"  to  be  called  "  Old 
Ma'.' 
Nos.  91  and  97.    EDWIS  Loso,  R.A.    Twin  Sisters.     "Linked 


sweetness, — Long  drawn  out."    Go  on — can't  stop  Long. 


No.  87.  Taking  the  Chair.  Nervous  elderly  Gentleman,  evidently 
Erightened  at  being  in  somebody  else's  seat,  from  which  he  wifl 
probably  be  ejected.  C.  GRENVILLE  MAWTON.  Couldn't  have  made 
lis  mark  more  distinctly  if  he  'd  been  a  "  Jo  Manton." 

We  will  return  to  Gallery  No.  I.  another  day.  At  present,  on  our 
first  visit,  we  must  just  skim  the  cream  of  the  Show,  and  so,  on 
entering  Gallery  No.  II.,  we  walk  straight  up  to — 

No.  163.  Mr.  Frith' s  Private  View.  The  Artist  is,  of  course,  as 
much  entitled  to  his  private  view  as  is  Mr.  BBADLAUGH,  or  General 
BOOTH,  or  as  we  are  ourselves.  Like  Daniel  in  the  celebrated 
Newdigate  poem— 

And  when  we  saw  the  picture  on  the  wall, 
At  first  we  couldn't  make  it  out  at  all. 

But  a  few  moments'  reflection  will  help  the  spectator  to  the  Artist's 
meaning.  It  is  clearly  this : —A  number  of  celebrities  have  joined  the 
Salvation  Army,  and,  having  hired  a  room  in  the  Academy  fora  Sunday 
Camp  Meeting,  have  brought  their  hymn  books,  and  the  majority  oi 
them  are  joining  heart  and  soul  in  a  hymn,  which  is  being  led  by  the 
awthetio  Mr.  OSCAR  WILDE,  while  Mr.  SALA,  having  lost  his  place  in 
the  book,  is  giving  echoes  in  the  background.  Mr.  MILLAIS,  only 
half  converted,  feels  uneasy,  and  is  rubbing  himself  sideways  again  B 
the  corner  of  a  frame.  Mr.  MARKS  is  anxiously  waiting  tor  thi 
hymn  to  be  finished,  in  order  to  preach  on  his  own  conversion,  anc 
point  to  himself  as  a  Frightful  Example.  Mr.  HENRY  IRVING  looki 
pale  and  nervous  ;  he  is  probably  about  to  yield  to  inspiration,  anc 
to  address  them  in  the  unknown  tongues.  The  prominent  memben 
are  of  course  Generals,  Captains,  and  Lieutenants,  while  "  Private ' 
View  himself  is  modestly  at  the  back  taking  notes. 

The  distinctive  mark  of  this  Corps  of  the  Salvation  Army  is  the 
shape  of  their  hats ;  they  have  all  been  compelled  to  observe  unifor- 
mity in  this  respect,  and  have,  no  doubt,  all  dealt  with  the  same 
hatter.  The  President's,  Sir  F.  LEIGHTON'S,  clothes  will  give  his 
tailor  tits.  May  the  tailor  do  the  same  for  Sir  FREDERICK  ! 

On  the  old  system  adopted  by  the  stage-managers  of  the  Elizabe- 
than era,  who  called  a  spade  a  spade,  and  wrote  up  "  This  is  a 
House,"  "  This  is  a  Tree,"  and  so  forth,  Mr.  FIRTH  has  most  con- 
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biderately  placed  the  names  of  the  celebrities  represented  underneath, 
BO  that,  utter  the  first  ten  minutes,  there  is  no  possibility  of  mistaking 
Sir  FKKDKRICK  for  Mr.  IRVIKO,  ELLEN  TERRT  for  NF.LLT  FAK- 

BEN,  Mr.  GLADSTONE  for  Mr. 
TEBNIEL.  orSir  W.  V.  HiKcouur 
for  Mr.  W.  AONKW,  M.P.,  and  so 
on.  It  will  be  a  most  valuable 
picture  long  after  the  Salvation 
Army  craze  is  forgotten,  and 
most  interesting  when  all  pho- 
tographs of  the  persons  here 
rt]. resented  shall  have  faded 
away,  and  their  likenesses 
everywhere  been  destroyed, — 
excepting  always  those  in  Mr. 
Punch's  unique  collection,  which 
will  ever  exist  to  answer  doubts, 
decide  bets,  restore  certainty, 
and  correctly  teach  history. 

After  this  we  have  not  time  or 
space  for  much.     Just  look  at— 
No.     191.      Psyche.       E.    J. 
POTNTKH,  R.A.    "The  property 
of  the  Corporation  of  Liverpool." 
A  portrait,  of  course.    Ahem  1 
An  old  Subject  frequently  "  Treated."     Naughty  Corporation.    Fie  ! 


GOLDEN    WORDS     FROM    A    MAN    OF     METAL. 

(From  a  US.  preserved  in  the  Office  of  Works.) 

THE  Chief  Commissioner  and  the  Secretary  stood  still  and  looked 
at  one  another  in  wonder.  It  was  just  before  daybreak  and  exactly 
opposite  Apsley  House. 

'  Thank  you  again,  Gentlemen,"  repeated  the  sharp  metallic  voice. 

"  Wlure  I/net  it  come  from  f  "  asked  the  Chief  Commissioner,  in  a 
frightened  whisper. 

"  From  me,"  was  the  immediate  answer.  "  From  F.M.  the  Duke 
of  WELLINGTON." 

"The  strangest  sight  I  have  seen  since  I  left  the  Legation  in 
Japan,"  murmured  the  Secretary,  regarding  the  statue  with  awe. 

"  A  very  good  site,  indeed,"  observed  the  Iron  Duke,  with  a  smile, 
as  he  glanced  around  him  at  the  new  roads.  "  I  am  sure  I  have  to 
thank  you  both  fur  the  trouble  you  have  taken  in  getting  me  down. 
When  I  make  my  acknowledgments,  I  must  not  forget  Mr.  R.  J. 
CALLENDEK,  who,  before  he  went  to  the  Office  of  Works,  did  capital 
service  at  the  Admiralty  and  in  Ceylon  in  positions  of  the  greatest 
responsibility." 

"  The  Assistant  Secretary  is,  and  has  been  for  many  years  simply 
invaluable,"  said  the  Chief  Commissioner. 

"  Hear,[hear  !  "  heartily  echoed  MITFOBD,  C.B. 

"  Quite  so.  And  now  that  I  have  come  to  land  safely,  the  sooner 
I  get  to  the  Horse  Guards  the  better." 

You  will  find  the  place  rather  changed,  your  Grace,"  observed 
the  Chief  Commissioner,  who  was  now  regaining  his  composure. 

"  No  doubt,"  returned  "WELLINGTON.  "  I  know  perfectly  well  that 
GEOKGK— the  other  Duke— was  marched  off  to  Fall-Mall  with  head- 
quarters' staff.  It  was  a  forced  march,  and  GEOKOE  liked  it  no  better 
than  he  liked  the  anti-scarlet  grey." 

"  Oh,  you  know  about  that  controversy  ?  "  observed  the  Secretary. 

"  My  good  friend,  1  know  everything.  From  my  elevated  position 
I  have  seen  much,  but,  until  you  were  kind  enough  to  lower  me,  1 
had  no  opportunity  of  airing  my  opinions.  A  trifle  too  much  air, 
perhaps;  but  anything  I  might  have  said  would  have  been  over 
the  heads  of  the  people.  I  was  saying,"  continued  the  Iron 
Duke,  unbending  a  little,  "  although  I  saw  a  great  deal  up  there,  I 
hod  no  opportunity  of  getting  at  anybody  until  you  let  me  down. 
However,  my  experience  has  been  serviceable.  I  have  had  this 
advantage  over  other  people  in  exalted  positions — that  I  have  been 
allowed  to  see  matters  tor  myself.  My  view  has  been  perfectly  clear 
(except  in  a  London  fog),  and  I  am  able  to  give  you  good  advice  now 
that  1  am  standing  beside  you  on  a  footing  of  equality." 

"  You  are  very  kind,"  said  the  Chief  Commissioner. 

"  I  will  address  myself,  if  you  please,  more  particularly  to  your 
colleague,"  replied  the  Duke.  "  To  Mr.  MITFORD— to  whom  is 
chiefly  due  the  present  alteration." 

"  No,  no,"  interrupted  the  Companion  of  the  Bath,  modestly. 

"  But  I  say  '  Yes,  yes,'  "  replied  the  Great  Commander  ;  "  and  I 
am  not  accustomed  to  make  a  statement  without  due  consideration. 
To  you,  Sir,  then,  I  address  myself,  and  ask — You  have  moved  me, 
why  don't  you  move  t'other  one  P  " 

T'other  one  ?  "  echoed  the  Secretary. 

"  Yes,  t'other  one.  T'other  one  who  now  i*  as  great  a  nuisance  as 
I  teas.  Who  hadn't  the  excuse  that  I  had.  Who  con  help  being 
the  cause  of  an  eyesore  when  I  couldn't.  In  short  the  Duke  of " 


"  cried  the  two  officials,  thrilling  with  horror. 

"That  is  the  person,"  said  the  Statue.  "  You  have  pulled  me 
down,  pull  Aim  up.  You  are  nuking  room  on  my  site  for  hosts  of 
flowers.  Make  room  on  AM  site  for  battalion*  of  vegetables !  " 

'  But  surely,  Duke,  it  would  be  slightly  disrespectful,"  ventured 
the  Chief  Commissioner,  timidly,  "  to  take  a  sight " 

"  No  flippancy,  Sir  !  "  thundered  the  Iron  Duke,  who  seemed  to 
regard  Mr.  SUAW  LKKEVHK  as  rather  an  interloper  in  the  presence  of 
Mr.  MITFOKD.  "  Why  not  go  to  Covent  Garden  and  ask  t'other  one 
to  do  something.  Insist  upon  it,  Sir ;  insist  upon  it.  Make  a  clean 
sweep  of  it—  orange-perl,  cabbage-stalks,  market  garden  baskets, 
slush,  mud  and  ail!  Clear  it  out,  Sir,  clear  it  out!  Nowadays 
sentiment  goes  for  nothing,  and  there  if  not  much  sentiment  in  that 
neighbourhood.  Full  down  everything.  Cause  a  market  to  be  built 
on  a  site  bounded  on  the  North  by  Long  Acre,  and  on  the  South  by 
the  Strand.  Carry  it  East  to  Drury  Lane,  and  leave  the  West  alone 
—only  on  account  of  Sir  CHRISTOPHER  and  his  barn.  Then.  Sir, 
open  the  new  building  with  an  International  Vegetable  Exhibition. 
Splendid  advertisement,  which  should  give  the  improved  market  a 
grand  start,  and  throw  into  the  shade  the  fishy  show  at  South  Ken- 
sington !  Come,  Gentlemen,  do  your  duty  !  Down  with  MCDFOKD 
and  his  market !  Up,  Guards  of  London,  and  at  them  !  " 

The  man  of  metal  perfectly  glowed  with  excitement. 

"  We  will  do  our  beat,"  returned  the  Chief  Commissioner.     ' 
now.  your  Grace,  is  there  anything  more  we  can  do  for  you  P  " 

"  Well,  yes."  replied  the  Duke,  gazing  at  the  coming  dawn.  "  I 
must  be  brief  with  my  remarks,  as  at  daybreak  I  lose  my  voice. 
You  can  do  for  me  an  act  of  Justice.  But  first  shake  hands." 

The  officials  respectfully  clasped  in  turn  the  iron  palm. 

"  Again  I  thank  you.  And  now  for  my  act  of  justice.  When  I 
am  placed  in  my  final  site  opposite  the  Hone  Guards— which  I  hope 
will  be  soon  P " 

11  It  shall  be  soon,"  assented  the  Chief  Commissioner. 

"  I  should  like  to  have  another  statue  to  balance  me,  as  a  ru-a-ru. 
This  should  be  a  statue  of  one  of  the  greatest  Warriors  of  the  age." 

"To  be  sure,"  murmured  Mr.  SHAW  LEFEVRB;  "Lord  WOLSKLXT  ?" 

"  No,  Sir,  not  Lord  WOLSELKT.  Not  only  is  this  hero  a  great 
Warrior,  but  a  great  Judge,  a  great  Artist,  an  eloquent  Advocate." 

"  He  must  mean  Sir  FREDERICK  LKIGHTOS,"  whispered  MITFORD, 
C.B.  "You  know  the  F.K.A.  commands  a  battalion  of  Volun- 
teers." 

"  I  do  not  mean  Sir  FREDERICK,  who  has  yet  to  learn  what  to  do 
with  a  brush— with  the  enemy,"  replied  the  Iron  Duke.  "No, 


'And 


The  Statue  at  Large. 


Gentlemen,  the  illustrious  individual  to  whom  I  allude  is  a  personal 
friend  of  my  own.  It  is  to  his  exertions,  extending  over  a  long 
series  of  years,  that  I  owe  my  present  position.  He  insisted  that 
I  should  be  permitted  to  descend.  He  is  the  greatest  man  of  this  or 
any  other  century.  He  is  the  hero  of  not  a  hundred  but  a  thousand 
fights." 

The  dawn  began  to  break,  and  the  voice  of  the  great  Commander 
grew  faint. 

"He  is  the  grandest  Roman  of  them  all.  Need  I  say  that  I 
mean— 1  mean " 

And  then  came  daybreak,  and  the  Duke  was  silent. 

The  two  officials  looked  at  one  another,  and  repeated,  "  '  The 
greatest  man  of  this  or  any  other  century.'  Why,  the  Duke  must 

have  meant" And  they  whispered  the  name  of  the  most 

renowned  Sage  the  world  has  ever  known.  And  they  were  right— 
the  Duke  did  mean  Mr.  Punch  ! 


Is  last  Saturday's  P.  At.  Gazette  there  is  an  account  of  how,  years 
ago,  Mr.  DION  BOTCICAULT  wrote  and  produced  a  Passion  Flay,  him- 
self playing  Pontius  Pilate,  bedad,  Njrr !  This  sounds  as  if  the 
Irish  Dramatist  had  out-heroded  Herodiade. 
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THE    NEW    CRAZE. 

Provincial  Manager  (to  Scion  of  Aristocracy,  who  has  come  to  commence).    "  So,  MY  LORD,  YOU  'RE  HERE  Ar  LAST  !    WB  'VE  HAD 

THKES  UKBEAKSALS  WITHOUT  YOU,  AND  IT  's  PKODUOKD  TO-MORROW.     I  SUPPOSE  YOU  'VE  BEEN  STUDYING  SINCE  YOU  'VE  BEEN  HERE  1 " 

Lord  Plantagenet  (pleasantly).  "Oa— AH— NO,  I'VE  NOT  BitouN  YET.    THE  FACT  is  "— (still  more  pleasantly)— "  I  'D  NO  IDEA  THAT 

PLUM  BOROUGH  WAS  SUCH  A  JoLLY  PLACE  !  " 


"LOOK  AT  THE  CLOCK!" 

A  LAY  OF  THE  NATIONAL  LIBERAL  CLUB. 

A  little  d  la  Ingoldsby. 

"  LOOK  at  the  Clock !  "  quoth  "W.  G. 

(As  the  Two  Thousand  Liberals  crushed  in  a  block). 
"I  will  give  our  good  Tories  a  piece  of  advice, — 

'  You  slowcoach  Reactionists,  look  at  the  Clock  ! '." 
The  Two  Thousand  Rads  had  been  dining  like  one, 
Pitching  into  the  piles  of  cold  victuals  like  fan, 

The  biggest  of  Babels, 

With  miles  of  long  tables, 

Stretching  out  in  square  acres  of  red,  brown,  and  drab. 
Till  they  looked  like  a  Salisbury  Plain  of  "  dressed  crab." 
There  were  Rads  from  the  North,  there  were  Rads  from  the 

South, 

All  united  and  strong— in  the  matter  of  mouth. 
There  were  Rads  from  the  West,  there  were  Rads  from  the  East, 
Who  were  all  of  one  mind — as  concerning  the  feast. 
Northcountryman  "  jannock "'  from  Tyne  or  from  Hnmber, 
Or  Southronj  as  cool  as  fresh  cut  cucumier, 
All  one,  all  in  war-paint,  all  "  dead  on  "  the  dishes, 
Most  down  on  the  bottles ;  the  oddest  of  fishes 

That  e'er  the  Aquarium 

Held,  and  to  vary  'em. 
Ladies,  aloft,  like  the  "  Cherub  "  of  DIBDIN. 
Yet  not  in  such  cage  as  their  sisters  are  cribb'd  in 

At  stuck-up  St.  Stephen's. 

But  hold !    "  Odds  "  and  "  Evens," 
Deserting  their  tables,  and  leaving  their  grub, 
Crowd,  cluster,  and  clamber  on  chair,  stool,  and  tub. 
The  exuberant  collar,  the  sparse  silver  ehock, 
Are  up  !    Cries  the  Orator,  "  LOOK  AT  THE  CLOCK  !  " 


There  are  Clocks  of  all  sorts  and  all  sizes  we  know, 

And  some  are  too  fast,  and  some  are  too  slow, 

And  some  go  too  quickly,  and  others  won't  go. 

They  licked  CHAKLKS  THE  FIFTH,  the  great  Monarch  ;  but  oh  1 

The  Political  Clocks  are  the  wildest  of  all, 

And  to  "synchronise "  them  is  a  task  far  too  tall 

For  the  Grandest  Old  Man  or  the  Grandest  New  Club. 

The  Conservative  Clock  it  too  slow.     But  the  rub 

Is  that  Liberal  Clocks  will  not  go  all  together, 

Two  Thousand  co-feeders  may  seem  well  in  tether. 

But  just  cast  before  them  Contention's  big  bone, 

And  you  '11  find  that  each  clock  keeps  a  time  of  id  own. 

Ah,  me !  the  Great  Orator's  self  must  now  know 

The  Conservative  Clock 's  not  the  only  one  slow. 

There  are  others  a  bit  "  behind  time  " ;  on  that  night 

They  seemed  going  together,  and  all  going  right, 

But  the  next,  at  1'30,  St.  Stephen's  chime 

Marked  what  he  had  rightly  called  "  accurate  time," 

Yet  the  Liberal  Clocks  who  struck  steady  and  true. 

Stood  at  Two  Eighty-Nine  against  Two  Ninety-Two  ! 

And  the  Orator,  manfully  bearing  the  shock, 

Must  have  found  a  new  meaning  in—"  LOOK  AT  THE  CLOCK  !  " 


A  FOREIGNER  visiting  London  for  the  first  time,  thought  he  was 
doing  the  right  thing  in  directing  the  Cabman  to  take  him  to  Lin- 
coln's Inn,  as  he  meant  to  order  a  room  at  one  of  the  "  Inns  of  the 
Court,"  which  he  presumed  were  hostelries  patronised  by  Royalty. 


EXTRACT  from  Mrt.  Ramibotham's  New  Cookery  Hook:— "I 
cannot  too  strongly  recommend  for  household  use  the  common 
Potiphar,  without  which,  always  on  the  fire,  no  French  family 

exists." 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

1XTKACTSD   FROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

of  Commoni,  Monday,  April  30. — Think  we  know  a 
man  when  we  've  had  him  with  us  daily  through  three  Sessions. 
There '»  RANDOLPH,  fur  example.  Anyone  atked  what  sort  of  a  man 
he  was,  would  probibly  answer,  "  Amusing,  interesting,  audacious, 
pert,  but  shallow."  That  shows  danger  of  hasty  judgment.  To- 
night RANDOLPH  presented  himself  in  new  character.  Exceeded 
ATTORNEY-GENERAL  in  legal  lore.  Mr.  GLADSTONE  in  philosophical 
research,  and  Mr.  BEKKSFORD  HOPS  in  ecclesiastical  knowledge. 
Late  Lord  MACACLAY  nothing  to  him  for  world-wide  erudition. 
Showed  himself  intimately  acquainted  with  all  Fathers  known  to 
scholars,  and  one  over.  This  was  Onr-ORN. 

"Thought  I  knew  'em  all,"  the  PKKMIKR  mnrmnred,  fixing 
admiring  gaze  on  youth  opposite  ;  "  but  who  is  this  'f  Unearthed 
him  from  some  or.y-ginal  source.  Must  look  him  up." 

RANDOLPH'S  triumph  eclipsed,  later,  by  that  of  JOSEPH  GILLIS, 
equally  remarkable  in  its  way.  At  midnight  proposed  to  adjourn 
debate  on  Affirmation  Bill.  Conservatives  objected.  This  makes 
refreshing  change.  Ordinary  custom  is  to  object  to  prolongation  of 
Adjournment  when  Government  want  to  go  on  for  another  hour  or 
so.  Now,  under  necessity  of  proceeding  with  Customs  Bill,  Minis- 
ters agree  to  adjourn  early.  J.  B.  asleep  when  fun  commences. 
Generally  gets  an  hour  or  two's  snooze  about  this  time.  "  The 
question  is,  that  debate  be  now  adjourned."  The  Conservatives, 
having  had  their  little  fling,  desist  from  Opposition.  Then  JOSEPH 
comes  to  the  front,  and  takes  natural  position  of  Leader.  Shouts 
out,  "  No ! '  Friends  and  countrymen  near  him  attempt  to  stop 
him.  Shake  him,  punch  him  in  the  ribs,  shout  expostulation  in  his 
ear.  But  JOSKPH  only  the  more  loudly  cries  "  No !  " 

Sir  AKTIICH  OrwAY  thinks  in  circumstances  he  may  declare 
Adjournment  carried,  and  does  so,  simultaneously  vanishing  from 
Speaker's  chair,  where  he  has  sat  in  the  absence  of  Sir  KF.NRY 
Bit.iND.  Then  storm  bursts  forth.  Deputy-Speaker  evidently  made 
a  mistake.  JOSEPH  GILLIS  radiant,  AIITIIUH  O'CONNOR  argumenta- 
tive, Mr.  O'DoNNELL  sarcastic.  Irishmen  insist  upon  Sir  ARTHUR 
OIWAT  coming  back,  and  doing  penance.  Either  that  or  his  head 
on  a  charger.  After  long  wrangling,  first  alternative  accepted. 
Deputy-Chairman  explains  mistake,  expresses  regret,  and  JOSEPH 
GILLIS  soothed  and  triumphant,  the  more  so  as  by  this  time  it  is  too 
late  to  do  any  business. 

Business  done. — None. 

Tuetilay.—"  I  have  been  in  this  House,  man  and  boy,  for  forty 
years,  TOBY,"  Mr.  NEWDEGATE  said  to  me  in  the  Library  just  now, 
where  I  found  him  looking  up  LUCRETIUS  ;  "  and,  though  I  say  it 
what  shouldn't,  I  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  I  ve  opposed 
most  things  that  are  now  a  part  of  the  daily  life  of  our  constitu- 
tional system.  One  thing  I  have  noticed  is,  that  whenever  a 
distinguished  Member  makes  Latin  quotations,  there  is  for  next 
fortnight  or  three  weeks  a  run  upon  the  Latin  poets.  Greek's 
different.  There 's  only  GLADSTONE,  and  was  LOWE,  who  could 
manage  that.  But  if  it 's  a  Latin  tag,  we  're  sure  to  have  a  shower 
of  them.  Fact  is,  I  was  just  looking  up  one  myself." 
^This  prophecy  from  Our  Own  JEREMIAH  abundantly  verified. 
Young  DAWNAY  dawned  upon  the  House  this  evening  with  quite  a 
collection  of  Latin  exercises,  more  or  less  well  done.  Mr.  O'DoN- 
HELL  inspired  new  feeling  of  respect  in  bosom  of  JOSEPH  GILLIS  by 
trotting  out  a  couple  of  lines.  But  the  great  success  of  the  evening 
was  Dr.  LYONS.  This  eminent  person,  who  combines  prescription 
for  the  State  with  advice  to  private  patients,  bestowed  much  care 
upon  oration. 

"  You  needn't  mention  it,  TOBY,"  he  said  to  me  (and  of  course  I 
won't),  "but  I've  spent  three  hours  among  old  prescriptions 
looking  up  a  few  lines  suitable  for  occasion.  Rather  think  I  shall 
fetch  the  House." 

Unfortunately,  no  House  to  fetch.  Members  properly  horrified 
at  suggestion  of  curtailing  the  debate,  but  they  won't  remain  to 
hear  it.  Only  five  Members  present  when  the  LYONS'  oration 
delivered.  Fine  effect.  The  extracts  from  the  prescriptions  judi- 
ciously dropped  in  here  and  there.  But  plum  saved  for  the  last, 
and  sympathetic  cheers  came  from  the  five  Members  as  Dr.  LYONS. 
with  outstretched  hand  and  voice  tremulous  with  emotion,  declaimed 
these  magnificent  lines— 

"  Magna  est  vi«  consuetudinis !    Naturam  expellas 
Furea,  tamcn  usque  recurret.    Labor  omnia  rinoit, 
Et  litera  scripta  iminot.     In  totidem  verbia — 
Lei  loci ;  lex  scripta ;  lex  talionis ;  lex  terras ! ' ' 

Pity  GLADSTONE  not  present  to  hear  this.  Been  away  most  part 
of  night,  like  ordinary  people.  Towards  midnight,  having  spent  a 
cheerful  evening,  DKUMMOND  WOLFF  came  in.  Very  angry  to  find 
Ministers  absent. 


"  They  ought,"  he  says,  in  voice  that  made  Deputy  Chairman 
tremble,  "  to  be  in  their  place*  to  hear  the  arguments  of  Honour- 
able Members." 

Feeble  laugh  from  Radicals  below  Gangway.  Bat  probably  no 
laughing  matter.  DRUMMOND  meant  to  look  up  precedents,  and  see 
if  he  can't  impeach  Ministers  on  this  indictment. 

lltiiincii  dime. — None. 

Wtdneiday. — House  of  Common!  continues  to  be  model  of  busi- 
ness assembly.  On  Monday  night  debate  on  Affirmation  Hill  stopped 
at  twelve  o'clock  in  order  to  make  progress  with  Customs  Bill  and 
other  Orders.  From  twelve  till  two  occupied  in  considering  whether 
Bill  should  or  should  not  be  considered.  At  two  o'clock  thought  it 
time  to  go  home,  and  went.  To-day,  House  should  hare  met  at 
twelve.  Forty  Members  not  forthcoming  till  ten  minutei  past  one. 
Then  Motion  made  that  Committees  sit  to-morrow  at  two  instead 
of  twelve.  Argument  thereupon,  and  division,  which  took  up  an 
hour. 

Shall  get  on  nicely  at  this  rate.  Mr.  BRIGHT  says,  in  his 
pleasant  way,  it 's  all  the  Conservatives.  "  Set  of  men,  TOBT,"  says 
he,  "  who  prof  eat  to  worship  God,  and  desire  to  worry  the  Govern- 
ment." 

liuiintH  done.— London  Parochial  Charities  Bill  read  a  Second 
Time,  and  referred  to  Select  Committee  on  distinct  understanding 
that  there  shall  be  no  hurry  about  considering  it. 

Friday,  2  A.M.— Met  Lord  HENRY  LENNOX  crossing  Lobby  after 
Division,  holding  right  hand  out  as  if  it  didn't  belong  to  him,  and 
was  carrying  it  off  to  drop  it  over  the  Terrace  into  the  river,  or  in 
other  safe  place. 

"  What  *s  the  matter,  my  dear  HENRY  ?    Cut  your  finger  ?  " 

"No  demmit,"  said  Lord  HENRY,  looking  at  offending  member 
with  comicalest  expression.  "It's  that  fellow  CALLAN,  doncha. 
Happened  to  be  standing  near  him  at  Bar  when  figures  announced. 
Most  eztro'narv  man.  First  of  all  jumped  up  into  air  as  if  dyna- 
mite had  exploded  in  unintended  quarter,  then  seized  hold  of  me, 
and  insisted  upon  shaking  hands.  Not  pleasant,  doncha,  especially 
as  didn't  happen  to  have  a  glove  on.  Shall  be  more  careful  in 
future.  Always  wear  gloves  when  any  chance  of  Government  being 
defeated  with  help  of  Irish  vote.  Never  know  what  '11  happen.  Ta. 
Ta!  Just  going  over  to  lavatory,  doncha.  Suppose  it  isn't  closed 
yet?" 

And  Lord  HKNRY  still  holding  out  his  hand  as  if  he  'd  picked  it  up 
somewhere,  and  wasn't  quite  sure  it  wouldn't  go  off,  ambled  off. 

Glad  this  Debate  is  finished  on  any  terms.  Been  deadly  dull,  but 
flare-up  in  last  moments  made  up  for  fortnight  of  depression. 
ISiggest  House  in  my  time,  and  maddest.  KENSINGTON  in  first.  Been 
telling  in  Ministerial  Lobby.  Plain  to  see  from  his  face  that 
Government  had  lost. 

"  Whoever  scores  three  hundred  will  win,"  RICHARD  POWER  said 
before  dinner, 'and  I  find  no  man  who  takes  sounder  view  of  chances 
than  RICHARD.  Resigned  office  of  Whip  fortnight  ago,  but  is  himtelf 
again  to-night  in  prospect  of  big  Division. 

Tellers  from  other  lobby  still  tarried.  Every  minute  should  mean 
half-a-dozen  votes,  and  for  nearly  three  minutes  Mr.  MILMAN  stand- 
ing at  the  end  of  table  with  figure*  of  the  Opposition  waiting  for 
night  or  Lord  RICHARD  GROSVENOR.  The  last  arrived  first,  handed 
in  his  checks,  and  bore  away  slowly  to  the  right.  Then  the  Con- 
servatives and  the  Irish  knew  they'd  won.  Fell  on  each  other's 
necks ;  bellowed  in  each  other's  ear* ;  waved  hat*  and  handker- 
chiefs ;  and  seemed  on  the  whole  gone  mad.  It  was  then  Mr.  ('ALLAN 
leaped  into  the  air.  and  coming  safely  down,  insisted  upon  shaking 
hands  with  Lord  HKNRY  LENNOX,  whoie  responsive  smile  was  some- 
thing memorable. 

Btuintu  done.— Affirmation  Bill  thrown  out  by  292  votes  against 
289. 

Friday  Night.— Never  sawSergeant-at-Arm*  in  inch  low  spirit*. 
Generally  the  cheeriest  of  men.  To-night,  met  him  walking  slowly 
off  to  dinner. 

"Nice  state  of  things  this,  TOBY,  dear  boy,"  he  *aid,  in  hollow 
tones.  "  Here  '*  BRADLAUGH  comes  up,  stops  at  the  Bar,  deliver*  a 
speech,  walks  away  quietly,  no  hands  across,  and  up  the  middle  to 
the  Mace.  No  struggle  on  the  floor  of  the  House,  no  battering  of 
hats,  tearing  of  coats,  and  breakage  of  stylographic  pens.  No  more 
good  old  times.  Don't  care  how  soon  I  go  now,  if  things  are  to  be 
sneaked  through  in  this  way ;  "  and,  with'  a  profound  sigh,  that  once 
Gay  Old  Warrior  marched  on. 

Butineit  doM.—'Hr.  BKADLAUGU  provided  with  splendid  oppor- 
tunity of  advertising  himself  and  his  works. 


POOR  Brother  BRUSH  1  His  picture  was  hung  right  away  up  at  the 
top.  On  Varnishing  Day  he  thought  it  had  varnished  entirely.  But, 
having  mounted  the  loftiest  ladder  in  the  room,  he  found  it,  and 

V.,.~,*«     *n«Al»iv.*»    Jt      i.i*  UA     nn.^t      *  Vi « f     fK&     *'  «ln  "     VIA     ,ia£>/1     nn     tKia 


began  touching  it  up.     He  said  that  the 
occasion  was  the  "  ile  of  Skye." 


ile "  he  used  on  this 
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THE  AFFIRMATION  DEBATE 
IN  A  NUTSHELL. 

FIBST  to  rise  is  "Truthful  JAMES," 

Stating  Ministerial  aims. 

Next   the   House  with   dulness 

drenches 
One  who  speaks  from  the  "CBOSS 

benches." 

Then  emphatic  Mr.  ILLINGWOBTH 
Adds  of  reasoning  a  poor  shilling- 
worth, 

And  by  jibes  that  scathe  and  burn 
Shows  that  even  a  WOEMS  will 

turn! 

Soon  the  veteran  G.  0.  M. 
Tries  the  twaddle-tide  to  stem, 
Quoting — to  make  matters  wuss — 
VOLTAIBE  and  LUCRETIUS. 
Then  the  doughty  Mr.  GIBSON 
Showers    buffets    BBADLAUGH'S 

ribs  on ; 

And  Lord  R.,  without  apology, 
Joins  bad  law  to  worse  theology ; 
Proving,  by  his  modest  merits, 
That  the  "  mantle  "  he  inherits 
Of  the  boys  who,  so  to  speak, 
Gave     the     bald-head    Prophet 

"  cheek." 

Follows  next  the  scranneling 
Of   Northampton's   "second 

string." 

STANHOPE  wiles  an  hour  away 
Sayiag,  "Here's  nothing  left  to 

siy." 

CHAPLIN  airs  his  erudition, 
And  O'BBIEN  talks  sedition. 
XORTHCOTE  fires  his  parting  gun, 
Answered  by  Lord  HARTINGTON. 
End  is— Cabinet  is  beat, 
BBADLAUOH  cannot  take  his  seat. 


MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  understands 
the  Bradlaugh  business  perfectly. 
She  says  that  she  herself  has  some 
sympathy  with  him,  as  she  always 
finds  a  difficulty  in  saying  the 
Affirmation  Creed  in  the  Prayer 
Book. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    135. 


SIR  JAMES  T.  INGHAM, 
THB  EAOIB  BEAK  OF  Bow  STREBT. 


DUTIES  TO  DUMB  ANIMALS. 

DH.  LTON  PLAYFAIB,  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  once  pro- 
claimed that  "  Man's  Duty  to 
Man  is  greater  than  his  duty  to 
beasts."  Certainly,  says  every 
carnivorous  (if  rational)  human 
creature.  If  my  duty  towards 
my  beast  were  equal  to  my  duty 
towards  my  neighbour,  I  could 
eat  no  beef,  or  any  other  butcher's 
meat,  or  poulterer's  meat,  or  fish- 
monger's meat  either.  I  could 
not  be  a  party  to  the  slaughter 
of  any  kind  of  animal  for  my 
food.  I  should  have  a  duty 
towards  my  pig,  and  be  bound  to 
do  to  him  as  I  would  be  done  by  ; 
but  sometimes,  in  playful  earnest, 
I  give  my  neighbour  "a  regular 
roasting."  Sj  would  I  treat  my 
pig.  ______.. 

LOCAL  OPTION. 

"  LOCAL  Option,"  yes,  its  meaning 

Is  indubitably  clear ; 
If  a  man  has  any  leaning 

For  a  tankard  of  cool  beer, 
After  any  arduous  labours, 

He  '11  be  rudely  told  to  drop  it 
By  his  sour  Teetotal  neighbours  : 

Local  Option's  sure  to  stop  it. 

You  may  wish  in  moderation, 

Claret,  sherry,  or  champagne. 
If  the  folks  in  your  "  location  " 

Choose  it,  why  you  must  abstain. 
With  Teetotal  "fads"  we're 

bitten, 

This  tyrannic  law's  adoption 
Would    make    slaves    of    every 

Briton, 

That's  what's  meant  by  Local 
Option. 


NAME  FOE  THE  LICENSED 
VICTUALLERS'  DEFENCE  ASSOCIA- 
TION.—The  Tipple  Alliance. 


THE  NIGHT  OF  WATERLOO  (PLACE). 

(Extract  from  "  Childe  Masher's  Pilgrimage.") 

****** 

THERE  is  a  sound  of  devilry  by  night, 
And  England's  capital  has  gathered  then 
Her  weakness  and  her  wantonness,  and  bright 
The  lamps  shine  o'er  rouged  women  and  pale  men  ; 
A  thousand  hearts  beat  feverishly,  and  when 
There  saunters  by  the  slim  stiff -collar' d  "  Swell," 
Hard  eyes  look  venal  love  on  him  whose  brain 
Is  dry  and  void  as  an  old  walnut-shell. 
But  hush !  hark  !  a  big  boom  sounds  like  a  sudden  knell. 

Did  you  not  hear  it  ?    No,  'twas  but  the  wind, 
Or  the  swift  Hansom  rattling  down  the  street. 
On  with  the  orgie  !    Late  ?    Oh,  never  mind. 
"  We  won't  go  home  till  morning."    Life  is  fleet, 
And  happy  rhymes  with  "  Chappie."    Ah,  that's  neat ! 
But  hark !  that  booming  sound  breaks  in  once  more, 
And  the  colossal  "  chuckers-out "  repeat 
"  All  out  I  all  out !  "  and  point  towards  the  door. 
All  out  1    Twelve-thirty.     Yes.    By  Jove,  a  beastly  bore  ! 

And  there  is  aimless  rambling  to  and  fro, 
And  satyr  laughter,  harpy  eagerness  ; 
And  cheeks  are  cool  which  one  short  year  before 
Had  blushed  at  sight  of  loud  lasciviousness. 
And  there  are  sudden  whispers  in  the  press, 
Sinister  signs,  and  laughing  low  replies 
Which  may  not  be  repeated ;  all  may  guess 
The  evil  meaning  of  those  mutual  eyes. 
Upon  so  curst  a  night  what  hideous  morn  shall  rise  ? 


And  there  is  mounting  in  hot  haste,  the  steed, 
The  obsequious  driver,  and  the  "  two-wheel-ar  " 
Go  clattering  westward  with  impetuous  speed  ; 
And  cads  half-drunken  close  in  wordy  war, 
And  the  deep-throated  "  Peeler  "  sends  afar 
His  "  Pass  along,  please  ! "  and  the  hiss  and  hum 
Die  slowly  out,  till  the  last  Swell's  cigar 
Trails  off,  and  home  to  den  in  square  or  slum. 
Low  cursing  through  red  lips,  slink  Babylon's  Kahab  scum. 

Authority  looks  on,  and  calmly  leaves 
The  open  orgie,  the  nocturnal  mass 
Of  flaunted  profligacy.    VIVIEN  weaves 
Her  spells  right  well  or  MERLIN  is— an  ass  ; 
BULL  the  most  patient  ox  that  e'er  munched  grass. 
Such  shameless  scenes  what  other  cities  show  '( 
Would  Dogberry  and  Verges  have  let  pass 
Such  saturnalia  of  the  social  foe, 
Whose  breath  so  many  hopes  hath  blasted  and  laid  low  ? 


SENOB  SABASATE,  the  -violinist,  has  been  a  brilliant  success- 
thanks  to  his  relations  with  his  musical  Cnsins  —  the  Eng- 
lish Cusins,  not  Cusins  German.  At  first  great  interest  was 
aroused  from  the  pronunciation  of  the  name.  People  heard  that 
SARA  SARTT  was  going  to  play  the  violin,  and  got  their  ideas  mixed 
up  on  the  subject,  contusing  SABA  BEBKHABDT  and  CABLYLE'S  Sartor 
Jiesartus,  which  last,  for  aught  most  of  them  knew,  might  have 
been  an  oratorio,  a  fiddler,  or  the  Latin  for  Hashed  Venison. 


WHEN  does  a  Musician  go  in  for  a  game  of  chance  ?— When  he 
plays  BACH. 
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VARNISHING    DAY. 

The  First  Man  I  met  on  the  Stairs— 
"  How  'DO  ?    TON  MY  WORD  IT  'a  THE  BCST  EXHIBITION  I  »VBR 

YOU  'l.I,     UK    DRLIOHTBD  !       OH — MINK   ABB  ALL   ON    THB  LlNB 

IN  THE  FmsT  ROOM  !  " 


ROYAL    ACADEMY. 

The  Second  If  an  I  met  on  the  Stain— 
"  Or  ALL  TBI  coiLBoriojt*   or  MIHIBABLB  (&o.,  &c  )  DAUB* 

THAT  BVBR HnNO  ?— CONrOUMD  I— (&0..  4c.}— THBt  'VB  SBIED 

ME,  SIB  1 " 


A  HANDBOOK  OP  KNOWLEDGE. 
No.  X.— THE  HAIHDBESSEB. 

Q.  What  is  a  Hairdresser  P 

-/.  A  compendioua  proof  of  the  imperfection  of  Nature  and  of  the 
inadequacy  of  Art. 

Q.  Is  not  that  answer  more  oracular  than  intelligible  ? 

A.  Possibly.  A  reply  at  once  clear  and  concise  cannot,  in  the 
nature  of  things,  be  given.  The  subject  is  one  to  be  approached 
rather  by  description  than  by  definition  ;  to  be  dealt  with,  like  a 
heavy  dinner  or  a  large  army,  rather  in  detail  than  en  bloc. 

Q.  Why,  then,  do  yon  consider  Hairdressers  to  be  evidence  of  the 
imperfection  of  Nature  ? 

A.  Were  Nature,  in  the  human  sphere,  perfect,  our  hair  would 
not  require  cutting  any  more  than  the  coat  of  a  dog.  On  the  other 
hand,  were  Art  equal  to  supplying  the  deficiencies  of  Nature,  it 
would  long  since  have  devised  some  means  of  divesting  us  of  our 
superfluous  hirsute  growth  other  than  that  ordeal  ot  hideously 
unpleasant  processes  suggested  by  the  very  name  of  Hairdresser. 

Q.  Is  there  not  some  exaggeration  here  ? 

A.  The  tortures  of  tonsure  are  incapable  of  exaggeration. 

Q.  Perhaps  you  will  proceed  to  justify  these  sweeping  assertions  a 
little  in  detail. 

A.  The  processes  of  the  Hairdresser's  art  are,  from  beginning  to 
end,  necessarily  destructive  of  those  two  things  which  alone  render 
life  endurable. 

Q.  What  are  these  P 

A.  First,  the  feeling  of  Comfort ;  secondly,  the  sense  of  Dignity. 
The  profoundly  sensible  ideal  "  otium  cum  dignitate"  is  abso- 
lutely incompatible  with  the  actuality  of  being  shaven  or  shorn— at 
least  as  men  from  time  immemorial  have  submitted  to  b«  shorn  or 
shaven. 

Q.  How  is  this? 

A.  The  sense  of  dignity  departs  from  the  victim  on  the  very 
threshold  of  the  Hairdresser's  entry.  Human  courage— nay,  even 
that  far  stronger  thing,  human  assurance  in  its  highest  flight— is  not 
equal  to  the  task  of  walking  into  a  Hairdresser's  saloon  "  with  the 


calm  and  unfeigned  confidence  with  which  a  man  may—  for  example — 
approach  a  battery,  or  pass  through  a  pest-house. 

Q.  Why  should  this  be  to  P 

A.  The  sense  of  impending  humiliation  is  so  strong  upon  him.  It 
springs  into  birth  at  the  first  disquieting  thought  "  My  hair  want* 
cutting  1  "  It  double*  in  force  when— after  long  delay— he  is  forced 
to  the  conviction,  "  I  must  have  my  hair  cut  I  "  It  is  at  it*  oriii* 
when,  with  furtive  slink  or  self-betraying  swagger,  he  enter*  the 
tonaorial  torture-chamber.  After  crossing  that  Rubicon  of  ignominy, 
it  continues,  but  it  cannot  increase.  It  is  perhaps  even  lessened  by 
the  dull  callousness  that  come*  of  self-surrender  to  shame. 

Q.  How  is  this  sense  of  humiliation  engendered  P 

A.  By  experience  of  two  things  :— 

1.  The  character  of  the  Hairdresser. 

2.  The  nature  of  the  professional  "  process**." 

Q.  What  are  the  characteristic*  of  the  Hairdresser  ? 

A.  Those  naturally  produced  in  a  man  who  has  your  personal 
comfort  and  dignity  at  his  mercy,  and  your  ear,  as  a  channel  to  your 
pocket,  absolutely  at  hi*  command. 

Q.  Absolutely,  did  von  say  P 

A.  Practically  so.  You  may  leave  a  theatre,  or  even,  in  emer- 
gency a  church.  You  may  tear  yourself  away  from  a  button-holding 
bore,  or  a  nagging  woman.  But  you  cannot  escape  from  a  barber'* 
chair.  Once  seated  and  swathed  therein,  once  snipped  by  shear*  or 
scraped  by  blade,  you  are  committed  to  endurance  of  all  the  personal 
indignities,  and  all  the  mental  tortures  tint  the  most  blandly  im- 
pertinent, ignorantly  loquacious,  and  intrusively  "  pushing  "  Hair- 
dresser can  inflict.  And  these  are  many  and  sore. 
(To  be  conliniifd.) 


MORE  Judges  required.    We   don't  want  to  hear  so  much  of 
Chancery  Division  as  of  Chancery  Multiplication. 

Mono  FOB  THE  NATIONAL  LIBERAL  CLCB. — "  Pommery  toit  qvi 
mal  y  penie."  

"RIBBON'S  DECLINE  AND  FALL."— A  tipsy  Teetotaller. 
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CHESS;    OR,    ALL    ON    THE    SQUARE. 

"There  'B  many  a  true  word  Baid  in  chess." — The  Merry  Duich-Cheu. 

AT  this  moment,  when  the  Chess  Tournament  is  tournamenting  so 
many  minds,  we  publish  our  Prize  Problem,  involving  a  Romance  of 
Chess,— in  fact  "the  tame  old  game  "  : — 


BLACK  TO  MATH  WHITE  IN  ONE  MOVE,  IF  WHITE  LETS  HIM. 

K'sfirstmove.    K  pawns  (five  pieces). 
K  with  K  T  move  from  B.  sq.  (No.  29). 
K  with  K  T  at  Q. 
K  takes  B  and  8. 

K  T  with  K  to  Castle.    Forced-mate  ;  White-mate  ;  Black-mate. 
K  executes  a  Steinway  Gambit  with  K  T,  to  a  Giuco  Piano. 
K  offers  to  mate  K  T. 
K  T  takes  K. 

K  T  mated  by  White  Bishop  to  K  at  ch.,  and  K  is  kept  in  perpetual  check 
ever  afterwards. 

EESEAECH  WITH  HUMANITY. 

WHAT  could  the  excellent  Earl  of  SHAFTESBURY,  speaking  ex 
cathedra  at  the  last  Anti- Vivisection  Meeting,  have  meant  when  he 
told  his  hearers  that  "  they  did  not  find  in  the  Bible  any  authority 
whatever  for  that  hideous  curiosity  which  prevailed  so  widely  in 
Germany,  and,  he  believed,  to  a  very  great  extent  in  this  country  "  ; 
and  what  did  they  understand  the  noble  and  venerable  Earl  to  mean 
•when  they  received  that  declaration  with  shouts  of  "  hear  I  hear !  "  ? 
They  could  hardly  have  wanted  to  be  told  that  the  Bible  contains  no 
authority  for  any  curiosity  at  all,  as  such,  to  say  nothing  about 
curiosity  of  a  hideous  nature.  "What  sort  of  curiosity  is  it  that  good 
Lord  SHAFrKSBURY  detests  so  extremely  that  he  calls  it  hideous '(  Is 
it  the  sort  of  curiosity  which  prompted  JOHN  HUNTER  to  make  those 
experiments  and  observations  that  led  to  so  many  improvements  and 
advances  not  only  in  Anatomy  and  Physiology  but  ia  practical 
Surgery ;  the  curiosity  which  likewise  moved  Sir  CHARLES  BELL  to 
investigate  the  nervous  system,  and,  for  example,  to  discover  the 
distinct  origins  and  connections  of  the  sensory  and  motor  nerves  ?  Is 
the  curiosity  of  wanting  to  know  the  secrets  of  animal  life,  with  a 
view  to  the  promotion  of  medical  and  surgical  practice,  "hideous" 
in  the  sight  of  a  Nobleman  who,  celebrated  as  a  friend  of  his  species, 
may  be  presumed  to  be  a  friend  of  his  own  species  tirst,  and  the 
lower  creatures  afterwards  't 

Somebody  tell  the  Earl  of  SHAFTESBTJRY,  as  to  Sir  CHARLES  BELL'S 
great  discovery  respecting  the  nerves,  that  it  "required  an  extensive 
series  of  experiments  on  living  animals  which  long  deterred  him 
from  carrying  them  into  execution."  This,  however,  he  was  at 
length  enabled  to  do  through  having  invented  "humane  methods  of 
procedure,"  for  the  gratification  of  a  curiosity  which  surely  no  one 
but  someone  with  such  a  very  fixed  idea,  or  fad,  as  Vivisection  on 
the  Brain  can  possibly  account  hideous. 

Given  humane  methods  of  procedure,  and  is  scientific  Vivisection 
any  more  cruel  than  Vivisection  as  practised  in  killing  a  pig  ?  We 
do,  as  a  nation,  kill  a  good  many  pigs  daily ;  but  the  Doctors  may 
really  say  :—  We  don't  kill  a  guinea-pig  every  day  ;  or,  if  we  do, 
we  kill  him  by  a  comparatively  very  humane  method  of  procedure." 

XE-W  BOOTPOLISH  FOR  MASHERS.— "  Mashtie  Varnish." 


THE  MUSICIAN  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

(Little  Tragi-Comedy,  now  in  Active  Rehearsal.) 

"The  Royal  College,  in  developing  the  mn«ieal  genius  of  the  country,  will 
do  a  great  work  ;  but  its  establishment  at  once  directs  public  attention  to  a 
supplementary  and  scarcely  lets  pressing  need,  and  that  is  the  foundation  of 
a  permanent  Metropolitan  home  for  National  Opera." — Daily  Paper. 

ACT  I. 

A  PuUic  Street  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Royal  College  of  Music. 
Enter  Victorious  Composition  Scholarship  Candidate,  accompa- 
nied by  Fond  Parent  and  enthtaiattic  Friends. 

Fond  Parent  (embracing  him).  Heaven  be  praised,  my  dear  boy, 
for  this  successful  issue  !  Strange  that  a  Bathing-Machine  Driver's 
child  should  suddenly  have  lighted  on  such  a  glorious  future  1 

Victorious  Candidate.  It  is,  my  good  father,  most  strange.  But, 
thanks  to  your  discrimination,  and  to  your  noticing  the  peculiar  fact 
that,  even  at  the  tender  age  of  three,  1  could  pick  out  one  of  BACH'S 
fugues  on  the  kitchen  tumblers  with  a  coal-hammer,  I  was  despatched 
in  good  time  to  this  glorious  Institution,  where  now  £150  per  annum, 
board,  lodging,  a  suit  of  clothes,  and  instruction,  stimulate  my 
genius,  and  make  me  worthy  to  bear  the  promising  name  of  WAGNKB 
DONIZETTI  SMITH  with  which  you,  in  my  infancy,  so  judiciously 
and  appropriately  christened  me. 

Fond  Parent.  True,  my  clever  modern  Orpheus !  However,  now 
you  may  indeed,  as  you  say,  be  worthy  of  your  modest  name.  And 
I  shall  live  to  see  not  only  your  first  hut  your  twentieth  Opera  take 
this  vast  Metropolis  literally  by  storm. 

Enthusiastic  Friends.  And  so  shall  we !  Heaven  bless  you !  Only 
send  us  plenty  of  paper  for  the  Upper  Boxes,  and  we  will  rally  to 
support  you,  we  promise  you,  right  heartily.  Three  cheers  for  the 
College  and  for  the  triumphant  genius  it  is  about  to  foster.  Hip ! 
hip  I  hip  1  hurrah ! 

[They  chair  the  Successful  Candidate,  making  way  for  five-and- 
forty  othert,  equally  successful,  who  also  emerge  in  triumph 
from  the  College  as  the  Act-drop  falls. 

ACT  II. 

An  interval  of  seventy-five  years  is  supposed  to  have  elapsed 
since  Act  I. 

The  Scene  represents  the  Interior  of  a  Police- Court.    As  the  Act- 
drop  rises,  an  Aged  Offender  is  helped  into  the  Dock. 

Magistrate  (angrily).  What!  here  again  I  And  on  the  old 
charge,  I  suppose,  Mr. — what 's  your  name  ? 

Aged  Offender  (breaking  down).  SMITH,  your  Worship  1  WAGNER 
DONIZETTI  SMITH. 

Chief  Clerk.  The  usual  thing — begging.  He  has  been  up  over  and 
over  again.  And  he 's  not  the  only  one.  We  have  had  twenty-seven 
of  them  this  last  week. 

Magistrate.  Yes,  I  know  the  nuisance  is  getting  intolerable : 
and  1  must  make  an  example.  Fortunately,  the  "  Indigent  Com- 
posers Act,"  passed  last  Session,  enables  me  to  do  it  with  effect. 

[Refers  to  it. 

Aged  Offender  (in  tears).  Have  pity,  Sir,  on  a  poor,  worn-out, 
deluded,  disappointed,  despairing  old  Musician.  I  didn't  mean  any 
harm— indeed,  I  didn't.  I  was  only  trying  to  sell  a  few  of  these 
about  the  streets,  and  singing  some  of  my  own  scenas  to  help  'em  off. 
(Produces  nineteen  original  English  operas,  with  orchestra  scores 
complete.)  But  nobody  will  have  'em ! 

Magistrate  (irritated).  Certainly  not,  Sir.  Who  do  you  think  is 
going  to  take  an  English  opera  when  there 's  no  house  at  which  to 
produce  it  ?  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself,  Sir,  at  your  time 
of  life,  for  writing  them. 

Aged  Offender.  At  my  time  of  life  1  Why,  I'm  only  two-and- 
ninety.  1  may  still  have  my  chance !— still  have  my  chance  ! 

The  Clerk.  That 's  what  they  all  say.  The  College  turns  out  a 
lot  of  them,  every  blessed  year,  able  to  do  nothin?  else — but  music ; 
and  as  there 's  nothing  but  the  Chinese  Opera  House  on  the  Em- 
bankment for  them,  they  're  no  good ;  so  they  wander  about  in 
shoals  and  starve.  Why,  there  were  three  hundred  of  'em  carted 
off  by  the  Emigration  Commissioners  only  last  month. 

Magistrate.  Well.  It  is  a  very  bad  case.  Really  the  College 
oughtn't  to  do  this.  However,  Society  must  be  protected.  Six 
months. 

Aged  Offender.  Thank  your  Worship.  Thank  you.  But  it 
isn't  the  fault  of  the  College.  And  many  years  ago  there  was  one 
praiseworthy  effort,  I  know,  to  help  us.  But  if  the  Government  or 
somebody  had  only  started  a  proper  National  Opera  in  the  heart 
of  London  on  a  sound  and  permanent  basis,  an  English  dramatic 
composer  need  never  have  come  to  this.  No,  he  never  need. 

Magistrate  (more  kindly).  Very  likely  not.     But,  as  I  said  just 
now,  Society  must  be  protected.    And  now,  I  '11  take  the  next  case. 
[Aged  Offender  is  removed,  to  be  brought  up  again  on  a  similar 
charge  that  day  six  months  as  Curtain  falls. 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS.— In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings    be  returned,   onlsas  occompaniM 
by  a  Stamped  anil  Directed  Envelope  or  Covsr.       Copies  of  KS    ihonld  be  kept  by  the  Seudert. 
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AN    IMPRESSIONIST. 

BlNKS  ALWAYS    WK\B8    liLAOK   C.I.OVKS  FOR  TH«  8AKI  OF   ECONOMY. 


MRS.  GAMP  ON  THE  "ROYAL  RED  CROSS." 

DBAHY  me,  BETSY  PRIG,  times  it  altered  ;  as  alter  times  will,  in  a  wale, 
Which  sioh  "  projiss  "  is  too  much  for  me,  as  am  old  though  still  'arty  and  'ale, 
At)  1  eays  to  my  friend  Mrs.  UAKBIS,  we  used,  you  and  me,  dear,  to  iiuss 
Long  atore  that  Miss  NIGUUNOALK'S  days,  but  no  Queens  didn't  decorage  tit. 

The  Royal  lied  Cross !    Goodnidge  gragi'ms !  it  took  all  my  breath  away,  slap. 
As  is  all  very  well  for  a  sojer  or  'igh  milingtarial  chap. 

But  Nusses  !    L  >r'  bless  us  and  save  us,  our  buzzums  I  'm  sure  should  expand 
To  see  our  profegion  BO  honoured  along  o'  the  fust  in  the  land. 

Wioh  I  read  it  last  night  in  the  Standard,  a  paper  to  wich  I  am  partial, 

V  Cross,  my  dear  soul,  and  a  ribbing,  as  grand  as  some  dook  or  field-marshal, 

Enamelled  in  gold  and  in  crimsing,  Her  Majesty's  portrick,  you  know, 

With  cipher  and  crowa  all  permiskus,  and  tied  on  the  breast  with  a  bow. 

Mi,  BETSY,  it 's  plain  we  waa  born,  you  and  me,  arf  a  centry  too  soon  ; 
t  we  two  'ad  bin  nussing  to-day  we  'd  'a  piped  to  a  different  toon. 
Wich  the  worrits  of  monthlying,  BETSV,  was  wus  than  the  wust  that 's  beknown 
To  the  'orty  young  orspittle  chits  as  '11  claim  this  'ere  cross  as  their  own. 

Wich  "  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity"  '»  writ  on  the  arms,  so  they  say.    Ah,  my 

dear, 

ll'e  needed  the  three  on  'em  constant,  and  suthing  chucked  in,  in  our  speer. 
Wot  with  wile  apgerawacious  pashents  and  misuses  given  to  scold, 
We  two  'ad  our  crosses,  ah,  yes  I  though  they  wasn't  in  crimsing  and  gold. 

Then  Nusses  wat  Nusses  ;  not  bragian,  trim,  tidied-up  young  bits  o'  things. 

fVe  took  to  it  nateral-like,  as  the  youne  sparrers  takes  to  their  wings  ; 
We  'adn't  no  "training"   nor   "  stiincates,"   BUSY  ;    we  knowed   what  we 

knowed, 
And  the  rest  wasn't  nothink  to  nobody.     "  Projiss,"  my  dear  ?  that  be  blowtd  ! 

't 's  drattedness,  that '«  wot  it  is.     Wot  with  skienne  ar.d  sanitry  stuff, 
Their  eoaps,  COSDY'S  fluigef,  Cloryforni,  'orror  of  darknige  and  iluff, 


There  can't  be  no  cumfort  in  nussing  ;  sech  ways  I  coul< 

never  abear, 
So  it  '•  well  we  are  out  of  it,  Brrst  ;  it  '•  well  we  're 

clean  out  of  it,  dear. 

Mussing  Sisters,  forsooth  !   Nulling  fiddlesticks  !    Stock 

uppy,  slim-waisted  gain, 
Aa  a  cutting  umbrella  would  shock,  with  their  natt; 

print  gownds  and  fal-lals. 
Xo  snuff,  and  no  macks,  and  no  tnugness  1    Jest  fancy 

my  dear,  me  or  you 
With  a  chit  o'  that  sort  for  a  pardnerl     My  swee 

oreetur,  wot  ihuuld  we  do  f 

And  they  're  to  'ave  orostei,  and  ribbing*,  and  bows,  *n< 

good  gragioua  knows  wot, 
Wioh  tee  never  get  none  of  no  lioh,  my  BETSY,  ob 

suttingly  nut. 
The  profegion  teems  turned  topsyturvey,  and  every- 

think  '»  going  contrairey, 
As  may  be  called  "  prujus,"  my  dear,  bat  seems  all  stuf 

and  rubbidge  to 


NOCTES  AMBROSIAN.E. 

FOLLOW  IKO  the  example  set  by  some  of  our  contem- 
poraries last  week,  we  hasten  in  their  own  style  to  give 
the  interesting  historical  particulars  of  the  latest  Knights 
on  record  :— 

Mr.  QKOBOK  GROVE,  D.C.L  .  was  born  at  a  place  com- 
monly known  as  Clapham.  He  constructed  the  Chester 
and  Holyhead  Hallway  with  the  assistance  of  Mr 
SrKi'HEKson,  directed  the  entertainments  at  the  Cry»ta 
Palace,  hence  his  degree  of  D.C.L.—"  L.  "  standing 
for  Palace,  —  wrote  a  dictionary  of  Musicians  from 
A  to  Z,  and  while  exploring  Palestine  and  inventing 
the  soup  which  still  bears  that  name,  he  occupied  hii 
leisure  in  editing  JUacmillan't  Magazine  and  reviling 
the  Old  Testament.  He  sings  three  songs  in  excellent 
style,  and,  in  order  to  encourage  him  to  add  to  their 
number,  he  has  been  made  President  of  the  Royal  Cullege 
of  Music,  where  his  various  crotchets  will  come  in  usefully, 
and  is  now  Sir  GEOBOK  GKOVK  the  Good  Knight 

Mr.  GKORQE  ALBXAHDEK  MACFAKKEK.  chosen  for  the 
honour  of  Knighthood,  selected  London  for  the  place  of 
his  birth,  and  was  reared  on  Macfarrenacions  food.  He 
was  educated  at  the  Royal  Academy  of  Muiio,  has  eom- 
nosed  much  excellent  work.  He  may  prefer  to  be  a 
Knight  Out. 

Dr.  ARTHUR  SULLIVAN  (according  to  the  D.  T.)  was 
not  born  at  all  to  begin  with,  but  returned  to  England 
about  nineteen  years  after.  He  has  written  the  oratorios 
of  Box  and  Cox,  Trial  by  Jury.  Patience,  Pinafore,  &c., 
but  it  is  with  oompotitions  of  a  loftier  character  that 
name  will  be  linked.  He  played  Poker  with  the  Vice- 
Chancellor  of  Cambridge,  and  composed  The  Silrrr 
Trwnpington  Street  Sfarch,tor  which  he  was  made  D.C.L. 
and  M.I).  His  hymn  to  the  Trustees  of  the  Doughty 
Estates,  commencing  "  If  Doughty  Deedt,"  was  highly 
popular  with  the  "Gentlemen  of  the  long  robe"  who 
ised  to  sing  it  as  a  catch,  three  in  a  (Chancery)  Bar.  He 
:s  still  a  Bachelor  of  Music,  though  wedded  to  hi*  Art. 
Rise,  Sir  ARTHUR  !  _ 

MAY-DAY. 

(A  Dirge  for  any  Number  of  Voice*.) 

SPRING'S  delight*  are  now  reviving, 

Hoar-frost  hangs  on  each  green  spray; 
Horrid  fogs  are  late  arriving, 

Welcome  fires,  'tis  nip-now  May  ! 
Out-door  pastimes  need  opposing, 

Hail  is  tailing  chill  and  drear, 
Cricketers  their  woes  disclosing, 

"  M&itien  overs  "  view  with  fear. 
Chorttt—  Cricketers,  &o. 

These  delights  that  mark  the  season 

Make  a  man  of  poets  tire  ; 
These  chill  hours,  if  spent  with  reason, 

Should  be  spent  beside  the  fire. 
Come,  then,  watery  "creases"  leaving, 

From  the  damp  grats  turn  away  ; 
For  East  winds  our  hopes  deceiving, 

Make  us  curse  this  beastly  May  1 
Chortu—  Come,  then,  &c. 
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MOST    ASSURING. 

Brown  (who  is  nervous  about  sanitary  inaUers,  and  detects  something).  "  HUM  " — (sniffs)— 

SUKELY — THIS    SYSTEM    OR    YOURS — THESK    PlPES    NOW — DO    THEY    COMMUNICATE    WITH    TOnn 

MAIN  DRAIN  ? "  Hairdresser  (with  cheery  gusto).  "  DIRECT,  SIB!"  [Tableau. 


OPENING  OF  THE  NEW  FISH-MARKET. 

I  THOUGHT  how  much  the  old  Cooperation  was  in  ernest  in  pretending  to  build  a  new  Fish 
Market  in  Smithfield  in  oppersition  to  blooming  Billingsgate.  As  I  said  to  JIM,  the 
Whiteohapel  Coster,  was  it  likely  as  they  would  go  for  to  oppose  their  own  old  Tennants 
•who  was  a-paying  on  'em  threepence  a  foot  a  week,  in  order  to  support  a  lot  of  new  'uns 
who  was  only  to  pay  tuppence  ?  Why,  of  course  the  thing  was  absurd,  and  I  quite  agrees 
with  the  LORD  MAYOR  that  nobody  but  a  stupid  could  believe  it,  so  I  spose  as  he  saw 


Coach  and  4  and  the  2  Shereffs  with  him,  and  one  Under  Shereff,  as  a  Policeman  told  me, 
tho'  they  all  looked  much  alike,  except  as  the  Under-un  had  the  biggest  Coach,  with 
2  policemen  and  the  City  Field  Marshall  in  front  of  him,  and  with  the  2  swells  in  the  Coach 
with  him  to  carry  his  sword  and  his  septer,  and  there  he  finds  a  lot  of  common  counsellors 
all  a-waiting  for  him  to  open  the  New  Fish  Market,  which  had  been  opened  ever  since 
4  o'clock  I  And  how  many  shops  full  of  fish  and  how  many  stands  fall  of  fish  did  he  find 


there?  Why,  of  course  I  hardly  expects 
to  be  beleeved,  but  I'm  gormed  if  there 
was  more  than  six  of  one  and  half-a-dozen 
of  the  other. 

I  think  as  I  'ye  heard  that  at  dirty, 
scrowged,  swearing  and  tearing,  but  yet 
jolly  old  Billingsgate,  that  we  generally 
gets  between  four  and  five  hundred  tons  of 
fish  a  day.  Well,  I  think  I  can  give  about 
as  good  a  guess  at  the  weight  of  a  lot  of 
fish  as  many  people,  and  if  there  was  a 
nounce  more  than  Five  Tons,  bio  wed  if  I 
wouldn't  bind  myself  to  live  on  fish  for  a 
whole  week,  tho'  it  's  a  article  of  food  as 
I  don't  much  patronise,  preferring  chops 
and  steaks  and  such  like. 

The  poor  LORD  MAYOB,  looked  I  thought 
rather  ashamed  of  the  whole  affair.  He 
didn't  say  much,  how  could  he  after  he  had 
called  all  the  Committee  a  lot  of  stupids, 
and  they  all  looked  grumpy  and  down  in 
the  mouth,  and  all  got  away  as  quick  as 
they  could,  not  one  of  'em  as  I  believe  even 
so  much  as  buying  a  bit  of  fish  just  to  give 
the  new  Market  a  bit  of  a  start.  There  was 
several  of  our  jolly  old  Billingsgate  boys 
a  grinning  away  like  mad  to  see  what  a 
reglar  Sham  the  whole  thing  was.  Old 
JACK  BENNETT,  as  we  calls  him,  was  there 
of  course,  he 's  always  everywhere  I  'm  told 
wherever  two  or  three  hundred  people  are 
gathered  together.  My  friend  the  Police- 
man told  me  as  he  lost  a  beautiful  gold 
watch  last  week  at  some  meeting,  while  he 
was  chatting  with  the  Archbishop  of  CAN- 
TERBURY, and  that  he  has  offered  20  Guineas 
reward  for  it,  and  Bobby  added  with  a  grin 
as  it  would  be  about  the  best  advertisement 
as  he  had  ever  sent  out.  Of  course  I  don't 
know  what  he  means. 

Well,  presently  the  LOBD  MAYOR  and 
the  Sheriffs  and  the  Under  Sheriff  and  the 
Common  Councillors  they  all  stands  in  a 
row  and  Sir  JOHN  BENNETT  he  goes  and 
puts  himself  right  in  front  of  'em  all,  and 
sure  enough  they  was  all  photograffed  and 
then  away  they  all  went. 

But  lor  to  think  of  the  difference  of  what 
it  was  when  they  opened  blooming  Billings- 
gate after  rebuilding  it  some  few  years 
ago  I  There  wasn't  even  a  flag  or  a  band  of 
music  or  a  blue  silk  Common  Counsellor 
there  on  Thursday,  and  if  it  hadn't  been 
for  jolly  Sir  JOHN  who  was  all  over  the 
place,  there  wouldn't  have  been  a  single  bit 
of  fun  in  the  whole  dreary  business. 

Ah !  I  always  said  as  they  'd  find  our 
Billingsgate  boys  rather  a  hard  nut  to 
crack.  "They've  got  the  Men,  they've 
got  the  Fish,  they  've  got  the  Money  too ! " 
Our  only  fear  is  that  the  public  are  not 
quite  such  fools  as  some  people  think 
they  are ;  and  if  once  they  find  that  they 
can  come  to  this  nice,  clean,  tidy-looking 
Market,  without  getting  all  their  clothes 
spoilt,  and  without  hearing  any  of  our  very 
powerful,  but  rather  fishy  language,  and 
without  being  shoved  about  all  over  the 
place,  and  can  buy  their  fish  pretty  rea- 
sonable, praps  things  won't  be  quite  so 
comfortable  like  as  they  have  been  ior  many 
years  past  for  the  Billingsgate  Salesmen, 
the  Billingsgate  Bummaree,  or  for  such  as 
me  and  my  palls.  JoE  MUGGINS. 


SIGNOBINA  TUA,  a  charming  and  most 
graceful  violinist,  has  made  a  successful 
debut  this  Season.  Sir  ABTHUR  SULLI- 
VAN at  once  pronounced  his  opinion  that 
SIGNOBINA  TUA  was  a  wunner;  but  Madame 
NOBMAN  NERUDA  seemed  inclined  to  com- 
pare the  young  Lady's  style  with  her 
own,  and  observed  that  there  was  "  all  the 
difference  between  Mea  and  TUA." 
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Beere  drawn  with  a 
Head. 


FEDORA    ON    THE     'TAPPY." 

A  BEBNHABDT-BEEBE  OB  HALF-AND-HALF  CHRONICLE. 

M.  SABDOU'S  Fedora,  carefully  transferred  from  French  to  English 
by  Mr.  HEBMANN  MEBFVALE,  has  been  produced,  as  all  the  London 
Theatre-going  world  knows,  at  the  Haymarket  Theatre.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
BANCBOFT,  having  confidence  in  the  Victorious  SABDOTJ,  purchased 
the  acting-right  of  Fedora,  and  had  then  to  discover  an  English 
equivalent  for  SABA  BEBNHABDT,  Fedora's  original  representative,  for 
whom,  and  for  whose  eccentric  idiosyncrasies  the  part  was  written. 

The  Haymarket  Management  pitched  on  Mrs.  BERNARD  BEEKK  for 
their  Fedvra,  and  we  are  bound  to  say  that,  judging  from  her  first 
night's  performance,  this  Lady  has  thoroughly  justified  the  confidence 
placed  in  her  by  the  Bancrof  ters,  who  in  the 
first  instance  may  have  selected  her  on  account 
of  a  certain  vague  facial  resemblance  to  SABA, 
mainly  due  to  the  touzled  fashion  of  hair,  so 
that  they  may  be  said  to  have  been  taken  by 
that  refreshing  mug  of  Beere. 

Fedora  is  a  translatable,  but  unadaptable 
play,  for  Fedora  adapted  would  cease  to  be  the 
Fedora  created  by  SABDOU,  and  vivified  by 
SABA  BEBNHABDT,  in  whose  hands  SARDOU'S 
creation  became  a  living,  moving— very  moving 
— creature,  endowed  with  all  the  Sara-Bern- 
hardtian  gifts,  graces,  tricks,  and  manners. 
Whether  Fedora  had  to  be  transferred  to  the 
American,  English,  Dutch,  or  German  Stage,  it 
was  absolutely  necessary,  in  order  to  insure 
the  same  success  already  achieved  at  Paris, 
to  procure  an  Actress  who  was  willing  to 
allow  herself  to  be  prepared,  as  is  the  photographer's  plate,  to 
receive  an  exact  impression,  and  reproduce  a  true  portrait  of  the 
great  original.  An  Actress  so  constituted  was  found  in  Mrs. 
BERNAED  BEEEE,  henceforward  to  be  known  as  Mrs.  SABA  -  BERN- 
HABDT-BKEBE,  who,  as  SARA  cannot  learn  sufficient  English  to  play 
Fedora  herself  in  London,  becomes  her  substitute  at  the  Haymarket, 
where  we  had  the  pleasure  of  applauding  every  pint  of  Beere,  and 
"  chalaking  "  it  up  to  her  account. 

Those  who  have  never  seen  SABA  will  probably  be  quite  satisfied 
with  the  excellent  imitation  which  Mrs.  SABA-BKBNHABDT-BEEBE, 
by  close  study,  thorough  appreciation,  and  earnest  work  has  been 
able  to  give.  Appearance,  to  a  certain  extent,  is  in  her  favour : 
voice,  style,  and  want  of  experience  are  against  her.  Had  we  our- 
selves never  seen  SABA'S  performance  in  this  or  in  anything  at  all, 
we  fancy  we  should  have  recognised  in  Mrs.  8.  B.  BEEBK'S  rendering 
of  Fedora  a  struggle  between  Nature  and  Art,  which  had  resulted 
in  a  temporary  compromise.  A  deep-toned  masculine  voice  is  not 
)'  an  excellent  thing  in  woman,"  and  inability  to  modulate  it  or  to 
infuse  into  it  the  true  tone  of  pathos,  must  produce  a  monotonous 
effect ;  while  perpetual  restlessness,  unreasonable  and  inexplicable 
changes  of  attitude  (for  which  the  audience  has  not  been  prepared  by 
any  description  of  the  Princess  Fedora's  characteristics  previous 
to  the  Second  Act)  weary  the  spectator,  and  distract  his  attention 
from  whatever  the  real  serious  interest  of  the  situation  may  be  at  the 

moment.  SABA  can  do  all 
this  perfectly :  like  the 
dogs  that  ''delight  to 
bark  and  bite,"  it  is  "  her 
nature  to."  But  though 
Beer  is  associated  with 
hops,  Mrs.  BEERE  is  not  at 
home  in  skips  and  jumps, 
which  seem  rather  the  re- 
sult of  unoiled  mechanism 
than  of  natural  impulse. 
Act  IV.  Beere  rather  Flat.  Were  we  seeing  Mrs. 

8  ABA  -  B  EBN  HABDT- BEEBE 

for  the  first  time  in  our  lives  when  she  was  playing  Fedora,  we  should 
have  said  this  Lady  is  fashioned  by  Nature  to  be  an  exceptionally 
powerful  Lady  Macbeth  :  she  is  masculine,  commanding,  deep-toned, 
tall,  hard ;  she  has  not  any  of  the  tenderness  occasionally  evinced  in 
the  purring  manner  of  the  feline  Fedora,  but  she  has  all  the  charac- 
teristics of  the  Thane  of  Cawdor's  wife. 

Revenge  is  the  kev-note  of  the  play,  which  is  unrelieved  by  any 
display  of  passionate  love,  or  strong  motive  of  generous  self-sacrifice. 
There  is  in  it  no  honest,  wholesome  love-interest ;  for  though  Loris 
and  Fedora  become  lovers,  yet,  as  presented  by  Mrs.  SABA  BEBN- 
HABDT-BEEBE, and  Mr.  COGHLAN,  we  may  well  exclaim,  sure  such  a 
pair  were  never  seen  so  totally  unfit  to  meet  by  Nature,  except 
they  come  together  for  a  jolly  good  row. 

Loris,  as  played,  or  walked  through,  by  Mr.  COOHLAN,  on  the 
first  night— (he  has  "not  been  the  same  man  since,"  but  has 
considerably  improved  the  performance)  —  appeared  to  he  rather 
bored,  and,  we  own,  very  naturally  so,  by  the  gushing  Russian 


Array  Evolutions  (Mrs.  Ji.  B.)  and  Reserved  Force 
(vlr.  C.  Coghlan). 


Lady  who  sa  flops,  and  falls,  and  bumps,  and  bounces,  and  clings, 
and  pulls,  and  hauls ;  and  who,  regardless  of  the  proper  uses  of 

furniture,  perches 
herself  on  the  sofa- 
back,  tucks  herself 
up  on  a  chair,  and 
is  so  badly  brought 
up— (she  is  a  Prin- 
cess, don't  you 
know,  poor  thing!) 
— as  to  be  perpetu- 
ally putting  her 
elbows  on  the 
table,  and  appa- 
rently sitting  on 
one  leg  and  show- 
ing one  foot,  that 
we  wonder  poor 
bewildered,  quiet 
Loris  does  not  ex- 
claim, "My  dear 
creature,  do  sit 
still  for  one  min- 
ute 1  Do  remem- 
ber that  you  are 
not  the  diapha- 
nous, lithe,  electric 
belle,  SABA,  and  it  doesn't  suit  you,  you  know— it  really  doesn't !  " 

Though  Mr.  COGHLAN  is  worth  two  of  PIEEBE  BERTON,  yet,  as 
Fedora's  lover,  who  has  to  make  it,  as  Mr.  JOHN  CLAYTON  would  say, 
"  All  for  her,"  a  copy  of  PIEBBE  BEETON  was  really  required  as  a 
companion  picture  to  the  copy  of  SAEAII  BEENHABDT. 

Now,  take  Mrs.  BAKCBOFT  as  Countess  Olga.    Was  it  possible  for 
this  inimitable  Actress  to  be  anything  but  original  P   Her  originality 
is  herself;   and  she  would  have  refused  point  blank  to  copy  the 
French  Actress  who  was  the  lively  original  of  Countess  Olga.     She 
_<•----.,  plays,  as  she  dresses  the  part,  in  a  wonderful 

manner,  and  is  an  amusing  but  really  use- 
less personage. 
Again,  Mr.  BAN- 
CROFT did  not 
think  it  necessary 
to  reproduce  the 
individualities  of 
the  French  Actor 
who  played  Jean 
de  Siriex,  Fedo- 
ra's confidential 
friend  and  chorus, 
but  quite  unre- 
cognisable in  his 
wonderful'  make- 
up,' he  seemed  to 
be  somebody  else 
giving  a  clever 
imitation  of  Mr. 
BAKCROFT. 

Miss  JULIA 
GWYNNE,  late  of 
the  Electric  Sa- 
voy Light-headed 
Corps,  shone  as 
Dmitri,  the  pic- 
turesque Page-hoy,  or  Russian  Buttons. 

Mr.  BROOKFIELD  seemed  to  be  speaking  excellent  Russian  as  the 
Comic  Detective  Gretch,  whose  appearance  would  attract  a  crowd  of 
little  boys  in  any  thoroughfare  ;  Mr.  FITZPATBICK — bedad,  Sorr— was 
quite  at  home  as  a  guest,  and  Mr.  SMEDLEZ  as  M.  Rouvel  appeared 
as  a  Hay  market  old-stager,  playing  with  ease  and  elegance.  The 
piece  altogether  is  placed  on  the  stage  in  such  a  style  as  leaves  the 
Parisian  mise-en-scene  nowhere.  It,  has  been  a  plucky  venture  on 
the  part  of  JEAN  DE  SIBIEX  BANKBOFF  to  invest  in  .Russians ;  no 
expense,  trouble,  or  pains  has  been  spared ;  and  as  a  great  curiosity 
has  been  aroused  by  its  Parisian  reputation,  all  London  will  go  and 
see  it ;  and  that  will  be  a  good  enough  result  for  some  time  to  come. 
As  for^the  play  itself,  the  First  Act  is  a  long  way  the  best,  depending 
on  the  melodramatic  interest  of  the  situations  and  the  general  excel- 
lence of  the  ensemble.  Here  too  Mrs.  BEEBE  is  at  her  best  when  she 
exclaims,  "  Take  him  then,  you  are  bound  to  do  so !  "  There  is  not 
another  line  in  the  piece  suits  her  so  well  as  this.  The  plot  will  not 
bear  ten  minutes'  calm  consideration :  probability  has  been  recklessly 
sacrificed  to  the  necessityof  inventing  situations  for  SABA  BEBNHABDT. 
The  situations,  consequently,  are  effective,  the  piece  ineffective. 

NEW  BOOK.— Black  Draught  in  Books.  By  the  Author  of  Phyiict 
in  Pictures. 


Countess  Olga  (Mrs.  Ban- 
croft), a  most  engaging 
person. 


fair  I.  X.  imitating 
Mr.  Bancroft. 
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GLEANINGS    FROM    THE    PAPERS. 

SCWTK— Interior  of  a  Vint-  Clan  Railway  Carriage  on  a  Suburban 
Line.  DRAMATIS  PKRSONJE —  BIIOWH  and  JO.VKS,  who  have 
hurriedly  glanced  through  their  respective  journals. 

Brown.  Not  very  much  to  interest  one  in  to-day's  papers,  Sir  1 

Jones.  No.  Sir,  you  are  ri»rht ;  but  one  or  two  items  seemed  to 
strike  me.  I  see  that  in  the  Worm  case  they  have  obtained  a  decree 
nisi. 

Brown.  So  I  saw.  And  CHARLES  RUSSELL  showed  cause  why  it 
should  not  be  made  absolute.  Now  what  effect  will  that  have  '( 

Jones.  Well,  that  is  a  difficult  question  to  answer:  and  I  may 
mention,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  that  they  report  these  law  cases  in  such 
an  extraordinary  manner,  that  it  always  puzzles  me  to  know  whieh 
side  has  gained  the  day.  Now,  what  is  a  decree  nut  f 

Hrown.   Wasn't  it  a  rule  niti  f 

Janet.  A  decree  and  a  rule  are  the  same,  I  think.    Are  they  not  ? 

Brown.  I  do  not  know.  But  it  doesn't  matter.  A  rule  or  decree 
NUt  is  a  rule  or  decree  nut  until  it  is  made  a  rule  or  decree  absolute. 

Jonti.  Exactly.  Then  a  rule  or  decree  absolute  is  a  rule  or  decree 
absolute  after  it  has  been  a  rule  or  decree  niii. 

liruwn.  Precisely  so.  [Silence. 

Prown.  Bad  business  this  about  the  Becnanhas. 

Jonei.  Shocking.     But  what  can  one  do  ? 

Brown.  The  very  question  I  have  asked  myself.  Does  the  ques- 
tion He  in  a  nutshell  f 

Jones.  Of  course  not,  my  dear  Sir,  or  you  and  I  would  not  be 
pu/zling  ourselves  over  its  solution. 

Brown,  Admirably  argued.     What  will  the  Government  say  ? 

Janes.  BlsMAHCK. 

Brown.  Ah,  if  he  puts  his  foot  down  it  is  all  right,  but  will  he  ? 

Janes.  There  it  is.     If  he  does,  there  is  peace  in  Egypt. 

Brown.  Egypt  ?  I  had  an  idea  that  the  Beouauhas  were  the 
natives  of  Madagascar. 

Jonet,  I  won't  be  certain. 

Brown.  More  will  I.    At  any  rate,  we  mmt  wait  and  hope. 

Jones,  That  is  my  motto  too.  [Silence. 

Jones.  Good  speeches  those  at  the  Royal  College  of  Music. 

Brown.  First-rate.  MILLAIS  and  LEIGBTON  and  FHITH  in  great 
form. 

Jones.  One  moment.  Those  were  the  speeches  at  the  Private 
View  of  the  Academy. 

Brown.  Of  course,  of  course.  But  I  was  confused  between  the 
Royal  Academy  and  the  Royal  College  of  Surgeons 

Jones.  Music. 

Brown.  Ah  yes,  of  Music.  How  carefully  yon  do  study  your 
papers,  and  what  a  memory  you  have  !  I  am  no  use  at  all. 

Jones.  Don't  run  yourself  down.  I  certainly  try  and  master  the 
contents  of  my  daily,  but  I  gather  from  your  conversation  yon  do 
the  same. 

Brown.  But  unsuccessfully.;  What  do  yon,  now,  consider  the 
aims  of  this  Musical  School  ? 

Jones.  To  encourage  Music. 

Brown.  And  a  very  good  object  too !  How  will  it  be  worked  out  ? 

Jonet.  The  details  are  hardly  to  hand, but  the  general  idea  is  good. 

Brown.  None  could  be  better.  I  was  very  much  struck  with  it, 
speaking  for  myself. 

Junes.  I  too  was  highly  pleased  at  its  originality.  [Silence. 

Brcnon.  Are  you  much  of  a  theatre-goer  P 

Jones.  Not  very  much.     Are  you  ? 

Brown.  Moderately  so.    Is  there  anything  else  worth  feeing  ? 

Jones.  I  believe  that  that  fellow— what 's  his  name,  I  always  for- 
get it— is  extremely  good. 

Brown.  So  I  have  been  told.  And  I  hear  that  the  piece  at  the— 
tut,  tut,  I  shall  not  remember  my  own  addrass  next— is  verv  funny. 

Jones.  So  I  read.  [  Silence. 

Jonet.  So  they  have  got  another  of  these  Irishmen. 

Brown.  So  I  am  glad  to  read.  It  serves  the  scoundrel— 'see,  it  is 
TIMOTHY,  isn't  itf 

Jones.  I  think  so.    No ;  isn't  it  JOE  ? 

Brown.  'Pon  my  soul,  I  think  you  are  right ;  but  these  Irish 
names  are  very  troublesome,  being  all  BO  much  alike. 

Jones.  They  are  ;  and  the  trials  are  so  very  long.  Anyhow,  I  am 
glad  to  know  that  justice  has  been  done. 

Brown.  So  am  1,  heartily.  [Silence. 

Jones.  There  has  been  horse-racing  at  Newmarket  this  week. 

Brown.  Yes.  It  is  astonishing  how  these  meetings  spring  up. 
Were  you  there  ? 

Jones.  No.     I  only  care  for  the  great  races  of  the  year. 

Brown.  That  reminds  me  the  "  Derby  "is  at  hand.  Next  week, 
ia  it  not  ? 

Jones.  Or  the  one  after.  Ah  t  a  grand  race  I  I  must  have  my 
five  pounds  on  my  fancy  ! 


Brown.  Well,  once  a  year  I  do  the  tame.  Do  you  think  any  horse 
is  certain  to  win  P 

Jones.  It  is  hard  to  say.     And  yon  ? 

Brown.  I  haven't  quite  made  up  my  mind.  Hullo  I  here's  town! 
Good  morning !  [  They  separate. 

Kritwn.  A  remarkably  well-real  man  !    I  shall  cultivate  him ! 
Jones.  An  admirably-informed  and  close-thinking  person  !   I  shall 
try  and  travel  with  him  always  in  future  1 


THE  COMPLETE  LETTER-WRITER  ON  THE  NILE. 

Mr   BEAR  TgWFIK, 

I  HATB  now  the  pleasure  of  forwarding  you  my  General 
Report  on  the  present  condition  and  future  prospect*  of  Egypt.  '. 
might  have  communicated  it  to  you,  accompanied  simply  bv  one  of 
those  Official  Despatches,  of  which  I  fancy  yon  have  received  a  food 
many  since  my  arrival  in  the  country.  Oar  friendly  intimacy, 
however,  enables  me  to  address  you  through  the  medium  of  a  private 
letter,  which  has  the  great  advantage  of  not  actually  binding  Her 
Majesty's  Government  to  the  views  expressed  in  it,  while  if  every- 
thing turns  out  satisfactorily,  they  can  then  claim  the  fall  credit 
of  the  policy  which  I  am  about  to  expound. 

I  cannot,  of  course,  expect  that  your  Highness  will  endorse  every 
sentiment  in  my  Report ;  but  as  I  have  no  desire  to  be  held  personally 
responsible  for  all  the  recommendations  which  it  contains,  I  am 
anxious  that  people  should  think  that  the  projected  reforms  men- 
tioned in  it  are  exclusively  the  outcome  of  your  own  generous  and 
enlightened  nature,  although  I  dare  tay  that  many  of  them  will 
occasion  yon  and  CIIRKIF  PASHA /tut  a  little  surprise! 

It  is,  of  course,  a  source  of  deep  regret  to  me  that  I  should  be 
obliged  to  run  off  to  Constantinople,  and  spend  a  week  or  so  in 
London  en  route,  instead  of  remaining  to  witness  the  intense  grati- 
tude of  the  Egyptian  "Fellaheen"  for  the  unexampled  blessings 
which  they  now  enjoy,  which  include  the  payment  of  the  Bond- 
holders and  of  an  indemnity  of  somewhere  about  a  million  sterling. 
I  confidently  anticipate  that  in  a  short  time  your  Highness  will 
be  enabled  to  drive  through  the  streets  without  much  fear  of  instant 
assassination. 

Already  I  have  to  congratulate  you  on  the  progress  which  has  been 
made.  It  is  true  that  gross  official  corruption,  the  misuse  of  arbi- 
trary power,  and  a  thousand  injustices  prevail.  What  of  that  f 
Your  Highness  must  have  noticed  before  now,  the  cheering  faot  that 
this  is  the  best  of  all  possible  worlds,  and  that  everything  is  for  the 
best  in  it.  The  material  tranquillity  of  the  country  is  absolute  from 
one  end  to  the  other,  if  we  except  the  rather  dangerous  tumult* 
which  have  recently  occurred  at  Port  Said,  the  consequent  excite- 
ment at  Cairo,  and  the  open  rebellion  of  the  False  Prophet  in  the 
Soudan.  This  tranquillity  is  entirely  due  to  yenr  Highmesi's  benefi- 
cent measures,  and  not  in  the  smallest  degree  to  the  pretence  of  a 
British  garrison  capable  of  crushing  a  revolt  at  it*  very  ouUet, 

As  for  those  Fellaheen,  who  are  still  inconsiderate  enough  to  com- 
plain of  oppression,  the  knowledge  that  the  use  of  the  "  kourbash  " 
has  been  declared  illegal,  should  surely  console  them  for  any  actual 
Hoggings  they  may  have  undergone.  Should  they  still  have  the 
bad  taste  to  continue  complaining,  then  I  feel  convinced  that  the 
announcement  that  in  a  few  weeks  the  elaboration  of  a  \rw  Ciril 
and  Criminal  Code  will  be  completed,  ought  to  draw  tears  of  heartfelt 
joy  and  penitence  from  their  eyes. 

Your  Highness'*  generous  bestowal  of  free  and  Representative 
Institutions  is  just  what  I  should  have  expected,  considering  the 
very  strong  hints  I  have  frequently  dropped  upon  the  subject,  and 
the  fact  that  it  will  be  perfectly  easy  for  your  Highness  to  disregard 
any  recommendations  which  your  Representative  Assembly  may 
take  upon  themselves  to  make.  The  solution  of  most  of  the  other 
problems  in  Egyptian  reorganisation  will  rest  with  the  distinguished 
Europeans,  whom  yon  have  so  kindly— again  at  my  suggestion- 
attached  to  the  various  Departments  of  State.  It  is  impossible  to 
suppose  that  with  such'pomer/u/  coadjutors,  your  Highness  should 
ever  for  a  moment  feel  a  doubt  as  to  the  perfectly  independent 
position  that  you  so  ably  fill. 

Finally,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  assure  your  Highness— but,  as  I 
remarked  before,  quite  in  an  unofficial  sort  of  way— that  the  present 
arrangements  are  intended  by  Her  Majesty's  Government  both  to 
succeed,  and,  what  is  still  more  important,  to  endure,  an  intimation 
which  I  am  sure  your  Highness  is  quite  acute  enough  to  comprehend 
In  all  its  significance.  D-FF-K-JT, 

THE  LIVIHQ   CHESS  TOl'R*  AMEST   AT   lIKXULKR's. 

TURS  about  and  walk  about,  a  rare  fine  Show, 
Hake  your  figures  stalk  about  and  play  Chess  to  I 

CIOALITT  Ain>  QuAJmir.— The  three  new  Musical  Knight*  are 
quite  equal  to  a  Score. 
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A    FELT    WANT. 

Eligible  Young  Aspirant.  "AND  DO  TOU  EKALLY  APPROVK  OF  GYMNASTICS  FOR  YOUNO  LADIES,  MRS.  PRKNDKEQAST  ? " 


Proud  Mother.   "I   DO,   INDEED,    MB.  MILDMAY,   AND   ALWAYS   HAVJT. 

KS  THAT  OOULDN  T  KNOCK  DOWN   HBR  OWN    FATHER  !  " 


I     UAN    ASSURE     YOtJ    THAT     THEBB     IS    NOT    ONK    OF     MY 


THE  HARVEST  OF  THE  SEA; 

Or,  Father  Neptune's  Sermon  to  the  Fish-eaters. 
NEPTOHK  log. 

WHEN  worthy  Saint  Anthony  preached  to  (he  fishes 

(Of  course  I  was  present  to  hear  the  discourse), 
They  listened  intent  to  his  words  and  his  wishes, 

Expressed  with  such  unction,  applied  with  such  force. 
But  alas  1  as  we  're  told  by  his  poet-reporter, 

Although  so  impressed,  so  delighted  were  they, 
The  fish  did  not  follow  their  saintly  exhorter, 

Because,  after  all,  "  they  preferred  the  old  way .' " 

And  men  are  like  fishes.     Verb.  tan.    'Twere  irrational 

Much  to  expect  from  a  sermon  alone. 
But  there  is  a  text  ia  your  great  International 

Fisheries  Show  that  a  Sea-god  must  own. 
A  Show  so  colossal,  eo  grand,  so  complete,  is 

Quite  worthy  a  visit  or  two,  I  '11  he  bound ; 
I  should  very  well  like  to  step  over  with  Thetis, 

And  one  or  two  Tritons,  and  take  a  look  round. 

Bat  I  am  not  a  shore-going  fellow ;  my  function 

Is  wholesale  purveyor.     1  leave  it  to  you 
To  fetch  and  distribute.     I  see  with  compunction 

Yon  make  a  poor  job  of  it — save  for  a  tew. 
Great  hopes  are  aroused  by  your  great  Exhibition, 

They  '11  utterance  find  on  the  opening  day  ; 
But  some  thrive  on  things  in  their  present  condition, 

And  they,  like  the  fishes,  "  prefer  the  old  way." 

It's  a  very  had  way,  marked  by  greed  and  stupidity, 

Wicked  monopoly,  prodigal  waste. 
You  want  common-sense  to  contend  with  cupidity. — 

Isn't  it  time  that  you  gave  'em  a  taste  ? 


I've  bounty  for  all,  but  your  Rings  intercept  it 
Before  it  can  reach  those  who  need  it  the  most. 

They  've  the  rule  of  the  sea,  when  you  ought  to  have  kept  it. 
A'thought  that  should  check  my  BRITANNIA'S  proud  boast. 

Here 's  largess !    Just  look  at  it !    Ocean  is  teeming 

With  quite  inexhaustible  harvest  of  fish, 
In  number  past  counting,  in  worth  beyond  dreaming, 

And  free  to  the  world  ;  such  at  least  is  my  wish. 
But  the  harpies  of  Commerce  are  ever  beforehand 

With  poverty  helpless,  with  dulness  inert. 
They  take  triple  tithe  e'er  the  wealth  reaches  your  hand. 

You  've  now  a  fresh  start.    Shall  it  be  a  mere  spurt  ? 

The  poor,  ah !  poor  souls,  how  I  pity  them,  standing, 

To  chaffer  for  refuse  ;  the  drega  of  my  wealth, 
When  the  pick  of  my  hoard  they  might  all  be  commanding, 

Snatched  from  them  by  Capital's  sinister  stealth. 
The  harvest  is  bountiful,  opulent,  stintless, 

And  none  need  be  gleaners— there  's  plenty  for  all ; 
Miraculous  draughts  from  my  sea  wide  and  printless 

Are  yours,— if  you  '11  only  respond  to  my  call. 

St.  Anthony's  eloquent  sermon  was  bootless ; 

Will  men  be  as  dull  as  the  stock-fish  or  eod  ? 
Shall  Neptune's  well-meaning  remonstrance  be  fruitless  ? 

Will  Sense  shut  its  ears  to  the  ancient  Sea-god  ? 
Remember,  when  shouting  in  mighty  applause  of 

Your  big  Exhibition  just  opened  this  May, 
You  have  one  other  task— 'tis  to  shut  the  huge  jaws  of 

Trade's  big  greedy  sharks  who  "  prefer  the  old  way." 


"Tag  DAVET  CASE,"  recently  brought  hefore  the  sitting  Magis- 
trate at  Bow  Strtet,  has  nothing  to  do  with  Mr.  BRADLAUGH  and 
the  Oaths  Bill. 
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OUR    ACADEMY    GUIDE. 


No.  170. — Fiildle-de-(iee.     We  are  a  Merry  Family. 
1'rivato  Panic*  attended.   Arthur  Hugbei. 


No.  341  —School  of  Drsmitic  Art.     Pupili  rrhetr.ing. 
Cl  ief  Pupil  OD  Stage  right.    John  IV  tie,  II.  4. 


No.  342.— Guy  Fawkes'  Day  in  the 
Moun'  aim.  ••  Holloa,  Boyi  here'* 
another  Guy!1'  W.  I'.  Frith  B.  A. 


No.  842. — Singing  Tiger  at  a  Monster  Concert. 
Heibert  Johnson. 


No.  13.-  A  Dooty-ful  Person.    1  o  bo  llugt.u'd  ai 
a  Waukenphast  Advertisement    Arthur  Hughes. 


No.  267.— Mile.  X-wa.  practising  • 
Leip-Frog  Ballet.    James  Clark. 


No.  156.  An  Election  subject,  which  might  be  called  "  A  Blank 
Canvas.  H.  FASTIS. 

*»*  It  may  have  been  intended  by  the  Artist  as  a  hint  to  one  of  the  Acade- 
micians, whose  work  is  in  the  same  line,  suggesting  how  much  better  it  would 
hare  been  had  he  left  the  canvas  on  his  easel  as  tie  first  found  it. 

No.  210.  Lord  WOLSELEY  regretting  that  he  had  not  been  cat t  for 
a  part  in  Mr.  II ARRIS'S  Youth  at  Drury  Lane.  FIIAN  K  ROLL,  R.A. 

No.  249.  Performing  out  of  St.  Jamei't  Hall;  or,  Half  Hours 
with  the  belt  Lunatics.  3.  B.  BUHGESS,  A. 

No.  250.    A  Stout  "  Red  Line."    FRANK  HOLL,  R.A. 

No.  299.  A  Collarable  Imitation.  Portrait  of  Mr.  GLADSTONE 
on  the  morning  after  the  rejection  of  the  Affirmation  Bill.  He  looks 
AtHrmationly  Billions.  J.  It.  HERBERT,  R.A. 

No.  302.  "  The  Haunt  of  the  Moor-Hen."  Suggests  that  the 
Artist,  Mr.  W.  W.  CAFFTN,  should  paint  a  companion-picture  to 
this,  and  call  it  "  The  1  [uncle  of  the  Spring  Chicken." 

No.  324.    The  use  of  the  rod  to  children.    J.  C.  HOOK,  R.A. 

No.  330.  Early  Days.  Child  after  her  first  glass  of  wine  regards 
the  kitten,  and  determining  to  be  a  member  of  the  Bine  Ribbon  Army, 
whose  decoration  is  round  Kitty's  neck.  Sir  F.  LEIOHTON,  P.R.A. 

No.  334.  Eminent  Amateur  rehearsing  Hamlet,  with  property- 
Sknll.  JOHN  COLLIER. 

No.  344.  Feeble  old  party  in  his  second  childhood  has  been  per- 
mitted to  play  battledore  and  shuttlecock  by  the  hour.  Having 
exceeded  his  time,  he  is  putting  grandfather's  clock  back.  H.  8. 
MARKS.  R.A. 

No.  370.     Nymphs  and  Fauns.    P.  R.  MoKBIS,  A. 

No.  390.  "  Jol  sor  o'  chap.  Shall  take  pledge  'morrow  :  join  blut 
rib-all  n'."  J.  HANSON  WALKER. 

No.  391.    A  Beater.    P.  R.  MORRIS,  A. 

No.  436.    My  First  Toothache.    CATHINCA  AMTOT. 

No.  476.  Reverend  Gentleman  preparing  for  extempore  preach- 
ing. Closes  the  book  and  says,  "  How  can  I  recollect  that  verbatim  1 " 
Dedicated  to  Stokes  on  Memory.  W.  W.  ODLESS,  R.A. 

No.  484.  What '«  the  least  I  can  give  without  being  considered 
sttngy  t"  H.  T.  BCHAFER. 

No.  748.    Disturbing  a  pic-nte.    A.  W.  BATES. 

No.  883.    An  Awful  Bor«  !    R.  AHSDELL,  R.A. 


NO  BALL ! 

LORD  HARRIS,  the  most  energetic  of  men, 
Desires  the  enforcement  of  Rule  Number  Ten 

In  Cricket ; 

Insisting— a  thing  our  Obstructive*  might  stare  at — 
That  they  who  bowl  straight  and  bowl  swift  "t">11  bowl/air  at 

The  wicket ! 

Oh,  pride  of  the  emerald  swards  of  green  Kent, 

Could  you  bring  the  "fair  play  "  of  the  field  and  the  tent 

To  St.  Stephen's, 

Perhaps  it  might  lead  to  a  pleasant  revival, 
And  parties  might  battle  as  fairly  as  rival 

Elevens ! 

The  difference  there  betwixt  "  bowling  "  and  "  throwing  " 
Appears  clean  forgotten,  the  mischief  is  growing 

Appalling. 

Of  manly  fair-play  there  la  scarcely  a  tittle. 
It 's  oh  for  a  Rule  Number  Ten,  and  a  little 

No- Balling ! 


MRS.  RAUSBOTHAX  is  astonished  to  hear  that  the  Count  de  COAK- 
BORD  is  suffering  from  Fleabites.  Her  Nephew  showed  her  the 
paragraph  in  the  paper,  bat  she  only  told  him  that  "  Phlebitis  "  was 
the  French  way  of  spelling  it. 


Fancy  at  the  Great  Fish  Show. 

THAT  fish  increases  our  supply  of  brain 

We 've  of  t  betn  told  by  Sages.     Well,  ws  wish 

The  Sages'  schemes  may  show  the  converse  gain, — 
That  brain  increases  our  supply  of  tish. 


MEM.  AT  BrjRLCTOTOir  Housn.— A  picture  may  be  "capitally 
executed  "  without  of  necessity  being  "  well  hung."    And  tict  versa. 
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THE  NEW  BARONET. 

THEBE   are    those  who   win 

their  laurels  victors  in  the 

deadly  tray, 
Those  whom   all   the   people 

welcome  with  the  preans  of 

to-day ; 
There  are  those  too  who  win 

triumphs    in   the    piping 

times  of  peace, 
As  law-givers,  or  as  scholars 

in  the  lore  of  Rome  and 

Greece  ; 
But  who  now  has  gained  the 

Red  Hand,  what  may  be 

his  style,  and  claim 
To  a  place  upon  the  roll  of 

Honour,  whence  can  come 

his  fame  ? 

[Jot  upon  the"  field  of  battle, 

nor  amid  our  human  strife. 
Did  this  man  gain  fame  and 

honour,  though  his  right 

hand  bears  the  knife  ; 
Yet  'tis  his  to  dare  a  combat 

while  spectators, hold  their 

breath, 
His   a  never-ending  warfare 

with   the  forces  of   King 

Death ; 
His  the  Surgeon's  wondrous 

science  which  that  grisly 

tyrant  quells ; 
Fitting  is  it  that  we  hail  him 

henceforth  as  Sir  SPENCIIK 

WELLS! 


MBS.  RAMSBOTHAM  says  that 
the  first  time  they  play  Gou- 
BOD'S  March  of  the  Marie  An- 
toinettes at  the  Monday  Pops, 
she  will  be  there.  She  says 
she  has  only  heard  it  once, 
but  it  struck  her  that  the 
style  was  so  exactly  suited  to 
the  subject. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    136. 


SIR  SPENCER  WELLS,  BART. ; 
OB,  SIK  DISPUNSBR  WELLS. 


VENUS  AND  MARS. 

"  The  planets  Venus  and  Mara 
are  now  very  near  each  other." — • 
Astronomical Notei in  the"  Aihe- 
*<euin." 

You're  right,  my  most  sage 

Athen&iim, 

For  surely  to  every  man  it's 
Quite  plain  that  whenever  we 

see  'em, 
They  always  are  near,  those 

two  planets. 
When  soldiers  come  home  from 

campaigning, 
With  spoils  from  Egyptian 

bazaars, 
Old    sweethearts   with    ease 

they  're  regaining, 
For  Venus  is  true  to  her  Mars. 

No  matter  though  loves  Ori- 
ental 
Have  beckon'd  the  warrior 

to  rest, 

He  sails  back  to  England,  con- 
tent all 
His  faith  to  repose  in  one 

breast. 
No  other  can  e'er  come  between 

us, 
He  cries,  as  he  wins  in  the 

wars, 
For  Mars  is  still  constant  to 

Venus, 

And  Venus  is  true  to  her 
Mara. 


As  to  the  right  of  persons 
to  hold  public  meetings  on 
the  open  common  of  Peckham 
Rye,  it  has  been  decided  that 
no  Peckham  Rye-oting  can  be 
permitted. 

UNPOPULAR  GAME  AT  THE 
ROTAL  ACADEMY.  —  "  High- 
sky-high  ! " 


ATTRACTIVE  BAIT  AT  THE  INTERNATIONAL  FISHERIES. 

LAST  Saturday  saw— though  not  very  clearly— the  Offishial  Opening 
of  the  International  Fisheries  Exhibition.  It  poured  till  nearly  ten, 
and  then  the  streets  were  filthy.  But  inside  the  building  the 
arrangements  were  as  perfect  as  possible.  Uniforms— the  naval  pre- 
dominating, of  course— stars  and  garters,  ribbons — very  few  blue 
ones— and  decorations  everywhere. 

The  leading  points  of  the  ceremony  were  a  well- delivered  speech 
by  the  Prince  of  WHALES— (Ten  Thousandth  and  last  appearance  of 
this  absolutely  necessary  joke  this  week,)— with  a  hearty  finish 
about  an  English  welcome,  which  elicited  some  real  English  cheers. 
The  testhetio  Archbishop,  looking  as  if  his  long  locks  were  still  damp 
after  coming  out  of  his  own  See  of  Canterbury,  then  read  a  prayer  con- 
taining some  appropriate  Scriptural  allusions— not  a  very  difficult 
matter  on  such  an  occasion,  though  his  Quite  Too-Too  Grace  forgot  to 
make  mention  of  JONAH  and  the  Whale.  The  orisons  being  ended,  the 
choir  struck  up  the  Ancient  Hundredth,  "  All  people  that  on  earth 
do  dwell,"  which  isn't  at  first  sight  suggestive  of  anything  to  do 
with  the  sea,  specially  as  most  people  who  on  earth  do  dwell  are 
probably  indifferent  sailors,  and  would  rather  remain  where  they  are. 
They  should  have  sung  "  The  Sea,  the  Sea,  the  Open  Sea,"  which 
would  have  been  a  fine  Free-trading  Canticle,  and  as  for  the  religious 

§art  of  the  ceremony,  they  should  have  engaged  a  few  Sar-deans  to 
o  it.    However,  his  Too-Too  Grace  is  to  be  congratulated  on  not 
having  seized  the  opportunity  for  a  punning  discourse  on  the  Value 
of  Soles,  Shellfishness,  and  BO  forth. 

Then  the  Prince  declared  the  building  open ;  then  more  music ; 
and  then  the  Procession  returned  as  it  came ;  and  the  spectators 
returned,  gradually,  not  as  they  came,  thank  goodness,  which  was 
with  a  good  deal  of  scrooging  and  pushing,  but  quietly  wandering 
about  in  the  different  Courts,  inspecting  the  Chinese  models. in  what 
seemed  to  be  one  of  the  most  complete  and  interesting  of  all  the  depart- 
ments, and  being,  in  another  place,  much  exercised  as  to  whether  a 
black  sailor  standing  with  an  oar  in  his  hand  was  a  model,  or  real 
flesh  and  blood.  Personally,  it  struck  me  that  he  was  both,  as,  in 


spite  of  a  crowd  round  him,  half  afraid  to  touch  him  or  to  ask 
questions,  he  never  moved  a  muscle,  and  even  when  it  occurred  to 
me  to  test  him  with  a  silver  coin,  which  I  held  up  at  some  little 
distance  from  him,  but  distinctly  visible,  he  did  not  budge  an  inch ; 
though  this  might  have  been  accounted  for  by  the  thought  having 
flashed  across  his  mind  that  if  he  moved  to  take  the  coin,  and  so 
spoil  the  illusion,  I  should  have  moved,  too,  at  a  rapid  pace,  and  in 
an  opposite  direction.  I  will  not  affirm  that  I  should  not  have  done 
so ;  but  I  -can  testify  that  he  remained  statuesque  to  the  last,  and 
that  I  left  him  the  centre  of  attraction  to  an  admiring  crowd. 

Visitors  being  hungry  and  thirsty,  thronged  the  fish  dinner,  at 
sixpence  a  head,  which  I  could  smell  at  a  distance  (there  is  a  good 
deal  of  flavour  about  the  Fisheries),  but  into  which  I  could  not 
squeeze,  as  it  was  "full  up."  The  refreshment-rooms  and  the  bars 
were  crowded. 

The  Fish-Market  was  an  object  of  interest  to  many,  who  thought 
they  were  going  to  take  home  the  best  fish  a  bargain,  but  who  found 
that  as  a  rule  they  were  selling  at  West-end  prices,  and  only  offered 
an  inferior  article  at  a  less  figure.  This  was  a  great  disappoint- 
ment to  all  who  had  anticipated  pointing  a  moral  from  a  fish's  tail. 

When  in  working  order,  the  place  ought  to  be  a  big  success,  and 
if  Greenwich  dinners  can  be  done  for  a  shilling  a  head,  the  Trafalgar 
and  the  other  hotels  may  shut  up  for  the  season. 

The  Scotch  Fisher-girls  were  in  great  form,  and  doing  a  good 
trade  in  photographs.  There  were  Norwegian  Fisher-girls,  and  a 
dummy  fisher-girl  from  Boulogne,  watching  over  a  dummy  fisher- 
man lying  helplessly  on  his  back.  Plenty  of  amusement,  including 
Picture  Gallery,  Aquaritim,  culinary  apparatus,  and^ working  machi- 
nery. In  the  Picture  Gallery  the  portrait  of  .the  celebrated  A.NN 
CHOVT  in  oil  is  well  worth  seeing.  Further  detail  on  the  earliest 
opportunity.  

WITH  two  Cartoons  about  the  Fisheries,  with  Verses  on.  the 
subject,  and  an  account  of  the  Opening  of  the  Exhibition,  this  is  a 
Fishy  number  of  Punch.  Quite  an  exception,  of  course. 
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CONSCIENCE. 

£/.  P.  A'Mer.  "THE  MESNI»TEB  NEKDNA'  'BIKK  THAT  IIACKD  KM  HIS  DISCOOBBB. 


TBHB  'PLANTY  o'  LIIAU  i'  PUBLJU  FOEBYI  UK  I ' 


TRYING  IT  ON. 

"If  Lord  BKACONKFI  BLD'B  spirit  could  for  a  moment  animate  hit  Statue!  " — 
Lord  E.  Churchill,  in  huArticle,  "Elijah's  Mantle,"  in  fortnightly  Review. 

SCKNK  —  A  Public  Place.    TIME—  The  small  hours  after  the  House's  rising. 
1're.sciit  —  A  Bronu  Statue  and  a  Small  Personage  in  a  tig  Cloak. 

Small  Personage.  Ha !  There 's  nobody  looking !  No !  House 
dark!  G.  0.  M.  just  turned  the  corner  of  Downing  Street.  Give 
him  a  corner  he  won't  be  able  to  turn  one  of  these  days,  or  my  name 's 
not—; —  But  no  matter.  Peeler's  footstep  dies  away  in  the  distance. 
Nothing  about  but  shadows  and  sleepy  Cabmen.  I  will  I  (Carefully 
arranges  cloak  around  him,  and  strikes  an  attitude  at  foot  of  Statue.) 
Ah  !  Judging  by  my  shadow  on  the  ground,  it  's  like— very  like.  A 
little  long,  perhaps,  but  that's  only  a  question  of  draping,  after  all. 

If  only  this  Statue  were  like  the  Vocal  Memnon,  now,  and  could 

What 's  that  V  Sounded  like  a  metallic  chuckle,  or  as  if  one  of 
LAKDPEEJB'S  lions  were  trying  to  roar,  and  couldn't  quite  manage  it. 

Voice.  A  thing  that  sometimes  happens  to  other— lions. 

Small  Personage  (aside).  By  Jove,  it  it !  Well,  I  mustn't  be  taken 
aback.  Shall  one  who  stands  the  braying  of  BO  many  live  donkeys  be 
shaken  by  the  voice  even  of  the  biggest  of  dead  lions  ':  No  ;  brass 
against  bronze.  Here  goes !  (Alum!.)  My  Lord,  as  I  have  said 
elsewhere,  "  Your  phrases  will  bear  any  amount  of  microscopic 
examination  "  ;  the  meaning  of  this  particular  one 

Voice.  Apply  the  microscope  at  your  leisure.  What  is  that  you 
are— may  1  say  smothered  up  in  Y 

Small  Personage.  Ahem  I— it  is— a— well,  in  point  of  fact,  a  cloak. 

Voice.  Your  own '( 

Small  Personage.  Well— a— yes. 

Voice.  Then  I  should — change  my  tailor. 

Small  Personage.  Thanks.  But  1— ah— like  the  cut,  and— I  may 
jrow  to  it  in  time. 

Voice.  Provident,  very !  Second-hand,  perhaps,  and  bought  cheap? 

Small  Personage.  No;  had  it  madefor  me,  after  a  favourite  pattern. 

Voice.  It  is  one  which,  like  Charity,  would  cover  a  multitude  of— 
Jut  you  're  hardly  a  sin,  perhaps.  More  of  a  peccadillo,  ch  '• 

Small  Personage  (tweliingly).  Anyhow,  some  of  'em  hate  me  as 
though  I  r/v  ,  sin. 


Voice  (softly).  Not  original  sin,  at  any  rate ! 

Small  Personage  (aside).  Confound  him !  Can't  check  him — like 
CROSS,  or  sit  upon  him— as  though  he  were  STAFFS  (Aloiul.) 
Well,  my  Lord— if  that  is  your  title  in  your— ahem! — present 

sphere, — you  know  imitation  is  the  sinoerest  form  of 

Voice.  Impudence.  DAUBITOI*,  K.A.,  imitates  Nature— at  least,  he 
says  so— as  Hamlet's  players  imitated  humanity.  I  need  not  quote  ; 
you  are  doubtless  as  well  versed  in  poetic  a*  in  patristic  lore,  and 
know  your  SIIAKSPKAKE  as  thoroughly  as  your — how  do  you  put  it, — 
OB/GES  ? 

Small  Personage.  Ah !  my  Lord,  your  life  inspires  even  whilst 
your  lips  deride. 

Voice  (genially).  Better  1  That  life  you  say— elsewhere— "  may 
be  painted  in  a  sentence." 

Nni'ill  Personage.  Ah !  yon  have  read  my  article  in  the  fli- 
Monthly  Review  f 

Voice.  I  will  not  say  read.  But  there  is  a  sentence  therein  which 
paints  you. 

Small  Personage.  Which  ? 

Voice.  "  Whenever,  by  an  unfortunate  concurrence  of  circum- 
stances, an  Opposition  is  compelled  to  support  the  Government,  the 
support  should  be  given  with  a  kick,  and  not  with  a  carets." 

Small  Personage.  And  what  do  you  say  to  that  ? 

/...,•.  Only  that  borrowed  garment*  seldom  fit  well,  and  that 
eurrithnefs  is  not  courage. 

Small  Personage.  Will  you  explain  ? 

Voice.  No.  Yon  are  not  dull,  and  explanations  are. 

Small  Personage.  Since  your  departure,  the  party  —  election 
affairs,  organisation,  everything— has  been  going  to  the  dogs. 

Voice.  Will  that  be  remedied  by  relegating  it  to  the  puppies  ? 

Small  Personage.  But  you  yourself  were  vigilant,  bellicose, 
tenacious,  unsparing ! 

Voice.  I  fought  with  lions.  But  not  by  snapping  and  snarling  at 
their  heels.  To  imitate  Launce's  ill-conditioned  Crab,  is  not  to 
imitate  me.  In  politics  there  is  a  wide  difference  between  young 
Ishmael  and  a  gamin  of  the  putter,  between  the  sling-and-stone  and 
mud-Hinging:.  The  Mantle  of  ELIJAH  is  too  big  for  you— at  IT 
but  youthful  cleverness  may  fight  a  good  tight  under  the  "  Mantle 
of  Fidelity."  You  know  your  Percy's  Relijites'r  Verb.  sap.  [Silence. 
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ESSENCE     OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Commons,   Monday  Night,  May  7. — Had  a  chat  with 
STATELET  HILL  to-night  about  the  Far  West.     Hon.  and  learned 
|  Gentleman  one  time  thought  might  be  made  SoLtcriOR-GENERAL. 
Bat  a  grateful  Government  stopped  short  at  making  him  Judge- 
Advocate  of  the  Fleet. 

"  If  it  had  been  Lord  High  Admiral,"  he  says,  "  I  wouldn't  have 
minded.  But  other  thing  a  little  obscure.  So  turned  my  atten- 
tion to  ranching,  and  now  own  flocks  and  herds  innumerable.  Hough 
lot  of  men  out  there ;  hard  to  deal  with.  Threatened  outbreak 
sometimes.  Always  quelled  it  in  one  way.  Put  on  my  wig  and 
gown,  carry  in  right  hind  patent  as  Judge-Advocate  of  the  Fleet, 
and  go  among  them.  Effect  instantaneous.  Roughest  among  them 
quelled.  No  more  trouble  for  weeks." 

What  I  want  to  know  from  the  learned  Rinchemin  is  as  to  pros- 
pects out  there  of  useful  Dug  not  afraid  of  work.  Early  riser ; 
washing  put  out,  and  childreu  not  objected  to.  Seems  to  me  the 
sooner  we  're  outpf  this  country  the  better.  Did  believe  our  Fleet  was 
pretty  well,  considering.  Learn  to-night  this  is  quite  a  mistake. 

Lord  HKHKT  LESNOX  ambling  round  the  subject  for  an  hour, 
"like  Mr.  Mantalini  in  the  bonnet-shop,"  Sir  THOMAS  BRASSEY 
growls,  in  that  sea-dog  voice  learned  on  board  the  Sunbeam. 
Couldn't  make  much  out  of  Lord  HESKY,  except  "  how  very  kind — 
nothing  could  be  kinder— than  everybody  had  been  to  him."  This, 
coupled  with  little  reminiscences  of  the  time,  nearly  two  years  all 
told,  when  he  was  Secretary  to  the  Admiralty,  together  with  what 
he  said  to  his  noble  friend  on  a  particular  occasion,  and  what  the 
Right  Hon.  Gentleman  said  to  him  at  some  other  time,  made  up  an 
agreeable  hour  and  a  half. 

Quite  at  sea  with  Lord  HENRY.  But  afterwards  a  chorus  of 
dismal  foreboding  from  Sir  JOHN  HAT,  Sir  EDWAKD  REED,  Mr.  W. 
H.  SMITH,  and  other  great  sea  Captains.  All  pointed  to  one  con- 
clusion. We  have  no  ships  worth  speaking  of.  Too  fast,  or  too 
slow,  armour  too  heavy,  too  light,  or  in  tha  wrong  plaoe.  Guns 
burst.  Coal  won't  burn.  Steam  won't  "  get  up "  in  the  morning. 
Dockyards  inadequate  In  short,  we  shall  be  knocked  into  a  cooked 
hat,  if  Switzerland,  Portugal,  or  any  other  Naval  Power  declared 
war  against  us. 

Before  that  day  dawns  I  mean  to  be  settled  down  on  my  own 
ranche.  Business  done. — None. 

Tuesday. — House  of  Lords  debating  question  of  Opening  Museums 
and  Picture  Galleries  on  Sundays.  Lord  DCNRAVEN  pleaded  cause  of 
intelligent  working-man  in  moderate  and  lively  speech.  But 
majority  of  House  shocked  at  notion,  and  Motion  rejected  by  three 
to  two.  The  Bishops  turned  out  in  great  force,  miking  a  fine  show 
of  lawn  on  the  Bench  below  Ministers. 

"  Looks  as  if  it  was  washing-day,  and  they  had  got  the  clothes 
out  early."  RANDOLPH  says,  gazing  upon  the  scene  from  the 
Gallery.  New  Archbishop  present.  Looks  ^Esthetic.  Got  his  speech 
ready.  Intended  when  he  came  down  to  deliver  it,  but  so  nervous 
couldn't  get  it  off. 

"Pity  your  Grace  should  have  had  all  this  trouble,"  I  say 
(always  like  to  he  polite  to  an  Archbishop) ;  ."sure  great  loss  to  the 
world  so  much  eloquence,  argument,  and  common  sense." 

'  'JDon't  think  it  will  be  lost."  said  his  Grace,  sweetly.  ' '  Preaching 
shortly  on  the  destruction  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah ;  shall  he  able  to 
use  up  a  good  many  of  the  passages."  His  Grace  ought  to  carry  a 
lily  or  a  sunflower.  Notice  his  Grace  wears  his  hair  parted  down 
the  middle,  like  his  predecessor.  Suppose  this  is  part  !of  Archiepis- 
oopal  full-dress.  Ask  Lord  ROSEBERY. 

''Yes,"  he  says  ;  "  you  see  it  would  not  do  t<>  have  in  the  Primate 
a  mm  of  strong  ideas  and  masterful  ways.  When  you  find  a  man 
who  has  reached  middle  life  and  has  never  been  able  to  decide  on 
which  side  he  shall  part  his  hair,  he  is  in  the  running  for  the 
Primacy.  '  Au  juste  muieu '  is  the  motto  for  CANTEEBUHY." 

Lord  CAIBNS  muoh  please!  at  result  of  Division. 

"It's  not.  TOBY,"  says  he,  "as  if  I  asked  working-man  to  do 
what  I  wouldn't  do  myself.  Never  go  into  my  own  picture  gallery 
on  a  Sunday.  Lock  it  up  on  Saturday  night.  Also,  after  midnight 
every  Saturday,  turn  round  pictures  on  dining-room  walls,  in  pas- 
sages, library,  drawing-room,  or  wherever  they  might  catch  the  eye 
on  the  Sabbath."  Business  done  in  the  Cvmmons. — None. 

Wednesday. — "  I  knew  what  would  happen,  when  I  let  PLAYFAIB 
bring  in  those  pots  of  Oleo-Margarine,  the  SPEAKER  eaid  this 
evening,  as  Lady  BRAND  gave  us  a  cup  of  tea.  "' They 're  only 
little  ones,'  PI.AYFAIU  urged.  '  Yes,'  I  siid,  '  that 's  true  enough. 
If  they  were  the  size  of  a  sponge-bath,  of  course  you  wouldn't  bring 
them  in."  But  I  weakly  yielded;  and  now  here's  BKOADHUKSP 
brought  in  a  nail-making  machine,  which  he  calls  an  Oliver,  and 
works  away,  to  illustrate  the  Motion  for  the  Second  Reading  of  a 
Bill  to  amend  the  Workshops'  Act." 


"Couldn't  you  have  got  WINK  to  have  given  him  a  Rowland  for 
his  Oliver  ?  "  I  said,  seeing  the  SPEAKER  was  really  distressed. 

"  No,"  he  answered,  sadly,  "  that  Winn-a  do.  The  thing  must  be 
met  by  an  Order  of  the  House.  It  '11  grow,  till  place  becomes  sort 
of  workshop,  and  we  '11  have  to  build  a  shed  on  the  site  of  the  old 
Law  Courts  to  keep  the  materials  for  illustrating  speeches.  We 
shall  have  LABor/ciiEUE  next  ^bringing  in  a  cobbler's  stall,  and 
showing  how  they  make  boots  in  Northampton,  whilst  he  pleads  the 
right  of  the  constituency  to  have  two  representatives." 

House  a  little  startled  when  BitoADHtJRST  first  produced  his 
machinery.  Thought  it  might  hive  something  to  do  with  explosions. 
But  only  made  mils.  Most  interesting  process.  You  put  a  piece  of 
iron-piping  in  at  one  end,  turn  a  handle,  and  tenpenny  nails  flow  in 
abundance  from  other  end. 

"  Dear  me!  "  slid  BOBBY  SPENCER,  who  over  the  ring-fence  of  his 
collar  watched  process  with  childish  delight.  (Subsequently,  in  cloak- 
room, tried  his  hand  with  the  machine,  and  made  a  few  nails  for 
private  circulation  only.)  "Really  charming:  but  should  have 
thought  it  would  have  brought  down  the  price  of  nails.  Tenpence 
apiece  seems  a  good  deal,  don't  you  know." 

Thing  sure  to  spread.  Daresay,  in  moving  Agricultural  Holdings 
Bill  to-morrow  night,  Dooao.v  will  have  a  collection  of  spades, 
mowing-machines,  steam-ploughs,  and  a  few  drain-pipes.  Interest- 
ing in  its  way.  Makes  the  House  a  sort  of  superior  Polytechnic  ;  but 
likely  to  become  inconvenient  as  custom  grows.  SPEAKEK  's  quite 
right.  He  ought  to  have  put  down  his  foot  on  PLAY  FAIR'S  pots. 

Ilusiness  done. — Miscellaneous.  Threw  out  BaOADHUHST's  Bill, 
Oliver  and  all,  by  swingeing  majority. 

Thursday  Night. — Grand  Old  Man  in  grand  old  passion  to-night. 
Came  upon  him  after  Division  on  Clause  13  in  Customs  and  Inland 
Revenue  Bill,  thrown  out  by  a  majority  of  seven.  Tried  to  get  out 
of  his  way.  Thought  it  would  be  pleasanter  to  have  a  chat  with  him 
some  other  time.  But  he  "  was  not  to  be  denied,"  as  they  say  in 
prize-ring  literature  when  one  Gentleman  succeeds  in  planting  his 
fist  in  particularly  uncomfortable  relation  to  the  other  one's  face. 

"  I  want  to  know,  TOBY,"  says  he,  his  shirt-collars  flapping  in  the 
emotion  of  subdued  rage  like  the  mainsail  of  a  yacht  when  you're 
luffing,  or  tacking,  or  doing  something  that  makes  the  sail  wobble, 
"  what  I  want  to  know  is,  who  is  to  conduct  the  business  of  this 
country  ?  Is  it  me  and  my  colleagues,  or  is  it  a  few  Gentlemen 
below  the  Gangway,  who  are  what  they  call  Independent.  Here  's  a 
case  affecting  detail  of  administration  in  Tax-gathering  Department. 
CHILDERS,  on  his  responsibility,  says  it  will  work  well,  and  save 
£30,000  a  year.  Objection  taken  on  score  of  vested  interests.  Objec- 
tion fully  met  by  modification  of  scheme.  The  Conservative  Oppo- 
sition looking  on,  prick  up  their  ears.  They  can't  defeat  us  out  of 
their  own  ranks,  but  count  on  Land-Leaguers,  and  if  they  can  get  a 
dozen  or  so  of  our  men,  they  're  safe  to  run  us  close,  or  even  defeat 
m.  That 's  all  very  well  for  them,  but  not  for  us,  or  for  me.  I  can't 
carry  on  Government  on  those  terms,  and,  what 's  more,  I  WON'T  ;" 
and  the  Grand  Old  Man,  with  his  head  very  high  in  the  air,  and  a 
red  spot  on  either  pale  cheek,  strode  off  before  1  could  explain  that 
it  wasn't  my  fault.  Glad  to  be  safe  out  of  it  on  any  terms. 

Business  done.— Another  Government  defeat.  Early  to-morrow 
morning,  DODSOW,  looming  dimly  out  of  the  Fog,  explained  details 
of  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill. 

Friday. — Spent  afternoon  more  or  less  agreeably  in  foreign  parts. 
Grand  CROSS  on  first  about  Cuban  Refugees;  then  WiLFttin  LAWSON 
on  Egypt.  Finally,  and  appropriately,  ASHMEAD  BARTLETT  on 
India.  ASHMEAD  would  have  undertaken  either  of  the  other  parts 
with  equal  readiness,  but  the  others  getting  in  first,  took  what  was 
eft.  Grand  CB.OSS  got  on  pretty  well,  no  one  daring  to  smile.  In 
raot,  scarcely  anyone  present  either  to  smile  or  weep.  General 
.mpression  House  might  as  well  have  adjourned  yesterday.  But  let 
us  eo  now. 

Business  done. — Adjourned  till  Monday,  21st.  Derby  Day  the  23rd. 
So  what 's  the  use  of  meeting,  except  at  Epsom,  till  the  24th  ? 


A  BRACING  ATMOSPHERE. 

SPEAKING  of  Mr.  GLADSTONE  at  the  dinner  of  the  National  Liberal 
jlub,  the  London  Correspondent  of  the  Sussex  Daily  News,  says — 

'  A  storm  of  cheering  swept  through  tho  hall,  and  thon  the  pale  face  and 
he  leonine  front,  whi<:h  have  been  seen  in  the  van  of  Liberal  progress  for  so 
many  yearn,  were  hailed  with  thunderous  acclamation.    The   tossing  sea  of 
able  napkins  visibly  braced  Mr.  GLADSTONE'S  spirits." 

Why  all  this  praise  of  the  "leonine  front,"  and  no  word  about  the 
eonine  collars?  The  "leonine  front"  in  the  van,  savours,  too,  a 
ittle  of  the  menagerie.  We  have  heard  of  the  bracing  effects  of  sea- 
air,  but  possibly  a  "  tossing  sea  of  table-napkins  "  may  brace  even 
more  tightly. 

The  cheers,  the  shouts,  the  hearty  rapkins, 
The  tossing  sea  of  table-napkina  ! 
But  where  was  the  Poet  Laureate  ? 


TO  COKBESPONDENTS — la  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Hatter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
by  a  Stamped  aad  Directed  tnveloDe  or  Cover        Comes  at  MS    should  ha  kent  hv  the  Seiidan. 
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THE    TURF    GUY'D. 

RACY  SKETCHES  BY  DUMB-CRAMBO  JI.MOR. 


Ar-rirali  and  Latest  Scratching!. 


Maiden  I'lait.  Juvenile  Selling  Stakes.  A  Gallop  on  the  Downi.  Cannon  went  off  with  a  Bunt. 

-  Pr>'"t 


A  Waiting  Race. 


Archer  called  upon  his  Hone.  Fulling  up  at  the  Bend. 


Beaten  at  the  Distance. 


A  Sweep'*  Take*. 


Backen. 


SO  MUCH  IMPROVED ! 

Little  Vehicular  Farce  now  being  performed  with  immense  success  every 
afternoon  not  a  hundred  miles  from  Hyde  Park  Corner. 

Mr.  and  Mra.  BCRLTNGTON  BROWN,  who  have  taken  a  four-wheeled 
cab  near  the  Marble  Arch,  in  order  to  be  in  plenty  of  time  to  attend 
a  Conversazione  in  Grosvenor  Place,  discovered  enjoying  the  fresh- 
nest  of  Park  Lane  at  they  proceed  leisurely  towards  Piccadilly. 
TIMK  —  A  little  before  4  P.M.  at  the  height  of  the  Season. 
Mr.  Burlington   Brown   (continuing  discursive  and  enthusiastic 
panegyric   on^the  local  improvements).    The  change  is  positively 
wonderful.    You  wouldn't  know  the  place ;  and  oominfr  up  from 
Knightsbridge,  I  '11  really  defy  you  to  tell  where  you  are.    (  Warming 
ti-ith  tlif  subject.)    You  seem  to  be  entering  a  lovely  well- wooded 
pardon,  winding  deliciously  away  right  to  Westminster  Abbey.   And 
then  if  you  're  going  "West,  BLOGOAM— and  he  knows  a  lot  of  Artists 
and  fellows  of  that  sort;  yon  know— says  there 's  not  a  finer  bit  of 
architectural  landscape  in  Europe  than  the  corner  there.    Yon  have 
the  Hospital  facing  you,  and  those  blocks,  scaling — or  whatever  they 
call  it— right  away  down  to  the  left.    You  should  see  it,  a«  I  do, 
coming  home  from  the  Club  at  night !    Why;,  BLOGOAH  says  it  beats 
the  Piazza  delta  Signpria  at  Bologna,  or  Venice,  or  somewhere,  all  to 
bhivors.    And  he 's  right. 

Sirs.  Burlington  Brown  (pleasantly  impressed).  Dear  me,  how 
very  clever  of  the  LORD  Cit  AMIIF.IU.AIN  to  have  managed  it  so  nicely ! 
(Noticing  a  sudden  alteration  in  the  pace  of  the  cab. )  But  what  a 
great  number  of  carriages  there  seem  to  be  out  this  afternoon !  I 
hope  we  shan't  be  late  for  the  OTJEGOTXES  ? 

Mr.  B.  B.  Oh,  no !  lots  of  time.  (Looks  at  hit  Watch.)  "Why, 
we've  seven  minutes  yet.  You're  thinking  of  the  old  state  of 
things,  you  know,  when  there  always  used  to  be  that  beastly  jam  at 
the  corner  of  Grosvenor  Place,  that  made  you  late  for  everything. 
All  changed  now.  That 's  the  point  of  all  this  improvement : 
carting  off  the  Old  Ihike  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  (Again  warming  tri/h 
his  subject.)  Oh,  it 's  capitally  managed  I  You  '11  see  presently. 
They  've  cut  one  road  somehow  clean  across,  you  know ;  taken  a 
piece  off  the  Corner,  with  a  nice  slope,  and  a  curve  right  down  to  the 
top  of  Thingummy  Street  that  goes  into  Belgrave  Square,  don't 
you  know  ?  and  then  they  've  made  another  that  curls  the  other  way, 
to  take  all  the  back  traffic  ;  and  then  there 's  one  to  relieve  the  Park 
entrance,— awfully  well  dodged,  that !  And  so  you  see  it  doesn't 
matter  where  you  're  coming  from  or  where  you  're  going,  there 's 


no  waiting,  and  jamming,  and  letting:  you  through  a  turnatile,  and 
all  the  rent  of  it,  as  there  used  to  be  ;  but  there  '•  loU  of  room  for 
everybody,  and  you  just  fall  into  your  proper  stream,  and  there  '• 
no  more  hi  tub.  than  there  is  if  you  were  on  the  Embankment.  (Cab 
come*  to  a  dead  halt.)  Hum !  I  don't  ever  remember  to  have  ten 
it.so  crowded. 

[Looks  out,  and  watches  teren-and-thirty  omnibuses,  carriages, 
coal-tcaggont,  cabs,  drays,  and  tradesmen's  cart*  fan  from 
somewhere  to  somewhere  else  at  right  angles,  while  a  Police- 
man, who  is  superintending  the  procession  with  a  tense  of 
proprietorship,  puts  the  back  of  a  white  Berlin  glove  at 
intervals  deprecatingly  into  the  cab-horse's  eye. 
Mrs.  B.  B.  (after  three  minutes  and  a  half  of  it).    My  dear,  I  'm 
sure  we  shall  be  late.     Why.  it  seems  as  bad  as  ever  it  was. 
(Cuminp  to  the  point.)    Worse,  I  think. 

Mr.  B.  B.  Oh  no,— it  isn't  worse.  It  '•  all  right  It 's  only 
temporary,  whatever  it  is.  There  must  be  some  Volunteers,  or 
something.  (Nettled;  with  suppressed  anger  to  Cabman.)  Confound 
it,  why  can't  you  get  on  '' 

Cabman  (not  unreasonably).  Get  on  ?  I  should  like  to  see  anyone 
get  on  in  this  here  jam. 

[Advances  his  horse  by  way  of  experiment  into  neck  of  Proprie- 
tary Policeman. 

ProprietaryPoliceman.  Now  then.  Back,  will  yer !  What  are 
you  up  to  ?  Where  are  you  a  driviu"  to  ? 

[  Was  about  to  let  him  move  on,  but,  on  rapid  reflection,  again 
places  the  back  of  a  white  Berlin  glove  at  intervals  depreca- 
tingly into  cab-horse's  eye,  and  allows  another  procession  of 
thirty-seven  more  omnibuses,  carriages,  cabs,  coal-tcaggont, 
carts  and  drays  to  pass  on  from  somewhere  to  somewhere 
else  at  right  angles  in  obstructive  ease. 

Mr.  B.  B.  (after  aniither  tix  minutes  of  it,  in  which  he  has  taken 
with  more  or  lets  inaccuracy  the  numbers  of  three  separate  Proprie- 
tary Policemen,  an  Omnibus  Conductor,  a  couple  of  Cabmen,  together 
u-ith  the  addresses  of  the  owners  of  seren  private  carriages  and  of 
a  butcher  boy,— recanting  w\th  warmth).  It's  scandalous,  infamous  I 
D— d  bad  management,  that 's  what  it  is !  [  Glares  at  a  landau. 

Mrs.  B.  B.  Well,  it 's  no  use  exciting  yourself  now,  whatever  it 
is— for  we  're  late  for  the  Conversazione,— at  I  said  we  should  be .' 

(And  she 's  right,  for  spite  the  descent  of  the  Iron  Duke,  the  disap- 
pearance of  his  familiar  arch,  a  perennial  smell  of  pitch,  and  the 
wonderful  relief  of  the  traffic  at  the  "  Corner,"  there  's  something  i.tt 
wrong  at  Hamilton  Place,  and  the  sooner  it  is  set  right— the  better:) 
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SOPHISTICAL. 

Reveller.  "'TiSHLL'T  TH'  WHCSHKY  S'MIJSH— ISSH  TH'  ILLABILITY  T'  RALLY  IT 

VAKK8H   A  llAHL  'PPISAR "  [SUsdownl 


OUR  OITISHIAL  GUIDE. 
PABT  I.— PRELIMINARY  AND  ARTISTIC. 

FIRST  catch  your  Catalogue,  which,  containing,  as  it  does,  only  about  eight 
hundred  pages  of  printed  matter,  is  admirably  adapted  for  the  pocket  of  any 
waistcoat  large  enough  to  admit  it.  Having  secured  your  Catalogue,  remember 
that  you  are  in  search  of  fish.  Produce  the  excellent  plan  you  will  find  at  the 
commencement  of  the  tiny  little  volume,  and,  if  with  a  companion  inclined  to 
punning,  beg  him  to  let  off  all  his  side-splitters  about  the  names  of  fish,  such  as 
"sole  ideas,"  "getting  a  comfortable  plaice,"  "taking  to  his  eels,"  "herri"" 
and  straying,"  at  once,  and  have  done  with  them. 

On  your  road  to  the  land  which  was  once  known  as  Brompton,  but  which 
now  boasts  an  infinitely  "  genteeler  "  title,  you  will  discover  that  the  local 
colouring  is  unquestionably  nautical.  You  will  meet  boatmen  by  the  score  ;  and 
•whenever  you  get  to  a  cab-stand,  there  you  will  find  an  attentive  waterman. 
On  the  pavement  you  will  notice  that  a  fair  proportion  of  the  passengers  are 
"  half-seas  over,"  and  further  observe  that  the  nouses  have  all  their  blinds  down, 
no  doubt  to  keep  out  the  gaze  of  the  public,  "  gaze  "  being  used  here  as  an  alter- 
native word  to  avoid  a  tautological  repetition  of  the  noun  substantive  "  see.' 
Finally,  to  generally  suggest  ships,  there  is  not  a  single  shop  on  the  line  of  route 
without  its  sales.  80  much  for  side-splitters,  and  now  to  business. 

You  pass  the  turnstile,  and  find  yourself  in  the  department  devoted  to 
"  Fine  Arts."  For  a  moment  you  are  lost  in  wonder.  On  both  hands  you  see  the 
most  beautiful  designs  in  fresco,  which  you  are  told,  in  bold  gold  letters,  are 
all  painted  on  "  Willesden  paper."  Here  is  a  charming  view  of  the  Sewage 
Works  of  the  Native  Guano  Company,  in  which  two  contented  cows  are  intro- 
duced with  perfectly  startling  effect.  Close  by  this  specimen  of  Fine  Art  arc 
some  exquisitely  gilded  roasting-jacks,  or  hooks.  They  are  so  cleverly  painted 
and  so  very  much  like  screws,  that  you  come  to  the  conclusion  that  they  wouli 
have  been  more  appropriate  in  a  horse-show  than  where  they  are— a  hall  devotee" 
to  Pisciculture  in  allits  branches.  Next  to  this  great  painting  is  an  announcemen' 


about  somebody's  Marmalade  (a  quaint  sort  of  fi»h  found 
n  Spain  and  Scotland),  which  faces  a  spirited  drawing  of 
.  Lady  in  a  long  cloak  dancing  a  friendly  jig  with  a 
5ear.    But  there  are  not  only  frescoes  in  this  depart- 
ment, but  framed  paintings.    Strange  to  say,  these  are 
not  water-colours.    However,  as  some  of  the  exhibits 
ome  from  a  long  distance,  no  doubt  the  Artists  elected 

0  preserve  their  works  in  oil.    Amongst  the  best  are 
everal  specimens  from  the  Fishmongers'  Company.   But 
jrivate  individuals  have  also  been  generous  in  their  con- 
ributions.     Amongst  the  rest  is  a  Mr.  TARGET,  who 
•ather  lays  himself  open  as  a  mark  for  a  joke  by  dub- 
nng  himself,  in  large  letters,  a  "  Piscatorial  Artist." 
"le  has  sent  a  picture  of  a  fish,  which  is  infinitely  better 
.han  some  of  the  rougher  chalk  drawings  so  frequently 
liscovered  on  the  London  pavements.    As  he  modestly 

asks  £52  10s.  for  this  specimen  of  "piscatorial"  art,  no 
loubt  there  will  be  a  rush  of  bank-note  holders  to  the 
ffice.  By  the  way,  it  is  amusing  to  note  how  some 
of  the  pictures  have  been  valued  by  their  owners.  Two 
reductions  by  Mr.  DANDY  SADLER,  of  nearly  the  same 
lize,  are  valued  respectively  at  £800  and  £120.  The  con- 
.rast  in  price  is  very  marked,  as  the  two  paintings  hang 
jlose  together.  However,  as  in  the  higher-valued  design 

1  number  of  monks  are  represented   fishing,  possibly 
he  price  of  this  work  of  Art  may  be  connected  with 
i  cell. 

At  present  the  pictures  are  not  very  well  numbered. 
A  label  attached  to  the  frame  gives  the  only  informa- 
ion,  and  in.  some  cases  the  label  is  wanting,  so  that  you 
lave  to  fish  for  the  subject,  which,  by  the  way.  in  such 
a  place,  is  a  very  appropriate  occupation.  This  omis- 
sion is  noticeable  in  a  very  fine  work  on  the  wall  facing 
the  British  Sea  Department.  Fortunately,  the  subject 
explains  itself .  The  Artist  has  commemorated  an  occasion 
of  no  small  historical  interest  which,  hitherto,  has  alto- 
gether escaped  the  attention  of  our  modern  chroniclers. 
After  a  hard  and  not  very  successful  day's  angling,  three 
ishers  have  come  to  take  their  rest  in  their  Inn,  and  to 
while  away  the  time  with  some  strange  game  of  cards 
jefore  the  appearance  of  dinner.  The  three  companions 
are  no  lesser  persons  than  the  late  CHARLES  DICKENS, 
3anon  OAKLET,  and  Mr.  BRADLAUGH  —  all  admirable 
.ikenesses.  The  Canon  and  the  j  unior  Member  for  North- 
ampton have  been  drinking  some  compound,  to  the 
character  of  which  a  glass,  containing  the  shreds  of  a  lemon 
and  some  melted  sugar,  humorously  furnishes  the  clue. 
All  three  are  smoking  long  clay  pipes,  but  Mr.  CHARLES 
DICKENS  has  been  taking  snuff  instead  of  whiskey.  The 
Artist  has  seized  the  moment  when  the  Maid  of  the  Inn 
waggishly  produces  some  bread,  cheese,  beer,  and  a 
lettuce  with  which  to  frugally  regale  her  three  hungrv 
visitors.  Mr.  BRADLAUGH  denounces  this  outrage  with 
much  animation,  while  the  celebrated  Novelist  regards 
ihe  author  of  the  mauvaise  j>laisanterie  with  vigorous 
indignation.  Even  the  white-headed  Canon  seems 
annoyed  at  the  unseasonable  drollery.  Altogether  this 
is  one  of  the  most  interesting  pictures  in  the  Exhibition, 
and  should  be  purchased  for  presentation  to  the  National 
Portrait  Gallery,  which  is  conveniently  situated  next 
door. 

Another  little  work,  also  unlabelled,  in  this  depart- 
ment is  assuredly  a  perfect  gem  in  its  way.    The  Artist 
has  depicted,  on  a  small  canvas,  a  glass  nearly  full  of 
wine,  which  has  been  sipped  and  left  hurriedly,  some 
shell-fish  of  a  weird  character,  and  a  dyspeptie-lookin 
lemon.    In  a  few  vigorous  touches  he  has  thus  suggests 
a  tragedy.    Need  it  be  said  after  this  that  the  missing 
title  must  be.  "  A  Bad  Oyster  ?  " 

And  now,  having  cast  a  first  glance  at  the  wonders  of 
Art  in  the  Exhibition,  a  pause  can  be  appropriately  made 
before  considering,  on  a  future  occasion,  the  beauties  of 
Nature.  

A  Bold  Roman  Hand. 

(From  the  Pope,  who  has  shown  himself  "  the  noblest  Roman 
of  them  all,"  to  the  Archbishop  of  Cashel.) 

DR.  CEOKE,  upon  reflection, 

Make  no  Parnellite  collection. 

What  you  've  done  you  've  not  done  well, 

Bx>bbing  PETER  to  pay  PARNELL. 

Said  LEO  THE  THIRTEENTH,  "  I  am  inclined  to  adopl 
a  hopeful  tone  about  Ireland,  as  at  all  events  there  is  no 
necessity  for  a  CHOKE." 
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THE    NEW    CRAZE. 

Her  Orace  (to  the  ffeirea,  with  pardonable  pride).  "You  MTTST  L«r  MB  PRETEST  MY  SON,  LOUD  ALGERNON,  TO  YOU,  Mn>§  OOLD- 

MOBB.      Hi  OARRIK8  TDK    BANNER  IN  THB   SECOND   ACT  OF  THE  A'/.VO   X.VD   THt  COCKCIIAfER,    AT  THE   PA1TBKNON,   YOU   KNOW  I" 

\_Dtfeat  of  the  Army,  the  Church,  the  Bar,  Diplomacy,  Literature,  Science,  and  Art— even  young  Qorgiut  Midas  will  hart  to  hide  kit 
diminished  head  I 


BOUND  FOR  MOSCOW. 

(From  a  Nervous  Special. ) 

SENT  for  by  the  Editor  of  the  Boomerang.  Not  always  a  delect- 
able experience  to  be  sent  for  by  the  Editor  of  the  II.  The  reason  is 
generally  that  you  omitted  two  epigrams  of  Lord  RANDOLPH'S  in 
your  Parliamentary  Report,  or  wasn't  quite  up  in  the  subject  of 
herrings  (having  put  them  all  down  as  red)  in  that  Leader  on  the 
Fisheries  Exhibition.  This  time,  however,  I  wasn't  conscious  of  a 
comma  left  out,  and  so  faced  the  Chief  without  a  tremor. 

There  was  no  doubt  about  the  honour  conferred.  Our  Own  Special 
at  a  Czar's  Coronation  is  a  somebody  in  journalism.  You  can't  come 
down  to  describing  living  Chess  Tournaments  after  that ;  and  the 
chances  are  that  Printing-Rouse  Square  may  receive  you  when  you 
are  somewhere  about  sixty,  and  are  an  authority  on  statistics  con- 
nected with  the  Dutch  doll-trade. 

The  Chief  is  amiable,  too  amiable,  for  there  is  a  certain  tender 
tone  of  commiseration  in  his  explanations  that  is  not  encouraging. 
It  is  Moscow— it  is  the  Coronation ;  my  foot  is  in  the  stirrup,  and 
the  Fourth  Estate  is  my  own.  There  is  a  certain  diffidence  though, 
about  the  Chief,  which  is  rather  disquieting.  I  am  not  used  to  the 
Chief  being  diffident  with  me.  As  a  rule  he  is  rather  the  contrary. 
He  asked  after  my  wife  and  family  in  a  way  that,  while  it  touched 
me,  was  a  little  disturbing.  And  I  couldn't  quite  see  why  he 
emphasised  the  fact  that  the  Life  Insurance  Company,  the  Pho?nix, 
was  a  safe  and  accommodating  one,  and  had  advertised  in  the  news- 
papers for  the  last  fifteen  years.  Still,  I  am  to  have  the  place  nearest 
the  CZAR  ;  and  the  Chief  wants  to  know  if  I  shall  be  satisfied  with 
Half  a  Million. 

I  am  satisfied  ;  but  I  didn't  know  that  the  preparations  were  BO 
costly.  I  find  that  it  costs  ten  thousand  pounds  to  insure  my  life 
for  a  hundred ;  I  must  make  my  will ;  my  wife  insists  upon  two 
years'  income  in  advance  (in  case  of  Siberia) ;  there  is  a  regular  pro- 
cession of  friends  to  bid  me  good-bye  in  a  disgustingly  affectionate 
manner  ;  and  my  bomb-proof  breastplate  has  just  come  home  with  a 


bill  for  three  thousand  pounds.  When  it  comes  to  the  steel  gaiters 
and  boots,  I  don't  think  there  will  be  much  left  of  the  Half  a 
Million. 

Almost  wish  I  hadn't  accepted  the  Half  Million.  1  have  just  dis- 
covered that  all  the  staff  of  the  Boomerang  declined  the  post,  except 
an  office-boy,  who  is  too  consistently  beaten  by  a  brother  addicted 
to  rum  hot ;  he  was  tired  of  his  life,  he  (aid.  The  Railway  Companies 
want  to  know  whether  I  will  indulge  in  an  iron-clad  carriage.  I 
will.  It  appears  to  be  the  thing,  but  ironclad  railway  carriages 
aren't  cheap  ;  and  the  Half  Million  is  going  down  rapidly. 

The  Half  Million  is  gone.  The  last  protection,  a  body-guard  of 
Detectives  and  Prize-fighters  finally  exhausted  the  subsidy;  and 
now  if  anybody  will  give  me  a  nice  quiet  County  Court  reporter's 
place,  Muscovy  knows  me  not,  and  the  Boomerang  may  send  iU 
office-boy.  

"O  Tempera!" 

To  malign  the  Equator  was  held  a  bold  action, 

St.  Stephen's  can  show  a  more  mischievous  crime  ; 
He,  surely,  has  fathomed  the  depths  of  detraction 
Who's  ready  to  talk  againtt  Time .' 


CHECKMATE!— The  gigantic  Plaids  that  Ladies  are  now  wearing 
for  dresses  are  said  to  last  for  a  long  while.  Let  us  hope  the  extra- 
vagance of  the  check  may  prove  a  check  upon  extravagance. 


ROB,  BROTHERS.  ROB  !— The  Fishermen  who  are  up  for  the  Exhi- 
bition, seem  to  be  having  a  jovial  time  of  it.    They  have  been  all  day 
and  every  day  driving  about  town  in  vans  like  a  jolly  set  of  Van 
Trumps.    The  thirteen  vehicles  pulled  up  in  line  at  the  entrance  o* 
the  Ride,  and  the  Fishermen  gave  three  hearty  cheers  when  th 
saw  our  Rotten  Row.     Odd  thing  for  Fishermen  to  be  pleaded  -i  I 
They  might  as  well  have  hurrah'd  on  seeing  a  bit  of  bad  fish | 
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No.  440.— The  Enthusiastic  Chiro- 
podist in  the  East.  Lady,  whose 
bare  foot  is  about  to  be  operated 

upon,  is  nervously  turning  [away  No.  232. — APlea  for  the  Channel  Tunnel.   After 

and  looking  out  of  the  window.  a  severe  crossing.  Maidens  arrived  at  Dover, 

Walter  0.  Horsley.  have  missed  the  Boat-Express.  F.  Dioksee,  A. 

No.  238.  ^  Selling  her  Chickens.  By 
J.  CLAYTON  ADAMS.  The  Artist  has  not 
carried  out  the  idea  suggested  by  his 
title.  The  Henwife  should  have  called 
her  chickens  to  her,  and  then  not  given 
them  anything  to  eat.  This  would  really 
have  been  "  selling  her  chickens." 

No.  296.  The  Way  to  the  Temple. 
L.  ALHA-TADEMA,  R.A.  A  work  of 
pure  imagination.  Where 's  the  Grif- 
fin ?  Where  are  the  New  Law  Courts  ? 
Of  course  some  excuse  may  be  made 
for  a  foreigner  strange  to  London,  but 
there  can  be  none  for  the  Hanging 
Committee,  who  permitted  the  picture 
to  bear  this  title. 

No.  460.  A  Fleet  Marriage.  CHARLES 
GKEEN.  "  A  marriage  made  in  haste 
and  repented  at  leisure  was  called  a 
Fleet  Marriage."— WALKEB. 

Here  we  pause  to  recommend  to  all 
who  keep  their  Catalogues  a  new  game, 
which  might  be  called  the  Romance  of 
the  Pictures.  Take  the  titles  and  connect  them  by  two  or  three  verbal 


No.  13. 
This  Shoe 's 
By  Arthur  Hughes. 


No.  623. — Portrait   of  Sir 

K.  Cross.    Losing  his  head. 

Hubert  Herkomer,  A. 


No.  271. — Meeting  of  Magistrates;  or,  Dinner  of  the 
Beaks.  STORY. — The  Comic  Bird  of  the  party  has 
volunteered  a  recitation,  and  the  indifference  of  his 
brother  Beaks  angers  him.  W.  Q.  Orcbardson,  K.A. 


No.  392.— The  Dainty  Dog;  or,  Where  shall  I  take 
a  little  bit  out  of  him  first,  just  to  begin  with  ? 
Briton  fiiviere,  K.A. 


links.  Here  is  as; 
oat  of  these  may 


cimen : — Take  p.  6,  No.  20  and  following  numbers; 


constructed  Stories  of  the  Academy,  thus  :— 


Don  Quixote  and  Sancho  at  the  Castle  of  the  Duke  break  The  Studio 
Mirror,  and,  with  the  Tide  on  the  Turn,  they  board  The  Vessels  leav- 
ing Harbour,  and  reach  a  spot  On  the  Thames  below  Medmenham. 

Again,  begin  with  No.  44,  &c.  Coast  Scene,  Brittany,  Penelope  at 
A  Lobster  Supper  is  having  A  Row  on  the  East  Coast  with  A  Spanish 
Duellist,  after  which  they  went  to  her  .Father's  Dinner  at  The 
Entrance  to  a  Villa  near  Carrara,  Italy,  where  Storm  and  Flood 
swamped  A  Queen's  Scholar,  Westminster,  who,  after  catching  A 
Turtle  Dove  was  taking  a  little  Rest  with  An  Old  Fatalist,  painting 


the  Portrait  of  a  Lady. 
Again,  starting  with  No.  58. 


The  Grey  Lady  was  thinking  of 


Crossing  the  Desert  with  a  A  Real  Centenarian,  When  the  Summer 
Leaves  are  down,  while  Our  Eldest,  Tired  Out,  was  Going  Home  to 
St.  Sebastian,  Bruges,  to  pay  a  Morning  Visit  and  play  A  Quiet  Pool 


with  Bebelle. 

Begin  again  with  No.  86.  Once,  on 
Collins,  Esq.,  Senior  Past  Master  of 
the  Worshipful  Company  of  Butchers, 
got  into  The  Merry-go-round  with 
Mrs.  Rodolph  Hankey,  Far  from  the 
busy  Hum  of  Man. 

Taking  No.  205,  &c.  An  Arab  Girl 
asked  What  of  the  War  ?  of  someone 
in  A  French  Kitchen  Garden,  which 
she  left  to  carry  on  a  Flirtation  with 
Topeham-on-Exe,  at  A  Spanish  Mill, 
In  the  Strictest  Confidence. 

Here,  in  Gallery  No.  III.,  is  a  simple 
story  in  six  numbers,  from  No.  229  to 
hNp.  234.    Joey  was  in  the  Woodland 
a-'?H  A  Trumpeter,  Too  Late  After 
.  for  Wild-Duck  Shooting. 


A  Quiet   Noon,    John 


to  Pise. 


No.  809. 
The  Menagerie  Afloat.    John  Brett,  A. 


Same  Gallery.  Story  in  Nos.  from  250  to  258.  H.R.H.  The  Duke 
of  Cambridge,  with  his  Companions,  sat  Under  the  Greenwood  Tree, 
waiting  for  Jim,  Grandson  of  Sir  James  Anderson,  who  was  staying 
in  one  of  the  Roadside  Cottages  near  Jedburgh  Abbey,  where  the 
Still  Waters  run  Deep,  during  the  Evening  on  the  Hills  in  North 
Devon. 

Nos.  270  to  280.  The  Marquis  of  Salisbury  and  Voltaire  were 
Watching  the  Stalkers  in  a  Lonely  Country  at  Low  Tide,  while 
Richard  T.  Pickersgill  in  the  Fading  Light  of  a  Sunbeam  was  asking 
The  Right  Hon.  John  Bright,  M.P.,  to  assist  him  in  Gathering  the 
Flock. 

No.  294,  and  sequence.  It  was  Moonrise  on  a  Teesdale  Moor  when  two 
Sisters  on  their  Way  to  the  Temple  at  Windsor  on  Returning  from 
the  Pasture  presented  the  Right  Hon.  W.  E.  GLADSTONE,  M.P.,  with 
a  Winter  Bouquet  culled  from  The  Gull  Rock,  Cornwall,  which  is 
The  Haunt  of  the  Moor- Hen,  when  they  had  parted  with  The  Hon. 
and  Rev.  E.  CARE  GLTN  and  some  Daughters  of  EVE  in  a  Brook  in 
the  Meadows,  from  which  they  could  clearly  see  The  Vega  of 
Granada,  The  Alhambra  in  the  Distance,  and  the  Countess  of 

DALHOUSIE. 

Nos.  311  to  319.  A  Stranger  in 
the;  Monastery  saw ',  Count  FEEDI- 
NAND  DE  LESSEPS  'eating  Muffins, 
which  suggested  Tender  Thoughts  to 
a  Mortally -Wounded  Bandit  Chief 
exhorting  his  Comrades  to  return  to 
an  honest  living  in  the  Morning, 
when  they  could  take  a  Love-Token 
and  go  in  for  Measuring  Hops  in  a 
Kentish  Garden  with  My  Great 
Grandmother. 

Of  course  this  New  Game  of  Cata- 
logues is  endless,  and  can  be  played 
by  any  number.  The  beet  story  to 
win  the  prize. 


iss:;. 
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GEIGSBY  GIVES  UP  LAW  AND  BECOMES  A  WINE-MERCHANT. 

SCENE— His  Wat  End  Office. 

Origsby.  "WHERE  DO  YOU  DINB  TO-NIGHT,  POMPBY?" 
Pompey  Bedell  Junior.  "WITH  TUB  GOVERNOR." 

Origsby.  "DON'T  TOUCH  HIS  CHAMPAGNE,  OLD  MiN  !     I  WARN  YOU  I" 
Pompey  Bedell  Junior.  "How  ABOUT  THE  CLARBT  I" 

Origsby.  "  CAN'T  SAY  ANYTHING  ABOUT  HIS  CLARET.    DOBSN'T  OBT  IT  HXRK, 
YOU  KNOW  ! " 


Tni:i:K  HSHMI>M;KRS. 

THKKP.  Fishmongers  looked  for  a  sale  down  West, 
In  the  heart  of  the  West,  when  the  world  'i  in  town, 
Kach  thought  of  the  neighbourhood  paying  him  best 
Where  the  prices  go  up  out  never  come  down ; 
For  fooli  will  pay  when  they  can't  buy  cheap, 
So  back  to  the  tea  every  day  goes  a  heap, 
While  the  Public  look  on  groaning. 

Three  Stores  were  set  np  some  miles  from  the  Tower, 

And  the  tish  rot  West  all  over  the  town, 

And  the  Middlemen  cried,  "  We're  in  for  a  shower, 

If  this  goes  on  I     Why,  the  price  will  come  down ! 

For  men  will  dine,  and — if  they  can— cheap, 

And  the  Public  seems  waking  at  last  from  its  sleep — 

It 's  so  precious  tired  of  groaning !  " 

Three  Bankrupt*  are  showing  their  empty  hands, 
And  all  that  they  get  for  their  pains  is  a  frown, 
And  a  "  Serve  you  right— why,  'twas  your  demands 
That  for  years  nave  plundered  and  starved  the  town!" 
Bnt  fools  grow  wise,  and  fish  can  get  cheap. 
Three  halfpence  a  pound  anywhere  in  the  heap, 
And  the  Public  has  done  with  its  groaning ! 


POBTRY  AND  PATHOLOGY.—  Mr.  JAMBS  RnMBLL  LoWBLL 

says,  "  There  is  no  such  tonic  as  DABTK."    This  opens 
up  a  new  field  for  Art-hobbyist*.    "  The  Poetic  Treat- 
ment of  Disease  "  would  be  a  taking  title  for  a  paper  in 
the  "  Transactions  of  the  Omnivagant  Society."  "  DANTB 
as  a  tonic  "  is  sweetly  suggestive.     Equally  so  would  be 
'TuppRR  as  a  sedative."  "BBOWNIHO  as  an  irritant," 
TENNYSON  as  a  demulcent,"  or  "  OSCAR  WILDE  a*  an 

em "    Well,  Mrs.  KAJISBOTIIAM  might  use  the  word 

by  mistake  for  tcsthetic. 


EPSOM   EPIGRAMS. 

THE  STKAIi.li T  TIP. 

"  HERB'S  the  straight  tip,"  he  cried,  and  raised  his  head, 
"  The  Winner  could  be  spotted  by  a  babby. 

I  never  lose."     "  Why  then,  my  friend."  I  »aid, 
"  Do  you  look  so  unconscionably  shabby  ':  " 

TUB  L09KH. 

He's  sick,  to  he  says,  of  the  Season, 
And  longs  to  be  off,  that  is  queer : 

I  think  I  could  tell  him  the  reason — 
He 's  not  backed  a  winner  this  year  ! 

NEXT   UORNIKO. 

Oh,  my  poor  head  feels  a  load  a 
Man  can't  carry !    Bring  the  soda  1 

If  result  is  this  dytpep some 

Other  chap  may  go  to  Epsom. 


A    SHY    AT    THE    STICKS; 

OR,  POLITICAL  KNOCK'EMDOWNa. 

Proprietor  (ironically).  Play  up,  Genta !    Play  up,  Gents  ! 
Small  Soy  (cockily).  Oh,  never  you  fear ! 

We  mean  having  the  lot. 

Assistant  (aside).  You  may  find  'em  come  dear. 

Proprietor.  All  serene,  noble  Sportsmen,  lota  more  in  the  sack  I 
First  Noble  Sportsman  (to  Secotul  ditto).  STAFF,  you  do  not  play 
hard  enough.    Look  at  me !     Whack  .' .' .' 

[Shies  big  stick  furiously,  and  misses. 
Second  Noble  Sportsman  (blandly).  Ah !  you  see  those  hot  shots 

are  so  likely  to  miss  ; 
Just  a  delicate  tip  in  my  style.    Look  at  this ! 

[Sends  in  a  gentle  underhander,  and  misses. 
First  Noble  Sportsman  (sardonically).    Your   curly  ones   don't 

always  pay,  my  dear  chap. 

Small  Soy  (scornfully).  What  a  pair  of  old  crones  !     Ah !  /  '11 
show  'em.     Ker-slap  I 

[Shies  smartly,  and  knocks  over  a  cocoa-nut. 
Hooray  !    That  'B  your  style  I    Had  their  eye  on  that  one 
For  no  end  of  a  time,  and  I  've  copped  it.    What  fun ! 
Other  Small  Soys  in  Chorus.  Bray vo,  little  RANDY  1    You've  got 

one  at  last. 

Second  Noble  Sportsman  (tartly).   I  say,  my  dear  CECIL,  that 
youngster  'B  too  fast. 


First  Noble  Sportsman  (smilingly).  Ah  I  think  so  P    (Shies  again 

vigorously.)    On,  hang  it  I    It 's  dropped  in  the  bag. 
Assistant  (replacing  nut).  Aha  1  my  fine  swell.    Won't  add  that 

to  your  swag. 

Lor  I  what  duffers  they  are.    Only  toilers  and  spinners 
Have  strength  and  sure  sight  at  this  game  to  be  winner*, 
That  is,— in  the  long  run. 
Proprietor  (coolly).  Play  up,  Gents  J    Play  up  I 

They  are  all  sound  and  milky  ones !     (AMe.)    Shies  like  a 


That  black-a-vised  fellow.    I  know  him  of  old. 

Not  much  of  an  eye  though  he 's  dashing  and  bold. 

That  tittuppy  chap  with  the  pantaloon  beard, 

Straighter  aims,  but  falls  short.   Oh.  play  up  1   Who 's  afeard  ? 
Small  Soy  (vociferously).  Play  up !     Have  'em  down ! !    Shy  at 

everything .' .' .' 
First  Noble  Sportsman.  Yes. 

If  we  pelt  long  enough  we  shall  break  him,  I  guess. 
Assistant  (aside).  Humph  I    The  Gnv'nor  is  taking  it  easy  1    All 
right ! 

Only,— well,  we  should  show  a  good  balance  at  night, 

Or  the  game  may  be  crabbed. 
Proprietor  (confidently).  Don't  you  kick  up  a  fuss, 

The  more  they  Bhy — wildly — th«  better  for  us  ! 

SONO  FOR  THE  STABLE.— Horse  Chaunting.    Would  equally  apply 
to  a  Vocalist  with  a  cold. 
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SIGNS  OF  THE  SEASON. 

IN  the   Spring  the  Sporting 

Prophet  once  again  begins 

to  smile, 
In  the  Spring  the  Junior  Clerk 

procures   himself    another 

•'  tile." 
In   the   Spring  the  Willow- 

wielder    thinks    again   of 

GRACE  and  SHAW, 
In  the  Spring  the  Spouter's 

fancy     lightly     turns    to 

thoughts  of  "jaw." 
In  the  Spring  the  pail  domestic 

haunts  the  hall  and  blocks 

the  stair, 

In  the  Spring  the  scrubbing- 
brush  is  worn  down  to  its 

latest  hair. 
In    the   Spring    the   chivied 

Briton   finds   his  house  a 

damp  Gehenna, 
In  the  Spring  the  mind  mater- 
nal dwells  on  thoughts  of 

salts  and  senna. 
In   the    Spring  the  blushful 

maiden  sits  in  sentimental 

dreams. 
In  the  Spring  the  impecunious 

is  aware  of  shiny  seams. 
In  the  Spring  the  callow  poet 

tempts     again    the     soft 

iambic, 
In  the  Spring  e'en  the  "  Times" 

leader  drops  into  the  dithy- 

rambic  ! 


Sensible  Advice. 

"  Bur  I  am  anxious  to  have 
a  Stake  in  the  country,"  said 
a  pompous  young  Politician. 
"Then  po  down  to  the  Red 
Lion  at  Henley,  and  order  it 
at  once,  with  broiled  Mush- 
rooms and  Pommery  Sec,"  said 
Mr.  Punch,  "  and  let  me 
know  when  it 's  ready  I  " 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    137. 


SORTES  DERBYAN^E. 

PKOCURE  a  Correct  Card  or 
list  of  the  horses.  Write  the 
name  of  each  horse  on  a  paper 
billet.  Fold  the  billets  up 
singly,  and  put  them  into  a 
hat,  as  for  an  ordinary  sweep. 
Shake  the  hat,  shut  your  eyes, 
and  take  out  two  billets  at 
random  with  your  left  hand. 
Open  your  peepers ;  write 
"heads"  on  one  of  the  billets 
and  "tails"  on  the  other. 
Now  sky  ^a  copper,  and  if  it 
comes  down  heads,  back  the 
horse  named  in  the  billet 
marked  "tails";  but  should 
the  coin  turn  up  tails,  then 
put  your  money  on  the  quad- 
j  ruped  indicated  by  the  lot 
'  with  "  heads  "  inscribed  on  it. 

Before  extracting  the  billets 
from  the  hat  (some  advise  you 
to)  throw  three  pinches  of  salt 
over  the  left  shoulder. 

The  foregoing  formula  for 
infallibly  spotting  the  right 
steed  is  said  to  have  been  de- 
rived by  tradition  from  the 
betting-ring  of  the  Isthmian 
Games. 


THE    WINNER    OF    THE    DERBY, 
As  BACKED  B?  OUR  SPORTING  ARTIST. 


WE  are  sorry  to  hear  our 
old  friend  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM 
has  been  suffering  from  a  bad 
sore  throat.  But  it  is  to  be 
hoped  that  the  "contingent 
gargoyle  to  be  taken  fre- 
quently, and  the  imprecation 
to  be  rubbed  well  in  night 
and  morning,"  as  prescribed 
by  her  Medical  Attendant, 
will  have  a  beneficial  effect. 


MODERN  TRAVEL  EPITO- 
MISED.— Hurry,  Worry,  and 
Murray. 


HOLIDAY  PLOTS. 

Lord  R-nd-lph  Ch-rch-tt.  Think  I  see  my  way  to  inflicting 
another  crushing  defeat  on  Government  after  Whitsuntide.  That 
decision  of  House  with  regard  to  Income  Tax  Collectors  was  a 
regular  knock-down  blow  for  GLADSTONE.  Quite  wonder  he 's  able 
to  be  so  cheerful  at  Hawarden  after  it.  Speaking  personally,  I 
should  call  it  not  merely  a  defeat,  but  a  disaster.  Strange  that 
CHILDERS  doesn't  see  it  in  that  light  and  resign  at  once.  However, 
the  next  blow  of  this  sort  must  finish  the  Ministry.  Have  arranged 
with  GOBST  that  he  is  to  move  artful  amendment  to  Tenants'  Com- 
pensation Bill— "House  considers  that  Law  of  Distraint,  if  treated 
at  all,  should  be  dealt  with  in  a  separate  measure."  This  will  gain 
votes  of  Radicals,  who  are  wild  with  Government  for  not  abolishing 
Distress  altogether  ;  Whigs,  who  are  glad  of  any  decent  excuse  for 
shelving  the  subject ;  and  Home-Rulers,  of  course.  Don't  quite  like 
mLX"1S  *?th  latter.  Haven't  yet  subscribed  to  Parnell  Testimonial 
i  and.  Still,  they  are  useful  sometimes,  and  I  can  chuck  'em  over  easily 
when  our  Party  in  power.  With  help  of  ordinary  Opposition,  led  by 
their  very  ordinary  leader,  STAFFIT.  who'll  follow  me  into  Lobby 

:e  a  lamb,  as  he  always  does  after  little  speech  to  show  my  motion 
not  in  the  least  necessary,  believe  I  can  easily  beat  GLADSTONE  ! 
However,  if  that  dodge  fails,  WOLFE  's  got  another.  In  Supply, 
when  lew  Members  present,  means  to  move  to  reduce  Deputy-Door- 
keeper s  salary  by  ten  shillings  yearly.  Below-Gangway  Radicals 
will  be  with  him  to  a  Professor.  Fancy  I  can  finesse  a  triumph,  and 
then  a  glorious  future  opens  before  me  1  Impossible  for  any  Ministry 
to  carry  on  government  of  a  country  when  defeated  on  question  of 
salary  for  a  Deputy-Doorkeeper. 

Mr,  Boanergei  Timoleon  Golden  Smith,  M.P.  Don't  care  what 
OLAD8TONE  thinks  of  me.  Principle  before  Party,  Jsay.  If  WOLFE 
does  really  propose  reduction  of  Deputy-Doorkeeper's  salary,  shall 
certainly  vote  with  him.  "  Fiat  Economy,  Ruat  GLADSTONE!" 

'on  t  relish  voting  against  Government,  but  what  on  earth  is  the 
t  having  principles,  if  one  doesn't  assert  'em  at  most  inconve- 


nient time  ?  Then  there 's  GORST  proposing  to  deal  with  Law  of 
Distress  in  separate  Bill.  Cordially  approve  of  the  idea,  though  not 
of  GORST.  Let 's  abolish  Distress  altogether  !  Distressing,  of  course, 
to  vote  with  Fourth  Party,  but  can't  be  helped. 

The  Parnellite  Member.  Down  with  the  Tyrants  of  the  Treasury 
Bench  1  CHTTBCHILL  is  really  quite  polite  to  us,  occasionally.  Can't 
we  get  up  debate  on  recent  executions  ?  Don't  approve  of  murder — 
oh  dear,  no !  Still,  should  like  to  worry  old  MARIVOOD  a  little. 
HABCOUKT  bound  to  defend  him.  There 's  WOLFE'S  Motion  about 
Deputy-Doorkeeper.  Rather  a  nice  fellow,  I  fancy.  Found  him 
quite  tender  when  he 's  been  conducting  me  out  of  the  House  on  the 
frequent  occasions  of  my  suspension  for  insulting  language.  Sorry 
to  do  anything  to  injure  Deputy-Doorkeeper's  feelings,  but  principle 
first,  of  course  I  If  we  can  only  defeat  Government  on  this  vital 
point,  perhaps  the  hated  Saxon  will  give  us  a  Parliament  of  our  own, 
and  come  and  spend  his  money  among  us,  too. 

The  Hon  Trevor  Fitztrevor.  Told  to-day  by  CHABLIE  at  our  Club 
(the  "Exclusive")  that  GLADSTONE  was  really  intriguing  to  sur- 
render Egypt  to  Transvaal  Boers !  This  is  dreadful,  if  true.  Always 
thought  GLADSTONE — but  no,  must  really  try  and  remember  that  I 
was  returned  as  a  good  Liberal,  or  at  all  events  as  a  good  Whig. 
CHARLIE  says  Government  is  going  to  dish  all  great  estates,  by 
abolishing  Law  of  Distress.  Don't  know  what  Law  of  Distress 
means.  Suppose  some  of  my  Constituents  do.  Wonder  what  they 
think  about  Law  of  Distress  ?  All  I  know  is  that  some  of  'em  are 
awfully  angry  at  my  vote  against  Affirmation  Bill.  Wonder  if 
CHARLIE  's  right  when  he  says  Birmingham  fellows  will  have  all  our 
estates  if  I  don't  vote  "the  straight  ticket  "—meaning,  for  GORST'S 
Amendment.  Why  not  stay  away  from  Division  ?  CHABLIE'S  just 
arranged  an  awfully  jolly  week — Epsom,  yacht  to  Cherbourg,  three 
days  at  Paris,  and  back.  Whips  will  be  at  me  like  anything  if  I  go 
away.  Hang  the  Whips !  Hang  GLADSTONE  too !  No,  on  second 
thoughts,  must  try  and  recollect  how  good  a  Liberal  I  really  am.  But 
just  one  vote  can't  matter  much  to  Government,  can  it  ?  No,  shall  go 
with  CHABLIE,  and  explain  things  to  my  Constituents  if  Government 
is  defeated.  [And,  if  this  sort  of  thing  goes  on,  it  possibly  may  be. 
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EXACERBATION. 

She  (they  hud  quarrelled,  and  teere  exchanging  back  their  Love-letters).   "  I  SCPPOSB  I  NIBDN'T 

TROUBLK  TO   KBTUKN   THK   LOCKS  Or   HAIR  YOU 'VB  SENT   UK  !" 

[Sutke'dno  "tense  of  humour  "  I 


THE  PRINCES  AMONG  THE  FISHMONGERS. 

TIIK  dream  of  my  erly  youth,  the  one  fond  ope  of  my  blooming  manhood,  and  the  principle 
hobject  of  my  full  blown  wigerous  egsistence  is  acoraplieht,  and  I  have  had  the  crowning;  glory 
of  waiting  upon  all  the  Royal  Princes  of  the  British  Crown  at  one  time  ! 

Ah  I  that  was  a  Bankwet  that  was !  I  have  oifen  and  offen  had  the  question  put  to  me  by 
rlust  mm*  forreners  and  strangers  of  distinkshun,  which  was  the  principle  Guild  in  the  hole 
City  of  London ':  and  1  have  declined  to  anser  the  question  for  fear  of  giving;  a  fence,  but  after 
last  Satterday's  show  up  in  the  way  of  Princes  and  Books  and  Markissesand  Embassaders  and 
setterer,  I  hessitate s  no  longer  but  at  wunce  gives  the  Farm  Tree  to  the  honest  Fishmongers. 

The  Prince  of  AYHALKS  is  sumbody  I  suppose,  speshally  among  Fishmongers,  and  his  three 
Royal  Brothers  is  somebody  1  suppose,  let  alone  his  Uncle  and  his  Nevvy  and  his  Cousin,  and 
they  was  all  there.  And  then  comes  the  pint  as  fills  me  with  wunder  and  admiraehun.  Who 
was  it  as  presided  over  the  whole  Royal  and  dieting  wished  compny,  a  Royal  Prince,  a  nobel 
Dook,  a  honorary  Markis?  no,  but  plane  Mr.  HAMDEN.  And  who  is  plane  Mr.  HAMDEIC  ? 
Why,  a  me«r  umbel  Citizen,  like  myself,  who  has  to  get  his  own  living,  like  myself,  and 


who  is  proud  of  the  f&c,  like  mystlf.  The 
LORD  CHAMBEKLAIH  can't  say,  with  his 
Brummagem  ine«r,  that  he  toils  not  neither 
doe*  he  spin,  for  he  does  both,  if  not  acshally 
yet  allegollioally.  And  yet  he  has  to  play 
the  host  to  such  a  lot  of  Royal  Prince*  a* 
ud  make  a  lot  of  hungry  raddikles  go  down 
on  their  knees  even  to  look  at.  And  then  to 
hear  the  honest  pride  with  which  the  Prinoe 
of  WAI.M  and  hit  Royal  Brethren  boasted 
of  being  Fishmonger*.  And  I  declare  it 
amott  drew  tear*  to  my  eye*  when  the  poor 
Dook  of  CAMIIKIDOE  asked  §o  perthetically 
why  he  had  been  left  like  a  fiah  oat  of 
water,  and  not  honoured  like  hii  Royal  Cuz- 
zens.  I  think  I  may  wentur  to  prosefy  that 
his  Royal  Ighness  won't  have  to  wait  long. 

I  don't  suppose  as  nobody  never  thought 
as  the  Fishy  Kxhebiihun  could  possibly  fail, 
but  when  H.R.H.  drunk  lucoeu  to  it  in  a 
glass  of  1820  Sherry,  of  course  that  success 
was  insured.  I  took  care  to  have  a  glass  out 
of  H.R.H.'s  bottle  after  he  left,  and  it 
suttenly  was  a«  fine  a  glaas  of  Sherry  as 
even  I  ever  tasted,  though  it  was  growed 
before  ever  H.R.H.  or  me  was  borne. 

I  have  offen  noticed  as  Revrend  Gentlemen 
injoys  a  good  dinner  and  like*  a  bit  of  fun 
as  well  as  a  Common  Councilman  himself. 
Why  even  a  Bishop  has  his  little  joke  sum- 
times  on  these  intresting  ocaahuns.  But  I 
couldn't  help  thinking  as  Mr.  LOWBLL  was 
rather  a  drawing  the  broad  arrow  wen  he 
said  as  how  he  wunce  caught  a  fish  in 
Ameriky  as  cost  three  dollars  a  inch ! 
should  like  to  be  a  patient  angler  in  that 
River  mvself . 

H.R.H.  the  Duke  of  F.DIHBORO  would  of 
course  as  a  Royal  Prince  scorn  to  say  nothink 
as  wasn't  strickly  true,  but  he  sullenly  took 
the  breath  away  from  a  good  many  of  us 
Waiters,  as  well  as  from  a  good  many  other 
of  the  principle  guests,  when  he  told  us  that 
in  Horsetria,  insted  of  the  farmers  having 
the  same  rowtation  of  crops  as  they  has  here, 
they  aoshally  grows  one  year  Oats,  and  the 
nez  year  Tummets,  and  the  nez  year  Fish. 
Ah  that  must  be  summut  like  a  Crop  that 
must ;  speshally  as  sum  of  the  Fish  is  6  foot 
long.  I  think  of  the  two  this  rayther  beat 
the  Story  of  the  Revrend  Minister  from 
Ameriky.  H.R.H.  the  Duke  of  Dormant 
gave  the  toast  of  the  evening  namely  the 
LORD  MARK  and  Copperashun,  and  the  LORD 
MARK  made  the  German  Ambassider  quite 
start  on  his  chair,  tho  he  is  6  foot  3  high, 
by  telling  em  all  as  he  and  the  Copperashun 
together  had  spent  three  millions  of  golden 
suvereigns  in  building  Markets,  and  yet 
people  wasn't  sattisfted. 

BROWH  said  as  his  hart  was  in  his  mouth 
for  fear  as  any  of  the  Royal  Princes  should 
drop  a  nint  about  the  rayther  scrowged  oon- 
dishnn  of  trinmf  ant  Billinigate,  but  I  had 
no  such  fear.  If  our  Princes  ain't  Gentle- 
men, I  should  like  to  know  who  is,  and  if  a 
Waiter  don't  know  a  gentleman  when  he 
sees  him,  1  should  like  to  know  who  does, 
and  one  trew  Gentleman  never  makes  an- 
other trew  gentleman  uncumfertable. 

For  picturesk  effect  and  hartistio  merit, 
I  never  seed  anythink  like  the  gorgeous  row 
of  Royal  Gentlemen  behind  the  Princes' 
cheers.  It  was  reelly  sumthink  amost  sub- 
blime.  I  don't  mind  confessing  that  for 
wunce  I  was  jest  a  little  bit  enwious,  but  it 
was  only  for  a  moment.  Who  nose  what 
awful  responserbility  rests  on  their  broad 
eppauletted  shoulders  1  ROBBRT. 


THK  SULTAK  has  not  got  a  bet  this  year 
on  the  Derby,  as  the  only  information  he 
can  get  is  from  the  False  Prophet,  who  has 
Sondanly  turned  up  again  for  the  Racing 
Season. 
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HEARD    ON    THE    HILL. 

Dick.  What  '11  win  ?    Why,  it  is  all  hover,  bar  the  shouting. 

'Arry.  Lor,  now !  and  how  do  you  know  that  ? 

Dick.  'Ow  do  I  know  that?— why,  from  reliable  information; 
that's  'ow  I  knows  that.  A  cove  wot's  in  the  swim,  and  ought  to 
know  his  way  about,  seeing  he  has  been  fined  at  Bow  Street  for 
assaulting  the  Police,  'e  'eard  Lord  FALMOUTH  say  to  HABCHEK, 
"  I  '11  stand  you  the  best  dinner  that  money  can  procure,  if  you  gets 
his  'ead  in  front."  So  'ere  goes  my  money  on  Gallihard. '. 

'Arry.  And  mine.  Lor,  what  a  lot  you  know  I  l  ou  weren  t  born 
yesterday ! 

First  Sporting  Prophet.  What  have  you  gone  for,  old  man  f 

Second  Sporting  Prophet.  Beau  Brummel  and  Ladislas.  And  you  f 

First  Sporting  Prophet.   Galliard  and  The  Prince. 

Second  Sporting  Prophet.  Ah !     And  backed  them  ? 

First  Sporting  Prophet.  Me !  No ;  I  have  got  a  pile  on  Splendor. 
What  do  you  fancy  yourself  ? 

Second  Sporting  Prophet.  Hamako  carries  my  money. 

Our  Cheerful  Punter.  What  have  you  done,  CHABLIE? 

Charles  hit  Friend.  Backed  every  beast  in  the  race. 

Our  Cheerful  Punter.  What  will  do  you  most  good  ? 

Charles  his  Friend.  Nothing  will  do  me  any  good.  Whatever 
horse  wins,  I  must  lose. 

Green.  Here  is  my  ticket.    I  want  £7  10s. 

Brown  of  Sheffield.  You  want  £7  10s. !  Veil,  I  'opes  as  'ow  you  '11 
git  it.  Bat  you  have  no  chance  'ere ;  so  cut. 

Green.  But  I  made  the  bet  with  you. 

Brown  of  Sheffield.  I  loathes  a  thief,  but  I  'ate  a  liar.  Let  s  see 
your  ticket.  There  it  is,  in  nice  small  pieces.  Now,  you  'ook,  before 
I  send  for  the  Police.  Look  'ere,  this  hinnocent  cove  has  been  trying 
a  ramp  on ! 

Crowd.  Welsher!    Kill  him!    Welsher! 

Green.  Gentlemen,  Gentlemen,  you  are  pulling  me  to  pieces !  I 
must  really  protest.  Please  do  not  knock  my  hat  over  my  head  like 
that.  I  do  wish  you  would  not  tear  my  clothes  to  ribands.  They 
are  the  best  suit  I  have.  Oh !  who  has  been  ungentlemanly  enough 
to  break  my  nose  and  front  teeth  ?  Help!  Murder!  Police! 

Confidential  Friend.  Is  it  all  right  ? 

Upright  and  Honest  Jockey.  We  ain't  trying  a  yard  to-day. 

Sportsman.  How  did  you  come  down,  old  Chappie  ? 

Masher.  Don'  know,  don'  care ! 

Sportsman.  But  you  must  know  whether  you  came  down  by  the 
road  or  rail. 

Masher.  But  I  don't.  Awful  jolly.  Heapsh  of  Boy,  cap'al  party. 
'Ave  drink  ?  Where  are  we  ?  Letsh  go  and  see  horshes  come  out  of 
stage-door !  

Introduced.  Oh,  I  say,  you  know  that  capital  fellow  you  intro- 
duced me  to.  I  have  backed  The  Prince  with  him. 

Introducer.  I  don't  think  you  were  wise  to  do  that. 

Introduced.  But  you  said  he  was  all  right. 

Introducer.  Well,  as  all  right  as  anybody  is  nowadays. 

Introduced.  How  do  you  mean ? 

Introducer.  Well,  he  '11  worry  you  like  mad  for  the  money  if  you 
lose,  and  he  is  certain  not  to  settle  if  you  win. 

First  Unknown.  What,  you  here  ? 

Second  Unknown.  Hush !  I  am  in  London,  on  business  connected 
with  the  parish. 

First  Unknown.  Ah,  I  am  at  a  May  meeting.  But  what 's  the 
matter  ? 

Second  Unknown.  I  thought  I  saw  my  Curate  over  there. 

First  Gilded  Youth.  What  are  you  standing  ? 
Second  Gilded  Youth.  Ladislas. 
First  Gilded  Youth.  What  price  ? 
Second  Gilded  Youth.  Don't  know. 

First  Gilded  Youth.  What,  didn't  you  go  in  the  Ring  yourself  ? 
Second  Gilded  Youth.  I  go  in  the  Ring !    Do  you  think  I  would 
go  in  the  Ring  ?    Why,  I  took  the  knock  last  Houghton. 


Simple-minded  Individual.  There,  you  fellows,  while  you  've  been 
gadding  about,  I  have  arranged  the  sweep  beautifully.  You've  got 
a  blank,  JONES  ;  so  you  have,  BROWN  ;  you've  got  Prince  Maurice, 
SMITH;  you've  got  Hamako,  ROBINSON;  you've  got  Tyndrum, 
JACKSON  ;  you  've  got  Newfield,  THOMPSON.  I  have  drawn  The 
Prince,  Ladislas,  Galliard,  and  the  Field.  Hadn't  we  better  have 
lunch? 

Disconsolate  Plunger.  Hang  the  horses !  Well,  it 's  got  to  come 
out  of  somebody's  pocket,  if  a  church  has  got  to  be  robbed.  I  don't 
care. 


"THE  BELLS." 

A  Reminiscence  of  the  Revival  of  May  12,  1883. 

ACT  I. 

THE  snow  lies  on  the  hill-side,  and  the  travellers  are  few. 
"  This  very  night,  long  years  ago,"  quoth  Hans.  "  the  Polish  Jew 
Was  murdered."    So  the  gossips  talk,  and  Mathias  sits  there— 
What  is  it  stops  the  hand  that  lifts  the  glass  ?  What  makes  him  glare  ? 
It  is  because  he  hears  the  sound,  his  endless  horror  tells, 
Unheard  by  other  ears  than  his,  the  jangling  of  the  Bells  ! 

ACT  II. 

Annette  shall  marry  Christian,  a  brave  and  gallant  lad : 
We  '11  count  the  girl  her  dowry  out — i'faith  it 's  not  so  bad ; 
Here 's  one  old  coia  among  the  rest — my  eyes  are  glazed  and  dim — 
No !    No  !    There 's  blood  upon  that  piece— the  gold  that  came  from 

him  ! 

Then  comes  the  gay  betrothal  feast,  but  mid  the  music  swells, 
Unheard  by  other  ears  than  his,  the  jangling  of  the  Bells ! 

ACT  III. 

Sleep  soundly,  Mathias,  to-night,  in  that  thou  sleep'st  alone, 
And  not  a  soul  can  hear  thy  cry,  or  agonising  groan  ; 
But  oh !  the  horror  of  that  dream  ! — the  Judges  sit  for  doom, 
And  thou  must  act  in  broad  daylight  the  murder  done  in  gloom. 
They  burst  the  door !    What  fearsome  fate  the  dying  man  compels 
To  hear,  unheard  by  other  ears,  the  jangling  of  the  Bells  ! 
****** 

And  when  the  Curtain  has  rung  down,  and  all  the  play  is  o'er, 
The  memory  of  that  night,  methinks,  will  live  for  evermore  ; 
We  see  the  Actor's  earnest  face,  his  agony  supreme, 
That  thrills  us  through  and  through,  and  holds  us  breathless  in  the 

dream. 

While  in  our  ears  for  many  a  day  thereafter  certes  dwells 
The  tintinnabulation  of  those  well-remembered  Bells ! 


HOLIDAY  HAUNTS. 

By  Jingle  Junior  on  the  Jaunt. 

THE  DERBY. 

J.  J.  retired  from,  business  ?  Nothing  of  the  sort !  Laid  up  in 
lavender  all  the  Winter— turns  out  in  lavender  kids  in  the  Spring. 
Here  he  is— slim  and  trim— light  and  bright— down  to  any  move  you 
please— up  to  any  time  of  day;  you  like  !  Wonderful  sight— crowds 
of  people— superb  horses — fine  carriages— gipsy  singers — nigger 
minstrels— blue  veils— false  noses— Dutch  dolls  and  knock' emdqwns ! 
Shrieking  bookmakers  —  steam  roundabouts  —  three-card  trick  — 
thimble-rig — swings— shows— rifle-galleries — free  fights  and  photo- 
graphers !  J.  J.  all  here— all  there— all  everywhere !  Betting  in 
the  Ring— lounging  in  the  Paddock— laughing  on  the  Lawn— lunch- 
ing on  the  Hill !  Lay  against  the  Favourite — back  the  Favourite — 
put  the  pot  on  outsiders— stand  crackers  on  insiders— lay  on  the 
field— roll  on  the  field— dance  on  the  field— bar  everything !  Lounging 
and  lunching — musing  and  munching— state  of  the  odds— exhausting, 
very  !  What 's  the  odds  as  long  as  you  're  lunching  ?  Luncciamo  ! 
Cold  salmon — cold  lamb— superb  salad — plovers'  eggs— mayonnaise — 
champagne  1  State  of  the  odds  unsatisfactory — odds  not  behaving 
well— odds  pretending  to  be  evens— don't  know  whether  they  're  odd 
evens  or  even  odds— can't  tell  till  the  numbers  are  up— can't  see 
numbers  when  they  are  up — someone  lend  me  a  glass— nonsense, 
can't  drink  champagne  out  of  a  race-glass— can't  focus  a  tumbler — 
hooray  !  Told  you  so— won  in  a  decanter !  Send  postage-stamps  for 
"  Jingle's  Finals,"  and  your  fortune 's  made ! 


FKOM  Otra  RESEBVED-FORCE-STALLEB  AT  THE  HAYMABKET.— An 
enthusiastic  admirer  of  Mrs.  BERNHABDT-BEERE  says,  that  the 
original  SARA  who  played  the  part  was  so  thin  she  ought  to  have 
been  styled  Ill-Fedora.  Certainly  our  English  Artiste  has  the 
advantage  over  SABA  in  this  respect,  though  of  course  being  always 
Beere  she  can  never  be  Stout. 


NOA  is  the  name  of  one  of  the  Chess  Champions.  He  is  a  lineal 
descendant  from  the  great  Patriot  —  no,  we  mean  Patriark  who 
invented  Chess  to  wile  away  the  diluvian  evenings  in  the  Noa 
Lightship.  He  taught  his  family  to  play  on  the  square,  and  to  be 
above-board  in  all  their  moves. 


MBS.  RAMSBOTHAM  says  she  takes  a  Pint  of  Stout  everv  day  to  keep 
up  her  Stammerer. 


TO  COBBESPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contribution!,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  nnlen  accomp»ni«4 
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GROSVENOR    GALLERY    GEMS. 


No.  140.  The  Undecided  Bather. 
"  Shall  I  undress  and  go  in  ?  " 
David  Carr.  D-carrative  Art. 


No.  156.  Stung  by  Wupi:  all  of  them,  except  the  young  Lady 
who  kept  her  head  covered.  Urn.  K.  U.  Hastings.  Artist  i 
Name  evidently  suggested  the  subject: — "  Hai  stings." 


No.  179.    "  Drunk  again !  "     Br  Ilarnei 


No.  II.  Enjoying  a  Quiet  Pipe. 
E.  Hume-Jones— or  bhe  Burn 
Tobacco. 


No.  A.  1.     "Carr  and  Gee  Gee"— our  own 
contribution  to  the  collection,  dedicated 
to   Mr.  Comyns  Carr,   of   the  Grosvenor 
Gull.M. 
When  first  we  bad  twelve  pennies, 

"Twas  on  a  holiday, 
We  went  to  see  the  (irosv'nor  G., 

Intending  for  to  pay. 
Tint  when  we  had  a  blooming  paw, 
We  walked  with  lightsome  spring, 
We  said  we  '11  raise 
A  hymn  of  praise — 
To  Comyns  Carr  we  'U  ting. 
When  we  a«ked  where 'i  our  broad-backed 

Carr, 

The  Man  at  the  turnstile  bar 
Said,  "  The  Bo»s  of  the  G. 
Is  our  Mister  C.  C.," — 
So  we  bowed  to  our  broad-backed  Carr. 


No.  42.  Deception  ;  or.  Trying  the  Effect  of  a  Moving  Wai- 
work  Figure  out  of  Doors.  Tread  on  his  toe*  and  the  old 
Gentleman  will  more  hii  arm  and  head.  E.  F.  Brewtnall. 


No.  9.  Youth  and  Age. 
C.  E.  HALLfi.  Needn't 
stop  long  at  this.  Halle 
vota  en  to — 

No.  22.  The  Postpran- 
dial Venus;  or.  Fair,  Fat, 
and  decidedly  Fortf. 

No.  35.  Young  Lady  in 
her  Velveteens.  W.  B. 
RICHMOND.  Handsome, 
but  slightly  bilious :  yet 

"  I  "d  crowns  resign 

To  call  her  mine 
This  Lass  of  RICHMOND  ill." 

No.  39.  Portrait  of  Miss 
Ellen  Terrv  as  Portia. 
We  compliment  Mrs. 
LOUISE  JOFLIJIO  on  a 
capital  likeness.  But  did 
Miss  E.  TKBBT  dress  it  in 
scarlet?  In  black,  if  we 
remember  aright :  so  we 
apostrophise  this  picture 
with— 

"  0  ruddier  than  the  TEUKY!" 


No.  143.  Either  the  jauloui  Artist  going  to 
cut  out  hii  rival's  work,  or  the  fierce  Critic 
about  to  cut  up  somebody's  picture.  Mrs. 
John  Collier. 


No.  52.     "Late  Ma;,." 
We  were   not    aware  the 
well-known  theatrical  cos- 
tumier of  Bow  Street  had 
changed  his  name.    What 
is  it  now  ?  NATHAN  late  MAT  ?  Ask  the  Artist,  Mrs.  JOHN  COLLIER. 
No.  67.    Puzzle  Picture  by  Mr.  E.  BURNK-JONES.    Giantess  and 
melancholy,  small,  corpse-like  people  at  a  wheel.     Apparently  sym- 
bolical of  "  Weal  and  Woe." 

No.  69.     Congestion.     Probably  intended  as  a  companion  to  Sir 
JOSHUA'S  Resignation.     The  Artist  has  evidently  "done  a  bit  of 


No.  184. 


Female  Christyi  rehearsing  in  the  daytime, 
rather  sulky.    E.  Burne-Jones. 


Corner  Women 


stiff."  We  can't  help  being  Frank  with  HOLL,  when  we  say  it'i 
Holl  wrong.  "  When  Holl  (0  Art! )  shall  wear  a  mask,  It  breaks 
our  own  to  see  "—this  by  FRANK  HOLL,  R.A.. 

No.  139.  "  Spring  in  Brittany."  We  see  the  river.  Where 's 
the  spring  P  H.  H.  LATHANGUB. 

No.  151.  Dressed  for  an  Egyptian  Burlesque.  Waiting  for  the 
Lord  Chamberlain's  approval.  JOHN  COLLUTK. 

No.  154.  Old  Salt  teaching  the  young  idea  how  to  smoke. 
.1.  1:.  URID. 

No.  174.  George  Henry  Ltteit,  Esq.  Done  brown  for  the  firit 
time  in  hi«  life.  By  W.  B.  RICHMOND. 

No.  ISO.  Ern«*t  Hart,  Esq.  Painted  by  Subscription,  and  Sub- 
scription has  done  it  very  well.  The  subscribers  won't  feel  inclined 
to  say  to  Mr.  HOLL,  "  Take  back  the  Hart  that  thou  gav'st  me  !  " 

SCULPTORS.— No.  365.  A  Portrait  Bust !  Did  it  ?  Pick  up  the 
pieces.  This  is  our  advice  to  W.  B.  RICHMOND. 


TOL.  LXXIIV. 
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THE    WISH    TO    PLEASE! 

"OH!   BOW  DO    YOTT    DO,    MT     DEAR     MlSS    ROBINSON,    SO    OLAD    TO    SEE     YOU 

LOOKING  so  WELLI    BY  THE  WAT,  HOW  LOVELY  YOU   LOOKED  AT  MY  DANCE 
LAST  WEDNESDAY  I    EVERYBODY  WAS  ASKING  WHO  YOU  WERE,  I  ASSURB  YOU  !  " 
"I*    I— I— I  WASN'T  THERE!    I  HAD  A  BAD  COLD  AND  SORE  THROAT,  YOU 

KNOW  I  " 


THE  RATIONAL  DRESS  SHOW. 

(By  Our  Fair  Correspondent.) 

IN  the  Hall  of  the  Prince  is  a  Show — stuffs  and  chintzes— 

(0  Maidens  of  England,  pray  list  to  my  song !) 
For  all  there  displayed  is  a  warning  that  Ladies, 

In  matters  of  dressing,  are  terribly  wrong ! 
I  thought  my  new  bonnet,  with  roses  upon  it, 

And  tasteful  costume,  was  complete,  I  confess ; 
But  now  I  'm  reminded  my  eyes  have  been  blinded 

To  all  the  requirements  of  Rational  Dress  1 

We  look  at  the  models — they  puzzle  our  noddles — 

Regarding  them  all  with  alarm  and  surprise  I 
Each  artful  costumer  revives  Mrs.  BLOOMER, 

And  often  produces  an  army  of  guys. 
The  costume  elastic,  the  dresses  gymnastic, 

The  wonderful  suits  for  the  tricycle-ess — 
Though  skirts  be  divided,  I  'm  clearly  decided, 

It  isn't  my  notion  of  Rational  Dress ! 

See  gowns  hygienic,  and  frocks  calisthenic, 

And  dresses  quite  worthy  a  modern  burlesque  ; 
With  garments  for  walking,  and  tennis,  and  talking, 

All  terribly  manful  and  too  trouseresque ! 
And  habits  for  riding,  for  skating,  or  sliding, 

With  "  rational "  features  they  claim  to  possess  ; 
The  thought  I  can't  banish,  they  're  somewhat  too 
mannish, 

And  not  quite  the  thing  for  a  Rational  Dress ! 

Note  robes  there  for  rinking,  and  gowns  for  tea-drinking, 

For  yachting,  for  climbing,  for  cricketing  too  ; 
The  dresses  for  boating,  the  new  petticoating, 

The  tunics  in  brown  and  the  trousers  in  blue. 
The  fabrics  for  frockings,  the  shoes  and  the  stockings, 

And  corsets  that  ne'er  will  the  figure  compress : 
But  in  the  whole  placeful  there 's  little  that 's  graceful 

And  girlish  enough  for  a  Rational  Dress  1 

'Tis  hardy  and  boyish,  not  girlf  ul  and  coyish — 

We  think,  as  we  stroll  round  the  gaily-dight  room — 
A  masculine  coldness,  a  brusquenees,  a  boldness, 

Appears  to  pervade  all  this  novel  costume  ! 
In  ribbons  and  laces,  and  feminine  graces, 

And  sOf t  flowing  robes,  there 's  a  charm  more  or  less — 
I  don't  thifl^  I  '11  venture  on  dual  garmenture, 

I  fancy  my  ?wn  is  the  Rational  Dress  I 


FISHING  FOE  A  R&PLY.— (From  a  Correspondent).— 
Please,  Sir,  will  the  Lii^D  CHANCELLOR  take  the  oppor- 
tunity offered  by  the  present  Fisheries  Exhibition  to 
show  the  Great  Seal  ? 


NOTES  BY  PLEASMAN  X.  AT  CUMBERLAND  GATE. 

GLAD  to  come  here  on  dooty,  'cos,  bein'  a  pote,  I  can  pass  the  dreemy 
ours  away  cumposn  songs  to  MART  HANNE.  T'other  Constabel  come 
later.  Ad  chat  with  him,  but  he  ain't  no  sole  for  potry.  an  'as  'is  hone 
MABT  HABNB  to  look  out  for.  'Is  comes  from  Oxfut  Street :  mine  I 
xpex  from  Kumblan  Plaice.  Lots  of  omnibuses,  carts,  and  cabs.  Most 
i  j  i-  Bex  ln  ?  'urry  'ere>  ""^  wants  to  go  on  by  'bus.  Lots  of 

elderlies  as  gets  frightened  and  loses  theirselves,  but  that  ain't 
nuthm  to  me.  Nuthin'  to  do,  and  t'other  Constabel  bein'  some  distance 
on,  can  t  get  no  emusin  conversation.  No  nuts  worth  speakin'  of  at 
this  time  o'  year.  Keep  a  look  out  for  MART  HANBE.  If  you  've  a 
heye  for  the  pickcheresk,  Oxfut  Street's  a  pretty  sight,  and  Bays- 
water  s  another  while  the  Edgware  Road  and  Kumblan  Plaice  and 
tne  Marbel  Arch  is  things  of  booty  as  is  a  joy  for  ever,  but  I  'd 
rather  see  MART  HANNE. 

Hallo!  while  I've  been  jottin' down  these  reflekshuns  there 's  a 
imoulty.  A  cart's  been  run  into  by  a 'bus,  somebody's  been 
knocked  down,  there 's  a  ram-jam  block  in  the  middle  of  the  road 
MM 'I  xpex  by  some  earelessnss  on  the  part  of  those  as  is  all 
comin  out  o  five  differing  thurrughfares  at  once.  What 's  a  Please- 
tnan  to  do  ?  Run  somebody  in,  or  take  somebody's  number  Y  Don't 
Know— it  they  get  theirselves  in  a  scrape  they  'd  beet  get  out  of  it. 
1  can  t  elp  em.  Evins  'elps  them  as  'elps  theirselves,  and  you  can't 
'ave  better  'elp  than  that. 

Jest  as  I  'ad  got  the  fust  line  of  awerse  to  MART  HANNZ,  sumwun 
iintrnps  my  hinsperashun,  cuss  'im.    It 's  a  Inkwestrine  on  'Orse- 
K  got  stuck  up  and  just  bein' run  into  by  a  Ansom  o' one  side, 
cart  o  t  other,  a  bus  at  his  back,  and  a  barrow  in  front.     "  Pleas- 
3  cries ;      'ere,  why  don't  you  keep  the  rode  clear  when  you 


see  a  Gentleman  anorseback  comin'  ?  "  I  W  nothin'  but  looks  the 
other  way  as  if  peering  into  the  distint  fuShur.  Let  the  old  Gent 
cuss  and  swear,  can't  stop  orl  traffick  for  him-  Who  s  he  f  He  ain  t 
a  Pote.  He  don't  come  up  and  say,  "  Look  B*f*t  you  're  a  werry 
hard  worked  and  zellus  offiser,  and  here  's  five1  l>°b  *°r  you,"  as  the 
real  Swells  do  at  night  down  in  Waterloo  Place.  No.  no-  my  bisniss 
is  to  tellfoax  to  "move  on,"  and  not  to  keep  a  stoppm  traffick 
because  a  'orsman  arx  me.  If  he  's  nervus  what  't'  ne  out  rl("a  wr  ( 
Why  can't  he  wait  till  the  rode  's  clear  ? 

Hallo  !  blessed  if  there  ain't  a  'orse  down  and  a  L'ady  Inkwestrine 
'avin'  a  fit  and  her  groom  a  callin'  out  to  me  and  swi-^rl|?k'  Pleas- 
man,  here—  stop  the  cart  —  take  up  this  man  —  stop  th"  bus—  he  s  a 
runnin'  over  us  !  "  No—  'ow  can  one  poor  offlser  attend  ">  a.  underd 
things  at  the  same  time?  Impausible.  I've  'eerc1  of  Masterly 
inakshun.  That  's  me.  I  looks  the  other  way  :  I  sees  nothink  :  I  do 
nothink  :  I  let  my  mind  wander  on  to  potry  and  subli,^6  subjioks  c 
that  sort  while  I  'm  a  waitin'  for  MART  HANNE  as  oug."t  to  ha  been 
"ere  a  'our  ago,  but  she  isent.  Which  way  will  ehe  c<)me  '  ,m  *. 
lookin'  out  for  MART  HANNE,  and  I  says  to  myself  in  tne  words  of 
the  Pote  which  1  adaps  for  the  okashun  — 


I  let  the  crowd  wait 

Near  Kumblan  Gate, 
And  no  one  can  get  through  it, 

I  'm  sent  to  prevent 

An  accident, 
And  this  is  the  way  I  do  it : 


I  let  'em  all  i£»i 

In  a  regular  fix> 
They  '11  get  out  as  b'"*  they  can, 

For  the  Peele*  "n  S,uard 

LiawanderHLBard±. 
Who  's  dreamin'  of  MABY  HABBE. 


NEW  HARNESS  FOB  THE  EGYPTIAN  DONKET.— A'  Baring-teia. 
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TIDDY    FOL    LOL." 


THEATRE  ROYA 


(A/ic-i//'t  /  V/'»  uiui  Chortu,  as  sung  with  immense  succtsi  by  Lord  W-ls-l-y,  accompanied  by  General  Sir  Favourite  R-b-rtt.) 

1  'M  the  party  that  they  know,  Tiddy  fol  lol,  Tiddy  fol  'o!,  CAon«. 

Too  well  at  the  W.O.,  Tiddy  fol  lol,  Tiddy  fol  lol ;  I  Ve  pot  some  thousands  a  year,  Tiddy  fol  lol,  Tiddy  fol  lol ; 

And  though  no  one  says  I  'm  vain,  I  made  them  at  Tel-el-Ktbir,  Tiddy  fol  lol,  Tiddjr  tol  lol. 

1  'm  in  hopes  1  've  made  it  plain,  I  was  always  in  the  van,  and  so  many  risks  I  ran, — 

That  I '  ve  been  to  Drury  Lane,  Tiddy  fol  lol,  Tiddy  fol  lol !  That  I  'm  now  a  Sandwich  Man,  Tiddy  fol  lol,  Tiddy  fol  lol  I 


WILLIAM    CHAMBERS. 

.  the  well-earned  Knighthood  came  death's  night. 
But  honoured  names,  though  with  no  title  dight, 
Live  on  in  Public  love's  unclouded  light. 


ATHLETICS  FOB  THE   EAST. 


ALTHOUGH  Orientals  are  not  generally  conspicuous  as  athletes,  it 
is  hoped  that,  thanks  to  the  initiative  of  the  Prinoe  of  WALES  and 
Lord  NORTHBBOOK,  they  will  henotfonh  go  in  freely  for  the  use  of 
the  Indian  Club. 


THE  Horse  Show  Exhibition  is  not  another  name  for  the  "Gee-  '     Mas.  RAMSBOTHAM  says  she  thinks  that  a  good  effect  in  a  London 
Gee  "—  or  Grosvenor  Gallery  Exhibition.  garden  is  some  Stutiy-iuwes  truiut  d  on  a  wall. 
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A    SOLUTION. 

Visitor  (jrequent—SritntifM  Young  Man—ht  was  now  trying  to  explain  the  Philo- 


>ophy  of  Positivism).  "I  ADMIT  TUB  QUESTION  is  ABSTBTJSE  AND  OOMPLI 


She.  "WHY  NOT  'Pop'  IT!?" 


[Tableau. 


OUR  OFEISHIAL  GUIDE. 
PABT  II.— GASTRONOMIC. 

BEFORE  the  South  Kensington  Building  was  opened,  the  general  impression 
on  the  mind  of  the  British  Public  was  that,  with  the  unbarring  of  the  portals, 
would  commence  a  new  era  for  the  fish  consumer.  It  was  assumed  that  the 
Exhibition  was  to  "bring  down"  the  price  of  salmon,  soles,  eels,  and  turbot. 
The  masses  were  to  be  regaled  for  next  to  nothing  on  "  the  harvest  of  the  sea," 


But  if  the  fish  dinner— so  far  as  its  cheapness  is  con- 
oerned-is  disappointing,  a  thousand  times  more  irritating 
is  the  Fish  Market.    At  any  rate,  here  the  British  Public 
had  a  right  to  expect  something  extremely  economical. 
On  entering  the  Annexe,  devoted  to  the  furtherance 
of  piscatorial  reform,  the  visitor  is    struck   with  the 
names  of  the  salesmen.    Familiar  titles  from  Cheapside, 
Bond  Street,   and  the  Strand   appear  on  every  hand. 
Seemingly,  the  Managers  of  the  Exhibition  let  out  the 
stands  in   "the   Cheap  Fish-Market"   to  the    highest 
bidders.     Be  this  as  it  may,  a  very  small  reduction  is 
effected  in  West-End  prices,  and,  on  the  whole,  quota- 
tions average  lower  at  the  Army  and  Navy  Auxiliary 
Stores.     And  yet  the  Public,  fondly  fancying  that  they 
are  purchasing  fish  on  exceedingly  advantageous  terms, 
flock  to  the  counters  and  tender  their  gold  and  silver 
in  exchange  for  baskets  of  the  regulation  pattern.    To- 
wards the  evening  some  of  the  salesmen  shout  out  such 
bargains  as  "  six  bloaters  going  for  sixpence,'    much  to 
the  interest  of   an  excited  crowd  of   sightseers.     The 
market  is  strongly  suggestive  of  an  ordinary  English- 
man, in  fancy  dress,  trying  to  enter  into  the  '  spirit  of 
the  thing "  at  a  Parisian  opera  masked  ball.    In  fact, 
the  whole  affair  is  theatrical  and  unreal.    There  is  also  a 
Foreign  Fish  Market  situated  in  an  out-of  ;the-way  corner 
in  rear  of  the  Aquarium.    However,  the  site  of  this  insti- 
tution is  of  no  very  great  importance,  for  the  simple 
reason  that  at  present  the  building  is  used  as  a  lumber 
room.   Altogether,  the  Committee  may  be  congratulated 
on  performing  a  miracle.    Their  market  is  square  in 
shape,  and  yet  it  strongly  resembles  a  ring. 

Lastly,  before  leaving  the  Exhibition,  it  is  necessary, 
for  the  sake  of  completeness,  to  refer  to  the  School  of 
Cookery.  This  excellent  institution  is  situated  just 
beyond  the  hall  devoted  to  the  sixpenny  luncheon  (said 
to  be  very  good,  but,  as  a  rule,  inaccessible  without  a 
hand-to-hand  fight  with  thousands  of  would-be  sixpenny- 
lunchers),  and  is  under  the  charge  of  a  fatherly-looking 
individual,  who  puts  you  into  a  place  where  '  you  can 
get  a  good  view  of  the  demonstration"  with  all  the 
solemnity  of  a  gastronomic  pew-opener.  The  Lady 
Superintendent  wears  a  neat  costume,  garnished  with  a 
good  deal  of  white  muslin,  and  illustrates  her  lecture 
practically.  She  is  very  deliberate  with  her  statements, 
and  as  she  makes  a  long  pause  between  each  of  her  sen- 
tences, the  effect  is  that  of  extreme  jerkiness.  The 
lecture  is  something  like  the  following  :— 

Lady  Superintendent  (smiling).  I  am  now  going  to 
fry  a  slip.  (Greedy  Man  in  the  audience  puts  on  MS 
spectacles,  and  stands  up.)  I  take  the  slip  and  cover  it 
with  some  beaten-up  eggs.  ( Old  Lady  on  a  front  bench 
seems  much  surprised.)  I  beatupthe  eggs  thus.  (Beats 
them  up— long  pause.  Masher  makes  a  mental  note 
of  the  operation.)  Now  I  paste  the  slips  like  this.  (Pastes 
them— long  pause— little  girl  yawns,  and  is  reproved  by 
her  mother.)  With  a  paste-brush  is  the  best.  (Longer 


and  epicures  were  to  revel  economically  on  all  sorts  of  rare  and  expensive 
piscatorial  entrees.  Unhappily,  the  pleasant  vision  was  merely  a  dream,  for 
it  is  now  certain  that  the  typical  cheap  fishmonger  is  a  delusion,  if  not  a  snare. 

The  seeker  for  an  uncostly  Greenwich  dinner  can  at  any  rate  soon  find  the 
dining  saloons.  These  are  to  his  left  as,  after  passing  the  principal  entrance, 
he  walks  through  the  gallery  devoted  to  British  Sea  Fisheries.  He  must  be 
careful  though  which  department  he  selects,  or  he  will  be  maddened  with  the 
suggestion  of  a  waiter  that  he  should  partake  of  "the  half-crown  cold-meat 
dinner,"  or  enjoy  "  the  unlimited  supply  of  cake,"  which  is  the  principle  feature 
of  the  eighteenpenny  tea.  Say  that  he  finds  himself  in  the  proper  room,  and 
cheerily  asks  for  the  fish  dinner. 

"Fish  dinner,  Sir!"  exclaims  a  waiter,  in  a  tone  which  proves  that  the 
suggestion  comes  upon  him  with  the  force  of  perfect  novelty.  "  Yes,  Sir,  if  yon 
like— but  there's  ox  tail  and  mock  turtle  soup,  and  the  beef  is  in  first-rate 
condition." 

"  I  want  neither  meat  nor  soup,"  replies  the  greedy  and  hungry  one.  I 
am  here  to  eat  fish — I  want  a  fish  dinner." 

Yes,   Sir  ? "    interrogatively  suggests  the  waiter,   and  then,   apparently 


Thus  urged,  the  would-be  diner  glances  at  the  bill  of  fare,  and  finds  that 
the  refreshments  are  under  the  direction  of  a  well-known  firm  of  contractors, 
and  that  the  viands,  &c.,  set  down,  are  those  usually  found  in  the  programme 
of  a  City  or  West-End  Restaurant.  The  three  '  f oilers '  are  small  dishes  of  fish 
—such  as  brill,  salmon,  whitebait,  and  cod.  It  has  been  known  for  a  waiter 
(either  under  orders,  or  on  his  own  responsibility)  to  offer  to  furnish  a  fourth 
"  foller."  The  entertainment  (a»  they  say  at  the  Theatre)  to  conclude  with 
Gruj  ere  cheese,  and  pulled  bread.  Price  three  shillings  —waiter  not  included. 


pause— Greedy  Man  deeply  interested.)  And  I  have  some 
bread-crumbs  in  this  bag.  They  should  be  sifted  freely 
—(Long  pause)— or  else  they  become  mouldy.  I  dip  the 
slips  into  the  bread-crumbs— (Exciting  operation— Greedy- 
Man  all  attention.)— and  then  I  put  them  into  this  clarified 
fat.  (Greedy  Man  becomes  so  interested  that  he  approaches 
the  table  and  smells  the  compound.)  It  seems  a  great  deal, 
but  it  is  more  economical  in  the  end.  (Several  Ladies  in 
the  audience  make  notes  in  their  pocket-books.)  And 
when  the  slips  are  cooked—  (Long  pause)— I  garnish 
them  with  fried  parsley.  (Long  pause.)  Here  it  is. 
(The  Slips  are  finished,  and  the  Greedy  Man  gloats  over 
the  picture.)  And  now  I  think  we  will  grill  a  mackerel 
with  maitre  d'hotel  sauce.  I  take  the  fish,  cut  it  open, 
and  remove  the  backbone. 

[And  the  lecture  is  continued  with  longer  pauses  than 
ever,  and  to  the  ever-increasing  excitement  of  the 
Greedy  Gentleman  in  spectacles. 

And  now,  having  turned  aside  in  the  Exhibition  for  a 
moment  to  discuss  the  material  provisions  for  the  body, 
it  is  most  desirable  to  return  as  speedily  as  possible  to  a 
consideration  of  the  ethereal  food  for  the  mind ;  emphati- 
cally "the  mind,"  as  we  are  not  going  to  be  induced  to 
make  the  sole  joke  which  is  usually  served  up  on  such  an 


occasion. 


BY  AN  INTENDING  BACHBLOK  OF  NATTTRAI  SCTENCB.— 
Lots  of  people  will  go  in  for  the  "  B.N.S."  ("  B.  an'  S.") 
degree,  if  this  warm  weather  developes  in  June. 
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A    CRY    FROM    THE    SHOP! 

WHAT  u  this  they  are  saying  of  Commons  in  Kent  as  free  as  the  air  to  the  poor_we  pity  ? 

With  thousands  of  acres  of  golden  gorse  given  up  at  the  will  of  an  opulent  city  P 

Is  it  true  in  the  blue  of  the  Caterham  Vale  they  have  settled  a  mighty  estate  for  ever 

On  the  heirs  to  come  of  the  toiling  town,  that  tyrant  force  cannot  change  or  sever  Y 

Have  they  driven  away,  with  his  trowel  and  hod,  the  builder  of  houses  they  call  "  genteel, 

And  granted  a  gift  of  the  fields  of  God  to  the  women  and  men  who  in  gratitude  kneel 

At  the  foot  of  the  throne  of  the  great  King  Lud,  who,  in  regal  fashion,  without  set  speeches, 

Has  purchased  peace  for  the  Kpping  glades,  and  solitude  given  to  Burnham  Beeches  ? 

It  is  well,  my  Brothers— these  things  are  done,  with  the  aid  of  wealth,  lor  the  good  of  the 

Stop! 
Just  listen  !    For  high  above  chorus  of  praise  is  heard  a  complaint — 'tis  a  cry  from  the  Shop  I 

We  hear  very  much  of  the  rich  and  the  poor,  of  conflict  of  capital,  class  against  class, 

Of  Fashion  that  saunters  in  parks  at  the  West,  whilst  the  Kast  may  not  treasure  an  acre  of 

grass. 

When  a  holiday  comes,  be  it  "  Derby  "  or  not,  just  a  feast  of  St.  Lubbock  when  energies  sink. 
The  philanthropist  puts  on  his  sanctified  tone,  and  declares  we  do  nothing  but  guzzle  and 

drink. 
It  is  kindly  assumed  that  the  sea  and  the  sky,  the  woods  and  the  fields  with  their  emerald 

green. 
Do  not  gladden  men's  eyes  at  the  days  as  they  are,  or  recall  the  delights  of  the  days  that  have 

been. 
But  we  never  do  hear  when  the  summer-time  comes  of  the  women  and  men  who  are  fettered 

to  sorrow 

At  the  tyrannous  heels  of  a  bullying  trade  that  is  all  to-day  and  has  no  to-morrow  ; 
Of  the  luckless  slaves  in  a  land  that  is  free,  where  the  terrible  traders  never  say  "  Stop ! '; 
For  the  sun  may  shine,  and  the  trees  may  wave,  but  hearts  they  must  break  with  despair  in 

the  Shop  I 

We  see  you  pass,  when  the  sultry  day  has  changed  to  an  exquisite  afterneon, 
Away  from  town  to  pleasure  and  play,  through  blossoming  May  and  flowering  June ; 
We  follow  your  steps  as  the  fancy  leads,  and  near  your  merriment  down  the  street, — 
You  take  our  thoughts  to  the  breezes  pure,  and  leave  us  here  in  the  blinding  heat. 
When  the  traffic  outside  has  a  lazy  air,  and  the  glaring  pavement 's  hard  and  gritty, 
When  business  fades  like  the  goods  we  sell,  and  we  're  left  to  groan  in  the  lonely  City, 
Do  you  never  once  think,  you  women  and  men  who  jauntily  speed  to  your  parks  and  pleasure, 
Of  the  weary  souls  you  have  left  behind  with  their  tedious  tape  and  tiresome  measure  f 
Does  it  never  strike  any  for  Charity's  sake  one  coin  of  thought  in  our  tills  to  drop, 
That  we  may  be  free  as  our  brothers  are  free,  of  the  toil  and  the  town,  of  the  street  and  the 
Shop? 

It  is  nothing  to  us  that  the  gorse  is  gold,  that  Epping  is  free  and  the  Bnrnham  Beeches, 

We  care  so  little  that  woods  are  cool,  or  the  river  has  rest  on  it*  dreamy  reaches  ; 

It  is  only  in  dreams  that  the  cricketers  shout  in  far-off  meadow-lands  miles  away, 

It  is  only  hope  that  brings  to  an  end  the  terrible  close  of  a  pitiless  day, 

We  seize  the  blinds  and  we  drag  them  down,  to  darken  the  cheat  of  the  blinding  sun, 

We  face  despair  when  the  day  begins,  and  sigh  our  thanks  when  the  day  is  done. 

It  were  better  for  us  if  the  heaven  grew  black,  and  the  blue  of  the  sky  were  clouded  o'er, 

Than  feel  the  hush  of  the  silent  streets,  and  see  the  Son  at  the  open  door ; 

Oh !  hear  us,  Brothers  and  Sisters,  too !    You  have  hearts  like  ours  ;  so  in  mercy  stop, 

And  listen  a  little  to  those  who  plead,  in  suppliant  tone,  this  cry  from  the  Shop  I 


HARLEQUIN  SACRED  JACKASS ; 
OR,  THE  SLEEPING  BUMBLES  IN  THE  WOOD. 

THIS  old,  but  not  very  popular  'Pantomime,  has  been  revived  at  the  Strand,  in  the  height 
of  the  London  Season,  with  the  success  that  usually  attends  the  Parochial  Drama.  The 
audiences  have  been  numerous,  if  not  very  select,  and  the  language  used  occasionally  has  been 
decidedly  unfit  for  publication.  The  Opening  Scene,  called"  CHAOS  is  COME  AOAIN,"  is  a 
marvel  of  realistic  arrangement,  and  quite  worthy  of  being  studied  by  those  Stage  Managers 
who  are  rapidly  replacing  the  scene-painter  with  the  stage-carpenter  and  bricklayer.  The 
ballet  of  Slumbering  Navigators  is  one  of  the  most  dreamy  things  ever  seen  out  of  the  Land 
of  Lotos-eating,  and  the  calm  of  the  reclining  workmen,  who  lie  on  their  backs,  with  their 
pipes  in  their  mouths,  and  their  caps  half-drawn  over  their  eyes,  while  the  howling  traffic 
struggles  past  them  on  either  side,  is  perfectly  statuesque  and  supernatural. 

The  Chairman  of  the  District  Board  of  Works,  who  fills  the  arduous  rule  of  Clown,  has 
probably  never  been  equalled  since  the  days  of  OKIMALDI,  and  the  part  of  Pantaloon  is 
admirably  tilled  by  another  Member  of  the  Board— a  shopkeeper,  whose  shop  is  luckily  in 
another  neighbourhood. 

The  way  the  water  was  suddenly  cut  off  from  restaurants  and  theatres— especially  from 
theatres,  which  are  supposed  to  want  water  to  put  put  incessant  fires — was  one  of  the  funniest 
things  we  have  seen  in  the  whole  range  of  pantomime. 

It  is  impossible  to  grasp  all  the  manifold  beauties  of  this  performance  at  one  visit,  but 
the  broad  and  reckless  humour  is  obvious  at  a  glance.  The  gentleman  who  plays  the  Demon 
Mumble— a  cheesemonger,  whose  name  is  not  mentioned  in  the  bills — is  adequate  in  his  part, 
and  the  Chorus  of  Condemned  Ratepayers  is  a  very  forcible  and  dramatic  production.  The 
piece  is  sure  to  run  to  the  end  of  the  Season. 


MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  says  she  doesn't  often  read  Magazines,  but  the  must  read  that  Article 
of  Lord  RAHDOLPH  CHURCHILL'S  on  The  Mantle  of  Eliza,  which  she  supposes  is  about  the 
Rational  Dress  Improvement  Show. 


A  LAY  OP  MODERN  RUSSIA. 

CZAR  ALKXAHDKR  ROMAICOFF, 

By  all  his  Saints  he  swore 
His  Gala  Day  at  Moscow 

Should  be  delayed  no  more; 
By  all  his  Saints  he  swore  it, 

And  settled  it  for  May, 
And  sent  his  invitations  forth, 
To  East  and  West,  to  South  and  North,— 

But  didn't  name  the  day. 
To  every  Court  in  Europe 

The  invitation  comes, 
And  thoughtfully  is  scanned  throughout 

With  frequent  "  Hahs  ! "  and  "  Hums  1 " 
Shame  on  the  doubting  Monarchs 

Who  fear  the  Kremlin's  dome, 
And  rather  than  be  blown  to  bits 

Prefer  to  stay  at  homo. 
But  well  the  courtly  footmen 

Have  worked  with  might  and  main, 
While  flags  and  incandescent  lamps 

Pour  in  by  every  train : 
Till  for  the  meanest  attic 

The  richest  Noble  strives, 
As  just  before  the  CZAR  turns  up, 

Great  Q.A.S.  arrives. 
And  now  the  splendid  pageant 

Bursts  on  the  gaping  crowd, 
And  in  a  million  savage  throats 

Barbaric  cheers  are  loud ; 
While  through  their  midst,  upon  his  steed, 

Their  Czar  comes  prancing  by, 
And  gives  the  Nihilistic  boast 

For  once,  at  least,  the  lie ! 
Then  up  speaks,  at  a  distance, 

Great  London's  mighty  Mayor : 
"  Well,  really  now,  upon  my  word, 

I  hardly  call  this  fair : 
Here 's  Kalmucs,  and  all  sorts  of  chaps ; 

Flags,  banners,  and  gold  lace  I 
Which  things,— except  at  one  big  show, 

I  count  most  out  of  place  1 
"  Yet  seeing  all  this  blaze  and  blare, 

Makes  one  reflect  on  fate  I 
To  institutions,  worse  the  luck, 

A  smash  comes  soon  or  late  ;— 
If  so,  can  one  die  better, 

Than  crying,  'What's  the  oddsP' 
While  dining  like  his  fathers, 

And  yelled  at  by  the  gods  1 
"  Upon  my  word,  this  Russian  Czar 

Must  feel  a  bit  like  me ; 
And  wonder  when  the  smash  will  come, 

And  when  the  end  will  be. 
Perhaps  we  shouldn't  quarrel 

If  both  our  tales  were  told ; 
Our  little  game  is  just  the  same, 

To  go  on  as  of  old.. 
".So  let  him  have  his  Tartars, 

His  flunkeys, — ride  his  horse  1 
I  '11  have  my  men  in  armour, 

My  Mace,  my  Tartar  Sauce ! 
Three  cheers  then  for  his  Russian  show  ;— 

Be  hanged  if  I  will  scold  1 
The  CZAR, — LORD  MATCH,  we're  just  the  pair 

To  go  on  as  of  old  1 " 

•  «  •  •  • 

But  when  the  question 's  opened, 

And  men  have  got  the  wit 
To  calmly  solve  all  problems, 

To  see  that  all  things  fit ; 
When  the  nations  of  the  future 

All  their  nobler  instincts  rouse, 
And  the  peoples  have  grown  civil 

As  the  despots  make  their  bows ; 
When  the  gimcrack  of  mere  pageant, 

And  the  deeper  moral  gloom 
Have,  with  rotten  things  that  perish, 

Gone  for  ever  to  their  doom  : 
Half  in  scorn  and  half  in  laughter 

Will  the  story  still  be  told 
How  a  Czar  was  crowned  at  Moscow 

Like  his  ancestors  of  old  1 
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A    CAUTION    TO    YOUNG    LADIES. 

SPECIMENS  or  THE  KIND  OF  MAS  A  FAIB  MAIDEN  is  APT  TO  I     SPECIMENS  OF  THE  KIND  OF  MAN  SHB  WILL  PERHAPS  BE  ONLY 

TIPTItT   HER   NOSB  AT  WHEN  SHE  'a   EIGHTEEN.  I  TOO  DELIGHTED  TO   MARRY,    WHEN  SHB  'g  THIRTY. 

BETWEEN  THB  Two  MAT  BB  BBKN  A  LIKBNBSS  OF  THB  IDEAL  OF  HER  DREAMS,  WHO,  YOUNO  AS  HK  is,  HAS  ALREADY  SURPASSED 
MR.  GLADSTONE,  MR.  TENNYSON,  LORD  WOLSBLBY,  MR.  MILLAIS,  MR.  SANTLEY,  MR.  IRVINO,  MR.  GBAOB,  EDWARD  HANLON,  AND 
EVERYBODY  ELSE  IN  ALL  THEIR  RESPECTIVE  ACHIEVEMENTS.  HlS  NAME  IS  TALBOT  CECIL  STANLEY  DK  MONTMORENOY  LB  VAVAS8ECR 
—AND  WB  HAVE  NEVER  MET  HIM. 


THE  ENRAGED  MUSICIAN. 

ScEltB—  The  Parliamentary  "  Quiet  Street."  Grand  Old  Musician 
at  Window  with  Score  of  "  Liberal  Policy."  Outside,  a  chari- 
vari of  conflicting  Noiies,  Enraged  Musician  loquitur — 

ALAS  I  for  my  beautiful  Symphony,  "  Liberal  Policy  "  ! 

Hoped  to  have  finished  it.    Now,  of  such  hopes  I  the  folly  see. 

Harmony  P    Bah !    It  evades  all  my  efforts,  plus  GRANVILLE'S. 

HANDEL  might  symphonise  clanging  cacophonous  anvils, 

WAGNER  find  motif  for  tone-poems  e'en  in  tornadoes, 

Bat  to  blend  Phidian  friezes  and  stiff  High-Art  dados 

Were  but  the  simplest  of  tasks  as  compared  with  the  labour 

Of  working  out  harmony  here  !    Just  as  well  be  the  neighbour 

Of  stithy-swart  Vulcan,  as  live  midst  this  loud  charivari 

And  try  to  make  music  ;  noetivagant  howlings  of  'AKRY 

Are  sweet  to  the  gr-r-r-r  of  that  vile  monkejr-organ  of  RANDY'S  ! 

By  Jove,  how  he  grinds  !     Oh  1  of  all  duodecimo  dandies 

That  ever  played  gamin  and  grinder,  he  is  the  most  teasing, 

And  look  at  his  monkey — how  like  him !— it 's  jumping  and  seizing 

The  hair— what  there  is— of  that  broad,  burly,  blatant  big-drummer. 

Bang  !    Bang !     Oh,  my  ears !    Ah,  that  horrible  noisy  new-comer 

From  Leatherdom's  city  has  wrought  me  more  harm  than  my  foes 

have ; 

/  like,  /  defend  him  ?    If  ever  my  eyes,  ears,  and  nose  have 
Sustained  keen  offence,  'tis  from  BRADLAUOH  there  bumping  and 

booming 

As  though  he  delighted  my  score  to  destruction  in  dooming. 
And  then  that  huge  organ,  like  some  mad  piano-fiend  thumping, 
With  which  STAFF  and  CECIL  the  country  are  scouring  and  stumping ! 
The  shine  of  it !  Kum-te-tum-rantara I !   Forte!!!   Crescendo!!!! 
With  never  a  p.p.  or  delicate  diminuendo  . 

No  sweetness  of  phrasing,  no  fineness  of  touch !  It 's  just  maddening ! 
CECIL  would  slay  St.  Cecilia's  self ;  but  it 's  saddening 
STAFFY  to  see  at  such  work ;  he  does  look  half  ashamed  of  it, 
Tired  of  the  row  and  the  rowdiness  scarce  to  be  named  of  it. 


Then  look  at  LAWSON  there,  thumbing  his  "  musical  glasses." 
Musical  t    Shrieky  as  brayings  of  heel-lifting  asses, 
All  out  of  tune,  out  of  time,  like  cracked  bells  in  a  steeple, 
Swears  he 's  my  friend  and  admirer,  too— he,  of  all  people  I 
Hasn't  a  notion  of  harmony  ;  will  play  a  solo 
Always  in  crotchets.    Good  gracious  1    Can't  even  play  Polo 
Without  some  ensemble.    Political  Symphonies  ?    Bless  us ! 
While  this  row  goes  on  ?    Ah  !  I  feel  that  the  garment  of  Nessus, 
Spite-poisoned,  enwraps  me.   And  yet  what  a  programme  1  gave  them ! 
My  choir !    If  they  won't  follow  me,  who  from  chaos  shall  save  thjm  ? 
Noise!    Noise!    From  the  foe  we  expect  it,  they  think  it  their  duty ; 
But  shindy  on  our  side  means  smash.    Tutti,  Gentlemen  !  tutti! 


WHAT  was  our  Tip  last  week  for  the  Derby  ?  Those  who  rightly 
interpreted  our  Fancy  Portrait,  drawn  by  the  Artist  who  backed  the 
horse  and  gave  us  the  correct  tip  of  his  tail,  must  have  made  a 
fortune.  Wasn't  he  represented  as  "  going  like  blazes  "  ?— and 
who,  accustomed  to  interpret  oracles,  wouldn't  at  once  have  read  it 
"  Going  like  St.  Slaise  is,"  eh  ?  We  don't  charge  commission,  but, 
when  Gentlemen  have  made  a  considerable  profit,  we  expect  them  to 
remember  the  prophet  who  made  them  the  millionnairet  they  now 
are.  Nod  and  a  wink  to  Dark  Horse. 


LOYALTY  SAIBLY  TRIED. — Her  Gracious  MAJESTY  kept  her  own 
birthday  very  much  to  herself  by  going  "  bock  agen"  to  Scotland, 
which  was  not  one  of  the  Happy  Returns  of  the  Day,  especially  as — 

The  Provost  and  Baillies  of  Aberdeen 
Were  not  permitted  to  see  the  QUEEN. 


OLD  TIMES  REVIVED.— The  punishment  for  the  thoroughfare 
obstructionists  who  caused  the  block  in  the  Strand  should  be  the 
Block  on  Tower  Hill. 
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DESIGN  FOB  NEW  WALL  DECORATIVE  PAPKB,  TO  BK  CALLED  TH» 
"  PAPIKB  MAMHF.U." 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

Jlotue  of  Commora,  Monday,  May  21. — Business  resumed  to-daj 
after  Whitsun  recess.  Many  of  our  young  men,  including  our  Gram 
Old  One,  absent. 

Telegram  from  RANDOLPH,  dated  "  Clonnabally,  Co.  Antrim 
Monday.  Sha'n't  be  in  House  till  Thursday.  Here  making  inqui- 
ries into  case  mentioned  by  JOSEPH  QILLIS  as  to  Adjutant  who  drew 
forage  allowance  for  imaginary  horse.  Most  important.  JOSEPH 
not  accurate  in  details,  but  quite  enough  to  damage  Government 
Fancy  we  shall  turn  them  out  this  time.  Could  have  been  bad 
to-day,  but  since  GLADSTONE  stays  till  Thursday,  think  GOBSI  wil 
be  able  to  manage,  and  keep  in  order  STAFFT  and  H.  W.  SMITH— or 
is  it '  W.  H.'  '<  "  Indefatigable  young  man,  RANDOLPH.  Always 
at  his  country's  call. 

Spent  drowsy  evening  on  Civil  Service  Estimates.  GORST  did  his 
best  to  make  up  for  RANDOLPH  ;  but  a  little  heavy  and  monotonous. 
His  tactics  consist  chiefly  of  going  out  for  an  hour  or  so,  coming 
back,  noting  who  is  absent  from  Treasury  Bench,  then,  when  culpril 
returns,  dropping  down  upon  him ;  or  if  he  prolongs  absence,  gets  up 
and  wants  to  know  how  votes  for  furniture  in  Law  Courts  are  to  be 
taken  in  absence  of  Secretary  of  State  for  War,  or  why  the  President 
of  the  Board  of  Trade  should  be  absent  at  a  time  when  Committee 
are  asked  to  vote  salary  for  the  Charwoman  at  the  Admiralty  P 

Little  of  this  goes  a  long  way,  and  we  had  a  good  deal  of  it  a  fort- 
night back  whan  GOKST  protested  against  discussing  the  Transvaal 
attairs  in  absence  of  Attorney-General  for  Ireland. 

"  Worst  of  man  with  a  11  ui  of  speech  and  dearth  of  ideas  is  that 
when  he  gets  hold  of  what  he  thinks  is  a  point  he  bores  people  to 
death  with  it."  So  HAKCOCBI  says,  and  don't  know  anyone  of  more 
judicial  mind. 

JOSEPH  GiLLis  in  great  form.  Doubts  very  much  whether  the 
Patents  Bill  will  get  through  this  Session,  and  is  highly  sarcastic  on 
frescoes. 

"  When  I  was  in  Parry,"  he  says,  unflinchingly  facing  recollections 
that  some  might  think  painful,  "  I  took  my  dejernay  occasionally 
allyfresky  in  the  Boy.  But  there  you  got  something  to  eat  and 
drink.  These  here  freskies  for  a  wall  I  don't  hold  with,  and  if  Sir 
FREDERICK  LKIOHTON  wants  to  do  'em,  let  him  do  'em  at  his  own 
expense."  Busineit  done. — Voted  Supply. 

Tuetday. — House  in  pretty  cheerful  mood  to-night.  Arranged  for 
Count  Out  before  dinner,  and  whole  holiday  for  to-morrow.  Gloom 
rf  Sir  HEKIIEKT  MAXWELL,  Bart,  in  strong  contrast  to  general 
hilarity. 

"  Tour,"  said  the  unfortunate  Nobleman,  whom  I  found  languish- 
ing in  arm-chair  in  Library,  "  what  makes  me  unhappy  is  that  now, 
as  I  sit  here,  1  recall  quite  easily  all  the  good  things  1  was  going  to 
»y  in  moving  the  Adjournment.  CHAPLIN  would  have  been  nowhere. 
LowniER would  have  been  lost,  and  DICK  POWER  not  in  it.  Meant 
to  show  them  that  if  a  Scotchman  can't  readily  take  in  joke,  he  can 
turn  'em  out  without  apparent  effort.  But  got  into  such  a  terrible 
funk  when  found  myself  on  my  legs.  All  the  jokes  got  mixed  up. 
Afraid  that  would  happen  when  took  AKTHUK  BALFOUB'S  advice. 
Left  my  own  place,  and  spoke  from  RANDOLPH'S.  '  Elijah's  mantle, 
you  know,'  BALFOUR  said.  '  You  stand  there,  and  you  won't  feel 
aashful.'  But  think  strange  place  even  made  me  worse.  Had 
uncomfortable  sense  that  House  could  see  my  boots.  Nothing  matter 
with  them,  doncha  know,  but  when  I  speak  from  usual  place,  have 
a  bench  before  me.  Hides  a  bit  of  you,  and  you  can  lean  on  back  if 

Sra  feel  ill.  Speaking  from  RANDOLPH'S  seat,  one  is  in  full  view  of 
onse.  Makes  fellow  feel  queer.  Wish  I  'd  had  nothing  to  do  with 
it.  Must  get  a  Welshman  next  time.'1 


"Yes,"  I  say,  touched  by  unhappy  Nobleman's  despair;  "we'll 
get  MOKOAH  LLOTD  next  year,  then  your  failure  will  be  forgotten." 
*.  On  the  whole,  not  a  very  lively  business.  Oddest  men  appear* 
in  what  was  expected  to  be  funniment.  "  Like  tragedy-met 
coming  forward  when  the  call-boy  summons  the  comedians,  «»ic 
Mr.  LABOUCHERR,  who  knows  something  about  theatres.  When 
Sir  EDWARD  COLRBROOK  rose.  House  positively  gasped,  then  con- 
tumeliously  roared.  The  storm  grew  higher  when  red  face  anc 
round  body  of  JAMES  HOWARD  discovered  below  the  Gangway. 

"  Highly  irregular  this,"  said  8roAHT-WoRTL«Y.  "  It's  like  the 
sun  rising  in  the  middle  of  the  night." 

HOWARD  not  at  all  unlike  comic  pictures  of  the  sun,  as  he  stands 
below  the  Gangway  with  full  broad  face  shining  on  uproarious 
crowd.  Apparently  nothing  particular  to  say,  and  after  struggling 
with  clouds  of  displeasure,  finally  suffered  eclipse,  and  solar  systen 
resumes  ordinary  conditions,  liutintst  <&m«.— House  decided  by  185 
rotes  against  85  to  go  to  the  Derby. 

Thurtday.— Great  eruption  of  white  hats  and  light  clothing  to-day. 
Mr.  MOKE  a  little  out  of  it.  For  many  Sessions,  so  Mr.  Druwnr 
tells  me,  he  used  to  be  the  harbinger  of  summer.  Possessed  suit  oi 
clothes  oi  dusty  miller  order  with  white  hat  to  match.  One  day 
whilst  House  was  engaged  on  Questions  or  Notices,  MONK  would 
enter  arrayed  in  these  garments.  Then  House  knew  summer  was  al 
hand,  and  Members  going  home  hunted  up  their  white  hats  and  light 
clothing.  "  Just  like  Gentlemen  who  live  in  the  country  write  to  the 
Time*  when  they  see  first  swallow  or  hear  the  cuckoo,  so,"  DU.LWTH 
says,  "  we  knew  when  summer  was  at  hand  by  seeing  MONK  come  in 
as  though  he  had  passed  through  a  flour-mill  on  the  way." 

To-day  summer  burst  upon  us  without  re-appearance  of  swallow 
or  warning  note  of  cuckoo.  Troubled  with  approaching  disfran- 
chisement  of  Gloucester,  or  from  some  other  cause — "Perhaps," 
Mr.  BARRAN  says,  "the  suit's  worn  out.  Can't  have  come  from 
first-class  firm  " — MONK  manque,  and  here  we  are  in  midsummer. 

"  Yes,  TOBT,  dear  boy,"  says  RANDOLPH,  "and  the  dog-days  are 
at  hand  when  some  people  are  muzzled." 

One  or  two  men  laugh,  sure  I  don't  know  what  at. 

Warlike  night  in  Committee  of  Supply.  Militia  out,  and  the 
Yeomanry  Cavalry  paraded.  Earl  PERCY  on  the  war-path.  Imposing 
appearance. 

"  Must  admit,"  says  Mr.  LABOCCHERE,  "  that  blood  tells.  '  The 
Perse1  owt  of  Northumbarlande '  is  the  same  in  the  Victorian  age  as 
in  the  time  of  HEN  BY  THE  SIXTH.  Never  see  PJERCT  without  think- 
ing of  Chevy  Chase." 

And  he  certainly  looked  warlike  as  he  squared  his  shoulders,  set 
his  feet  firmly  on  the  floor,  waved  his  muscular  arm,  and  in  those 
deep,  stentorian  tones  so  familiar  on  the  parade-ground  of  the 
Alnwick  Artillery  Volunteers,  instructed  Lord  HARTINGTON  on  his 
duties  in  relation  to  the  Militia. 

"  Yes.  I  've  got  my  eye  on  PKB.CT,"  RANDOLPH  said,  when  I 
described  the  thrill  his  martial  bearing  and  tones  always  send  through 
me.  "  When  I  come  in,  can't  do  better  than  put  him  in  at  the  War 
Office.  With  GORST  Lord  Chancellor,  WOLFF  Minister  for  Foreign 
Affairs,  and  BALTOCR  Secretary  of  State  for  India,  I  shall  have  the 
nucleus  of  a  pretty  strong  Ministry." 

Btitineit  done. — Four  votes  on  Army  Estimates  agreed  to. 

Friday  Night.— Another  Count  Out.  Professor  BRTCE  delivered 
interesting  lecture  on  Armenia;  chiefly  useful  as  giving  ASHMEAD 
BABTLETT  opportunity  for  getting  rid  of  remnant  of  one  of  old 
speeches  on  Central  Asia.  Then  Dr.  LYONS  proposed  to  set  forth 
scheme  for  regeneration  of  Ireland  "  by  utilising  her  abundant  but 
dormant  natural  resources."  Eeen  eye  of  Josr  B.  saw  through  it 
in  instant.  "If  Ireland,"  says  he,  "begins  to  depend  upon  ner- 
self,  and  to  work  like  Scotland  and  England  do,  WHAT  's  TO  BECOME 
OF  us  ?  "  So  JOSEPH  laid  in  wait,  and  counted  out  Dr.  LYONS. 

Etuineit  done. — None. 

THAT  DREADFUL  DOCTOR! 
(Ingoldiby  applied. ) 

HE  warns  us  in  eating,  he  warns  us  in  drinking, 

He  warns  us  in  reading  and  writing  and  thinking  ; 

He  warns  us  in  football,  footrace,  eight-oar  "  stroking," 

He  warns  us  in  dancing  and  cigarette-smoking  ; 

He  warns  us  in  taking  champagne,  and  canoeing ; 

He  warns  us  in  wearing  red  socks,  and  shampooing ; 

He  warns  us— of  drains — in  our  rang  country  quarters ; 

He  warns  us — of  fever— in  mineral  waters. 

He  warns  us  in— everything  mortal  may  mention. 

But — what  gives  rise 

To  but  little  surprise — 
Nobody  pays  him  the  slightest  attention  I 


EXPLORATION  OF  GaEMrLAjn>.— Fine  opportunity  for  Residential 
Flats. 
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MY  UNEARNED  IN- 
CREMENT. 

(Ballad  by  a  Betting-Man.) 

A  LIVING  by  exertion 

Is  very  hardly  won. 
It  would  be  my  aversion 

Suppose  it  could  be  done. 
I  wish  that  I  was  thriving 

In  clover  upon  rent, 
And  from  estate  deriving 

The  "  unearned  increment." 

No  increment,  not  any, 

Sack  I  of  such  a  kind. 
Whene'er  I  pay  a  penny, 

A  decrement  I  find. 
What  means  to  raise  a  sum  by  ? 

No  go  more  money  lent, 
Must  either  work,  or  come  by 

Some  "  unearned  increment." 

By  toiling  and  by  spinning, 

No  good  care  1  to  get ; 
Brads  I  go  in  for  winning. 

My  business  is  to  bet. 
True,  one  must  study  betting, 

To  count  upon  the  event ; 
But  that's  next  best  to  netting 

An  "unearned  increment." 

Why,  though  I  don't  like  labour, 

Commit  a  folly,  still, 
By  grabbing  from  my  neighbour 

His  goods  against  his  will  ? 
'Tis  safe  as  well  as  pleasant 

To  be  a  sporting  gent, 
And  play,  like  me  at  present, 

For  "  unearned  increment." 


ANOTHER  subject  —  loyal,  of 
course— for  the  Prince  of  WALES 
to  take  up  — though  this  does  sound 
as  if  we  were  speaking  of  His 
Royal  Highness  as  a  Policeman, — 
would  be  in  connection  with  the 
Royal  College  of  Music, — "  Open 
Spaces"  — for  the  people.  [We 
can  supply  a  few  others  when 
H.R.H.  has  an  hour  to  spare.] 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    138. 


LORD  LA.NSDOWNE, 
IN  HIS  NEW  CANADIAN  COSTUME,  SPFCIALLY  ADAPTED  TO  REMAINING 

COR  BOMB   TlMB   Our   IN   TBE   COLD. 


TO  LORD  COLERIDGE. 

Mr  dear  Chief  Justice,  you 
made  a  mistake  last  week  which 
I  am  bound  to  correct.  For  once 
you  forgot  the  rule  absolute 
which  should  ever  be  obeyed,  of 
"never  giving  your  reasons  for 
your  decisions."  You  actually 
explained,  and  at  some  consider- 
able length,  to  Sir  H.  GIFFARD, 
what  considerations  had  weighed 
with  you  in  deciding  to  grant  a 
rule.  This,  my  dear  Chief,  was  a 
big  mistake.  While  addressing 
your  Lordship  on  this  subject,  I 
will  just  add  that  there  has  re- 
cently been  loo  much  "talk  "  from 
the  Bench,  tco  much  of  that  bid- 
ding for  that  popularity  which  is 
the  very  breath  of  an  Actor's  life 
(I  believe  your  Lordship  takes  the 
Chair  at  the  dinner  to  be  given 
to  Mr.  HRNRY  IRVIKG)  but  which 
is  incompatible  with  the  dignity 
of  the  Bench. 

Yours  truly, 


Her  Majesty's  Inspector  of  Chief 
Juitices,  S;e.,  $c. 


REVISED  VERSION  OF  9HAKSPEARE. 

"  A  poor  player, 
Who  stru's  and  frets  his  hour  on  the 

stage, 
And  then — goes  into  Society." 


"  REAL  JAM."— The  traffic  at 
Hamilton  Place  Improvement 
Corner  ;  at  Cumberland  Gate ;  in 
Covent  Garden ;  and  in  the  Strand 
by  the  Gaiety. 


Wellington  Statue  (loq.).  "  J'y 
euis,  J'y  rests  !  " 

Mr.  Punch  (with  riding-whip}. 
No.  J'y  up !  Move  on ! 


THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  NEXT  WAR. 

PRELIMINARY  CHAPTER. 

THE  Energetic  Veteran  hurried  from  Pall  Mall,  passed  through 
Leicester  Square,  skirted  Covent  Garden  Market,  and  stopped  at  a 
door  under  the  portico  near  Drury  Lane.  It  was  a  small  door,  and 
a  number  of  persons  of  both  sexes  were  hanging  listlessly  about  in 
its  close  proximity.  The  Energetic  Veteran  pushed  his  way  in,  and 
was  stopped  by  a  Polite  Official. 

"  You  cannot  pass  here,  Sir,"  said  the  doorkeeper,  firmly  but 
respectfully. 

'•  Bat  I  tell  you  I  must,"  replied  the  Energetic  Veteran,  briskly. 

"  I  want  to  see  Mr. "  And  he  mentioned  one  of  the  best-known 

names  in  Europe. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  you  do,  Sir,"  returned  the  Official ;  "  but  the 
Governor  is  extremely  busy,  and  you  had  better  write  to  htm." 

"  I  have  written  to  him,"  cried  the  Energetic  Veteran ;  "  and  see, 
there  is  a  copy  of  my  letter."  And  he  pointed  to  a  placard,  about 
eighteen  feet  square,  which  was  adorning  an  adjacent  wall. 

"  Indeed,  Sir !  "  replied  the  Polite  Official,  with  increased  respect. 
'  Then,  if  you  will  give  me  your  card,  Sir,  possibly  the  Governor 
will  make  an  exception  in  your  case.  I  can  but  take  it  to  him." 

The  Energetic  Veteran  haughtily  tossed  over  a  small  square  of 
pasteboard,  and  retired.  When  the  Official  returned,  he  found  his 
visitor  contemplating,  with  the  greatest  possible  admiration,  a 
gigantic  poster  representing  a  hand-to-hand  encounter  between 
Egyptians  and  English  soldiers,  of  the  most  sanguinary  description. 

"  Ah !  it  does  so  bring  it  back  to  me  !  "  murmured  the  Energetic 
Veteran,  overcome  with  emotion.  "  That  officer  wavin?  the  British 
flag,  and  slaughtering  half-a-dozen  white-coats,  might  have  been 
meant  for  myself.  Just  the  sort  of  thing  I  used  to  do,  in  a  leisure 
moment,  when  I  wasn't  wanted  to  work  on  the  Staff  I  " 

The  Polite  Official  respectfully  beckoned  the  speaker  to  enter  the 


building,  and  together  they  passed  through  the  door.  They  tra- 
versed dark  passages  dimly  illuminated  by  wire-globed  gas-lights, 
and  ascended  narrow  staircases  overlooking  a  huge  open  space  with 
a  boarded  floor.  Then  they  came  to  a  second  door,  but  this  was 
made  of  the  most  costly  marquetry,  studded  with  the  rarest  marbles. 
The  Polite  Official  ushered  in  the  Energetic  Veteran,  and  retired. 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  a  gracefully-rounded  figure  resting  in  a  tissue- 
of-gold  dressing-gown  tastefully  trimmed  with  brilliants,  on  a  sofa 
whose  bullion-cloth  and  pure  golden  legs  were  half  hidden  by  a  huge 
rug  made  entirely  of  sable-tails.  "  Pardon  me  a  moment,  until  I 
have  given  my  final  instructions  to  a  dozen  and  a  half  of  my  Secre- 
taries." 

The  Energetic  Veteran  nodded  amiably,  and  looked  round  him. 
The  chamber  in  which  he  was  now  seated  was  certainly  gorgeous  in 
the  extreme,  and  strontrly  reminded  him  of  the  most  luxurious  pas- 
sages of  the  Arabian  Nights.  The  walls  were  hung  with  a  material 
composed  of  silver  thread  and  precious  gems,  and  all  the  furni- 
ture, except  the  sofa  already  mentioned,  was  made  of  the  rarest 
porcelain.  He  himself  was  resting  on  a  Dresden  china  chair.  Pic- 
tures by  RAFFAELLE,  and  Masters  nearly  as  celebrated,  were  scattered 
about  the  apartment  in  great  profusion,  waiting  to  be  hung.  There 
was  an  indescribable  air  of  wealth  about  the  place,  which  had  its 
effect  upon  the  visitor,  although  that  visitor  was  not  a  man  easily 
impressed. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  figure  on  the  sofa,  who  had  been  called  by 
the  Polite  Official  "  the  Governor,"  turning  round  and  making  a 
cigarette  out  of  some  Turkish  tobacco  and  a  ten-pound  note,  "  What 
can  I  do  for  yon?" 

"  I  have  an  idea !  "  was  the  short  sharp  response. 

"  Not  in  the  least  surprised,"  smilingly  continued  the  other,  as  he 
toyed  with  a  huge  pine-apple,  and  filled  a  liqueur-glass  from  a 
magnum  of  Chartreuse  Verte.  "  Won't  you  join  me  ?  " 

"No,  thanks,"  returned  the  Energetic  Veteran ;  "  I  never  take 
anything  except  at  meals,  and  get  all  I  want  from  the  Vine  Club,  of 
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DETRACTION. 

The  Younger  Lady.  "On,  AUNT,  DID  YOU  OBSIRVE  WHAT  A  BADLY-MADE  DRESS  Ma*.  Baown  HAD  on?" 
Aunt  (u-ho  couldn't  bear  "  that  woman  ").  "AH,  THAT'S  BOW  IT  WAS  IT  IIITED  HIB  so  WELL,  D«AR— TM ! 


by  the  bye.  I  should  like  to  lee  you  a  member,"  and  he 
over  a  number  of  circulars. 

"1  am  eure  I  thould  be  very  pleased,"  replied  the  Governor, 
hastily,  "  but,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  don't  think  it  would  be  of  any  ute 
to  me.  You  see,  when  I  want  to  dine  quietly.  I  (generally  aooept  an 
invit  .itiim  to  a  State  banquet  with  the  LORD  MA  YOU.  But,  you  were 
faying  you  had  an  idea  P  " 

"  1  have  got  something  more  for  you." 

"What,  another  letter !  "  returned  the  other.  "Well,  thanks, 
very  much;  but  I  think  that  game  is  played  out.  Besides,  my 
Vicar  in  South  Kensington  is  getting  jealous.  Not  that  you  don't 
write  capitally.  No  ;  when  I  saw  that  first  despatch  of  yours— the 
one  you  knocked  off,  you  know,  just  after  your  arrival  in  Egypt — 1 
said  t.o  myself,  '  He  thall  be  on  my  staff,"  aud  you  are  1  " 

"  And  WILLING  approves  of  me  P" 

"lie  is  delighted  with  you,  and  says  that  you  should  join  his 
profession -that  with  your  talent,  in  his  line  you  would  coin 
tanner." 

"  Well,  1  find  my  own  profession  not  unlucrative." 

"  S>  I  told  him  ;  but  he  said  you  ought  to  sacrifice  Arms  to  Art. 
But  there,  no  doubt  he  will  write  to  jou  on  the  subject.  And,  now, 
what  in  your  idea  ':  " 

"  What  d»  you  say  to  a  war  with  thn  Esquimaux  P  " 

"  N-it  bad,"  taid  the  Governor,  reflectively,  "  the  North  Pole, 
thouzh,  has  been  touched  at  the  Adtlphi." 

"  Not  as  I  should  touch  it!"  cried  the  Energetic  Veteran,  with 
enthusiasm.  "  I  would  have  real  bears  and  a  battle  by  uight,  illu- 
minated with  the  Aurora  Borealis." 

"  Not  bad,"  murmured  the  Governor.  "  I  don't  think  that  has 
been  done." 

"Then  BSAUCHAMP  SEYMOUR— tut,  tut!— I  should  say  ALCKSTH:, 
but  I  never  can  remember  the  titles  of  these  newly-made  Peers- 
might  bombard  Copenhagen,  as  I  promised  to  put  him  into  my  next 
big  thing." 

'  Bombard  Copenhagen !— surely  that  has  been  done  before  ?  " 

"Everything  has  been  done  before,"  replied  the  Energetic 
Veteran,  irritably.  "But,  there,  I  have  taken  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  about  it,  and  if  you  don't  like  it,  you  can  leave  it.  Possibly, 


by-and-by,  they  may  want  something  of  the  sort  at  the  Princesses', 
and,  if  the  wont  comes  to  the  worst,  I  can  always  take  it  to 
Astley's  " 

"  Don't  be  so  irapilsive,"  said  the  Governor.  "  But  do  you  see 
your  way  to  a  ballet  t  " 

"Ofomrse.  I  get  that  by  the  capture  of  Russian  maidens.  Fair 
Circassians,  if  you  like." 

"  Yes  ;  that  wouldn't  be  bad." 

"  Then  1  shall  work  in  BISMARCK  somehow—  just  to  give  HARRY 
JACEKOH  a  new  character." 

"  Yes,  he  would  like  that.  He  is  fond  of  representing  historical 
personages.  And  couldn't  yon  get  in  the  Coronation  of  the  CZAB  ? 
I  always  try  to  have  something  connected  with  current  events." 

"Ye»,  yes,"  replied  the  Energetic  Veteran,  reflectively,  "that 
might  do  for  a  Prologue.  Well,  I  am  glad  that  you  like  the  notion. 
The  Duke  was  rather  in  favour  of  an  invasion  of  the  Crimea." 

"  Done  years  and  jean  ago!  " 

"  So  I  told  him,  and  suggested,  instead,  complications  with  the 
North-  Western  Powers  and  a  descent  upon  Greenland.  You  see  I 
had  you  in  my  eye." 

"  I  will  do  it  !  "  cried  the  Governor,  suddenly.  "  I  see  my  way 
to  something  really  big,  and  I  will  do  it.  I  will  bill  your  first 
despatch  all  over  the  place,  and  the  scenery  shall  be  put  in  hand  at 


Within  six  months  of  the  above  conversation  the  world  was 
startled  by  two  great  events,—  the  first,  a  fresh  war  in  Europe,  the 
second,  a  new  piece  at  Drury  Lane  ! 


New  Version. 

( tl'fitch  luyaeited  ittelf  to  the  Special  flithyramb'ut  of  ttu  ' 
X\ght  of  tht  Derby.) 


Timti"  on  tht 


As  when  a  mighty  people  rejoice 
With  the  penny  trumpet  and  the  tootling  horn, 
And  the  tumult  of  their  shindy  is  borne 
From  Kennington  Gate,  where  there 's  crush  and  jar. 
To  the  Special  waiting  at  the  "  Horns  "  snug  bar. 
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MY    DERBY    DAY. 

I  ALWAYS  have  a  book  on  the  Derby.  The  amounts  are  not  large, 
but  it  enables  me  to  join  with  an  appearance  of  grave  anxiety  in  the 

horsey  conversation  appropriate 
to  May.  It  once,  however,  nearly 
got  me  into  trouble  when  in  the 
Witness  Box,  my  naive  confes- 
sion encouraging  a  facetious  cross- 
examiner  to  denounce  me  as  a 
Black  Leg,  until  the  assurance 
that  I  never  went  beyond  a  few 
shillings  overwhelmed  him  with 
as  much  confusion  as  a  sane 
man  can  well  feel  when  dressed 
up  in  black  stuff  and  horse-hair. 
However,  upon  discovering  on 
Wednesday  morning,  on  making 
up  my  book,  that,  if  fortunate,  I 
should  only  lose  a  rifle,  but  under  no  circumstances  could  I  possibly 
win,  I  determined  to  avoid  the  Saturnalia  of  Epsom,  and  to  spend  a 
quiet  day  in  beautiful  Epping  Forest.  I  was  induced  to  adopt  this 
wise  resolution  from  reading  Lord  SHEKBROOXE'S  quotation  from 
MILTON,  commencing,  "  As  one  who  long  in  populous  city  pent," 
which  was  evidently  intended  for  me  who  have  been  pent  in  a  very 
populous  city  for  about  fifty  years. 

I  strolled  through  the  People's  beautiful  Forest  for  about  four 
hours  in  a  perfect  rapture  of  enjoyment,  but  I  should  venture  to 
make  to  the  Authorities  the  modest  suggestion,  to  clear  away  the 
dirty  paper  instead  of  clearing  away  so  many  trees.  Exhausted  by 
my  long  stroll,  I  sought  refreshment  at  a  cleanly-looking  booth,  the 
property  of  JOHN  SMITH,  a  name  I  think  J  have  seen  before,  and 
who  supplied  me  with  the  cup  that  cheers  but  not  inebriates,  with  a 
sufficiency  of  milk  and  sugar,  for  the  small  charge  of  one  penny. 
This,  with  a  remarkably  sticky  Bath  bun,  constituted  my  refreshing 
and  economical  repast.  Returning  into  the.  Forest  1  heard  the  notes 
of  a  cuckoo.  Always  ready  to  contribute  my  share,  however  small, 
to  the  constantly  increasing  store  of  human  knowledge,  I  noticed 
that  my  cuckoo  never  called  more  than  eighteen  times  without 
pausing  to  take  breath,  and  that  bis  notes  are  separated  by  a  fourth. 
While  listening  intently  to  discover  these  important  facts  in  Natural 
History,  my  cuckoo  suddenly  flew  past  me,  making  as  much  noise  as 
Mr.  BKIGGS'S  first  pheasant. 

Finding  myself  now  on  the  bank  of  the  pleasant-looking  lake,  I 
was  asked  if  I  would  have  a  boat,  but  as  from  my  earliest  days  I 
have  always  liked  to  see  which  way  I  was  going,  and  as  I  saw  a 
kindly  intimation  written  up,  that  all  damage  must  be  paid  for,  I 
bargained  for  a  boatman  as  well  as  a  boat,  and  spent  an  hour  of  calm 
delicious  enjoyment. 

On  landing  I  discovered  a  long  line  of  Cocoa-Nuts  in  tempting 
array,  and  their  youthful  guardian  slumbering  peacefully.  Awaking 
at  my  approach,  he  besought  my  patronage  so  earnestly,  that  I 
yielded  to  the  extent  of  one  penny,  and  bringing  into  play  the  old 
yorkers  with  which  in  days  of  yore  I  used  to  spread-eagle  the 
wickets  of  my  opponents  at  cricket,  I,  quite  as  much  to  my  own 
astonishment  as  the  boy's,  landed  a  remarkably  fine  cocoa-nut, 
which  we  ascertained,  by  violently  shaking  it,  contained  a  consider- 
able quantity  of  the  peculiar  milk  which  is  accounted  for  in  such  a 
variety  of  ways.  Scorning  to  take  advantage  of  my  unexpected 
success,  I  nobly  returned  the  fruit  to  the  youthful  attendant,  who, 
when  he  had  recovered  from  his  surprise,  expressed  his  gratitude  for 
my  unexampled  liberality  by  at  once  standing  on  his  head. 

I  strolled  away  with  head  erect,  and  with  the  consciousness  of 
having  at  one  and  the  same  time  evinced  remarkable  skill  and  great 
self-denial.  I  had  previously  learned  from  the  young  recipient  of 
my  bounty,  that  the  average  number  of  "chucks  "at  Cocoa-Nuts 
before  achieving  success  is  six,  and  of  "  shies  "  at  Aunt  Sally,  four  ; 
the  form  of  our  female  relative's  effigy  presenting,  apparently,  a 
better  mark  than  the  nobbly  nut  that  contains  the  fluid. 

In  the  train  from  the  City  I  found  myself  in  company  with  a 
gentleman  of  remarkably  healthy,  if  not  flushed,  appearance,  who 
had  just  returned  from  Epsom.  He  was  very  communicative,  but 
many  of  his  expressions  were  peculiar,  if  not  unintelligible.  He  told 
me,  for  instance,  that  he  was  down  upon  his  luck,  and  should  have 
to  trouble  his  Uncle.  _  Upon  my  venturing  to  express  the  opinion 
that  he  was  fortunate  in  having  so  generous  a  relation  to  appeal  to, 
he  laughed,  and  said  that  wasn't  at  all  bad.  As  the  train  was  about 
stopping,  he  shook  hands  with  me  very  heartily,  and  made  use  of 
these  very  remarkable  words: — "I've  enjoyed  your  society  very 
much  |  there  's  a  greenness  about  yon  that  ia  quite  refreshing,  so 
I  '11  give  you  just  two  bits  of  advice.  Never  have  anything  to  do 
with  the  Turf.  They  are  all  scamps  alike,  and  would  sell  their  own 
fathers  to  gain  their  ends.  But  if  you  can't  resist  it,  like  me, 
there 's  only  one  chance  for  you,  and  that  is,  to  Nobble  the  Jockey  I  " 

AN  OUTSIDEK. 


SCENE  IN  THE  COURT  OF  QUEEN'S  BENCH, 

May  21*<,  1883. 
(How  it  should  have  occurred.) 

Usher.  Mr.  Justice  HAWKINS  will  oblige  again ! 
Mr.  Justice  Hawkins  (sings) — 

Excuse  me,  Gents  I    I  am  in  a  flutter, 
I  've  been  detained  in  that  gruesome  gutter 
Called  the  Strand  I    Called  the  Strand  I    Called  the  Strand ! 
Search  Europe  through  you  '11  find  no  place  full 
Of  sheer  neglect  and  control  disgraceful 
Like  the  Strand  I    Like  the  Strand  !    Like  the  Strand ! 
Its  state  is  truly  awful !     Heigho !    Heigho  1 
'Tis  little  short 
Contempt  of  Court — 
In  fact  it 's  most  unlawful ! 

[The  entire  Court  dance  round  to  Symphony,  and,  much  re- 
freshed, proceed  to  business  with  renewed  energy. 


A  VICEROY  FOR  AFRICA. 

"Suppose  HER  MAJESTY  were  represented  in  South  Africa  by  a  Viceroy 
carefully  selected,  to  whom  the  Governors  would  report,  with  whom  the  Boer 
Presidents  would  negotiate,  and  who  would,  as  regards  natives,  possess  all 
the  authority  the  Crown  and  Parliament  could  give  him.  Wielding  such 
powers,  *  *  *  he  would,  we  conceive,  be  able  to  remove,  and  frequently 
even  to  anticipate,  difficulties  which  presi  severely  on  the  Colonial  Office." 

Spectator. 

As  I  've  just  been  appointed  first  Viceroy  and  Governor-General  of 
the  Cape  Colony,  Natal,  Pondoland,  Basutoland,  Griqualand  West, 
Bechuanaland,  and  as  much  of  Zululand  as  we  haven't  yet  given 
back  to  CETEWAYO,  must  buy  good  map  of  South  Africa  at  once,  and 
study  the  numerous  interesting  (geographical)  problems  connected 
with  that  country.  Must  also  discover,  if  possible,  before  starting, 
who  LANGALIBALELE  is.  Is  it  the  African  native  appellation  for 
Bishop  COLENSO  ?  Wonder  if  FOBSTEE  would  put  me  up  to  this. 
He  seems  to  know  all  about  the  Bechuanas,  and  might  help  a 
"  carefully-selected  Viceroy"  in  acquiring  information. 

Here  I  am  at  Cape  Town  I  Find  furious  letter  from  Mayor  and 
chief  residents  at  Durban,  asking  me  why  on  earth  I  haven't  settled 
in  their  Colony  instead  of  here.  They  say  their  city  has  quite  five 
hundred  inhabitants,  and  is  nearly  as  large  as  any  in  all  South 
Africa. 

Make  my  firsOpeech.  Tell  people  I  already  feel  "  an  Africander 
to  the  backbone."  People  cheer.  Don't  like  the  word  "  Africander" ; 
too  obviously  rhymes  with  "gander."  But  ought  I  to  make  public 
speeches  ?  Shall  telegraph  to  RIPON,  I  think,  and  ask  advice. 

Dutchman  in  crowd  wants  to  know  "  my  opinion  on  the  Transvaal 
question."  Tell  him  I  haven't  formed  one  yet,  but  hope  to  do  so  in 
the  course  of  a  day  or  two.  Dutchman  seems  surprised.  Another 
person, — looks  like  an  English  clergyman  in  disguise— says  he's  a 
great  friend  of  JOEL  and  JONATHAN,  and  would  be  glad  to  know  if 
I'm  going  to  let  'em  be  "eaten  up"  by  LETSIE  and  MASUTHA? 
Natural  for  clergyman  in  disguise  to  feel  hurt  about  men  called 
JOEL,  or  JONATHAN  ;  but  why  these  scriptural  names  out  here  'i 
Contuses  my  geography  utterly. 

Well,  this  is  really  quite  aggravating  !  After  several  days  spent 
in  trying  to  induce  Boers,  by  diplomatic  efforts,  to  spare  the  Be- 
chuanas, I  now  hear  that  they  've  taken  all  their  cattle  and  wives, 
and  added  their  territory  to  what  they  choose  to  call  the  "Dutch 
South  African  Republic." 

Evidently,  must  follow  "  consistent  policy."  For  a  "  supreme 
referee,  on  the  spot,  placed  above  the  strife  of  parties,  is  always 
necessary  in  such  circumstances."  Quite  feel  that  I  'm  necessary. 
Wonder  why  poor  BABTLE  FKERE  didn't  succeed.  But  then  he  was 
only  Governor  of  the  Cape.  Now,  I  am  also  Governor  of  Natal, 
Zululand,  Bechuanaland,  &c.,  and  also  Vice-Suzerain  of  the  Trans- 
vaal. So  that,  of  course,  makes  my  position  ever  so  much  easier  than 
poor  old  BAKTLE  FKEBE'B. 

Cape  Parliament  has  developed  a  spirit  of  its  own !  Refuses 
to  vote  supplies  if  I  send  army  into  Transvaal.  Threatening 
telegrams  from  Natal,  saying  that  if  I  don't,  they  will  declare 
themselves  independent  of  England  altogether,  and  of  me,  tool 
This  is  an  undeniably  awkward  situation.  Must  temporise. 

Happy  Thought.  Get  dear  old  CETEWAYO  to  attack  Boers.  Do 
so.  After  a  week,  hear  that  he  's  been  completely  defeated  by  the 
Dutch  brutes,  and,  in  consequence,  has  accepted  position  of  their 
Suzerain.  Cape  Parliament  is  becoming  unbearable,  Natal  has  really 
declared  its  independence,  and  the  united  Dutchmen  of  Transvaal 
and  Orange  Free  State  are  marching  on  Cape  Town !  Resign  my 
position,  and  perform  my  own  "  happy  despatch  "  to  England,  where 
I  can,  at  all  events,  give  Colonial  Office  some  of  the  "  local  know- 
ledge "  which  it  so  much  needs. 


TO  COKBESPONDENTS In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
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COMPENSATION. 
Snoblcy.  "Aw — AW — IT  MUST  BB  VIRY  UNPLEASANT  FOR  Ton  AMERICANS  TO 

BE  OOVRRNKD   BY   I'KOPLB — AW — WHOM   YOtT   WOULDN'T  ASK   TO   DlVNIR  !  " 

American  ficllc.  "  WBLL— NOT   MOKB  so,  PKRHAPP,  THAN  FOB   -sou  IN  ENG- 
LAND TO  BK  OUVKRNKD  BY   PEOPLE   WHO   WOULDN'T  ASK    YOU  TO  DiNNIR  !  " 


THE  MAGIC  SPECTACLES. 

A  Peep  into  a  possible  Future. 

"  The  HOME  SECRETARY  seen  democracy  only  as  distorted  by  Whig  >prctacles,  one  of 

the  most  powerfully  refracting  media  ot  the  day Mr.  TAYLOR  i-.  tin1  true  democrat, 

holdine  that,  democracy  is  the  government  of  the  whole  people  by  the  whole  people,  while 
Sir  WILLIAM  HAUCOUHT  would  condemn  democracy  to  the  disintegration  And  disuuion 
which  inevitably  pave  the  way  for  wire-pullers,  and  at  last  for  tyrants.  ' — Timtt. 

PUNCH  pops  the  spectacles  across  his  nose, 

As  through  each  magic  lens  his  keen  eyes  twinkle, 
Shadows  of  eld  upon  him  crowd  ai.d  close, 

He  feels  a  spiritual  Rip  fan  Winkle. 
Is  this  the  England  of  the  Sage's  youth, 

This  crotchet-ridden  realm  of  topsy-turvy  ? 
That  parti-coloured  Patch— can  it  be  Truth  ': 

That  Liberty,  in  vesture  strait  and  scurvy  ? 
The  very  air 's  asphyxia  to  the  lungs 

Used  to  the  rapture  of  free  inspiration. 
This  chaos  of  cramped  wills  and  clanging  tongues 

Can  it  he  worthy  of  the  name  of  nation  ? 
Men's  mien  hath  changed,  each  hath  a  Janus  look, 

Each  seems  to  be  half  tyrant  and  half  truckler. 
He  '11  swell  and  swagger  here,  there  crouch  and  crook, 

But  Freedom,  with  still  eye  and  steady  buckler, 
"Watching  and  warding  all,— where  is  the  shrined  ? 

Pooh— pooh  !    The  old  Palladium  stands  no  longer 
Midmost  the  city's  citadel.    The  whine 

Of  philanthropic  cant  has  proved  far  stronger 
Than  manly-fronted  and  frank-hearted  sense. 

The  one  and  indivisible  birthright,  Freedom, 


Ha*  been  exchanged  by  babblers  dull  and  dense 

For  pottage-dolts,  and  every  little  Edom 
Has  its  own  local  spoon.    The  old  large,  divine 

"Thou  shilt   not"  has  been  narrowed  down  and 

whittled, 
At  best  of  every  crotchet-monger's  whine, 

Until  Morality  itself  's  belittled 
Into  pure  priggishness,  the  sour  and  tame 

Subservience  of  small  souls  to  little  shackles. 
No  stalwart  champion,  with  soul  of  flame. 

The  many-handed  ogre,  Humbug,  tackles. 
Restriction,  arbitrary,  local,  stiff 

Cobwebs  capriciously  man's  every  action, 
Vetoes  bis  draught,  and  bounds  or  bans  his  whiff, 

And  every  little  fad-ring,  clique,  or  faction 
Has  its  own  happy  hunting-ground  where  it 

May  harry  its  opponents,  who  may  harry 
Others  in  turn  elsewhere  ;  check-rein  and  bit 

Are  on  us  everywhere.    The  man  who  'd  marry, 
Or  buy  or  sell,  or  sport,  or  drink  or  smoke. 

Must  choose  for  each  some  nook  where  Local  Option 
Has  not  in  that  regard  imposed  its  yoke 

Of  noodle-born  negation,  whose  adoption 
Jugglers  with  words  and  human  rights  defend 

By   some   freak-formed,   chance-gendered,   blind 

"  Majority," 
Which,  all  oblivious  of  its  righteous  end, 

Spreads  an  usurped  preposterous  authority 
O'er  the  whole  field  of  individual  will, 

Taste,  impulse,  fancy,  yearning,  need,  conviction 
80  that  as  sequel  of  some  prig-pushed  '  Bill," 

Blameless  desire  shall  feel  the  dull  constriction 
Of  Cant's  snake  foldings  everywhere.    "  This  life  P 

This  liberty  P"  sighs  the  Sage.     Have  smart  but 

flabby 
Round  Rhodian  rhetoricians  thus  made  rife 

The  rule  of  this  new  tyrant  small  and  shabby  P 
Have  Grand— but  oft  Grandmotherly— Old  Men 

Nervelessly  yielded  to  the  newest  fashion 
Of  mobcap  tyranny  ?    The  Punchian  pen 

Must  lay  effectively  a  scathing  lash  on 
The  hacks  invertebrate  that  bend  and  bow 

To  the  first  gu-h-rnsh  of  fanatic  folly 
As  the  Vox  pupiiti.    Good  faith !  I  trow 

Life  trill  be  breezy,  rational,  most  jolly, 
When  England  is  a  Heptarchy  of  fads, 

A  chaos  of  crass  crotchets— when  the  noodles, 
Tories,  or  Liberals,  or  roaring  Rads, 

Change  men  from  freemen  into  chain-led  poodles ; 
When  one  may  spread  a  pestilence,  but  not 

Unchallenged  make  the  best  of  Nature's  bounties, 
When  he  who'd  drink  or  smoke  most  scheme  and 
plot. 

And  travel  into  different  towns  and  counties 
To  dodge  the  local  despot ;  when  the  Law 

Piecemeal  is  parcelled  out  with  petty  pother, 
So  that  'tis  no  high  Mentor  striking  awe, 

Hut  a  Dame  Partlet,  full  of  fuss  and  bother, 
Hanging  at  each  man's  heels  until  he  doubt 

If  he  may  smile  or  sneeze  without  authority, 
Or  yield  to  any  wish  or  want  without 

Special  permission  from  some  one  "  Majority  " 
Out  of  a  hundred  such. 

Punch  dashes  off 

The  Magic  Spectacles  with  mighty  vigour. 
But  is  it  matter  for  mere  careless  sc..ff 

This  dream  of  Crotchetdom's  capricious  rigour  ? 
Is  life's  large  freedom  to  become  the  prey 

Of  zealons  zanies,  shallow,  sour,  am  • 
The  Glasses  may  not  show  the  truth  to-day, 

But  there 's  one  question  yet,— are  they  prophetic  f 


The  Ministry  and  the  Hint. 

IT  is  rumoured  that  the  Cabinet,  on  consideration) 
have  determined  to  convert  the  southern  portion  of  Xew 
Guinea  into  a  Crown  Colony.  It  may  be  hoped  that  this 
concession  may  satisfy  the  Party  of  Change,  although  the 
New  Guinea  Crown  Colony  will  be  still  something  under 
the  Old  Sovereign. 


AHKOTTWCKKKKT.  —  It  is  understood  that  t'io 
Member  for  Bridport  contemplates  bringing  out  a  n*w 
work  on  "  Modern  Parliamentary  Procedure."  It  in  t» 
be  called  Warton's  Cnmplst*  \\~rnngler. 


vol.  LXXXIY. 
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OUR    PLEA    FOR    OPEN    SPACES. 

The  Rhymester,  musing  in  City  Slums,  indulges  in  Elegiacs  concerning  possible  Elysia  for  the  City  Children. 

"The  value  of  email  open  spaces  in  densely-populated  districts,  near  the  homes  of  working  people,  is  increasingly  recognised  year  by  year." 

Mrs.  Octavia  Hill,  in  the  "  Times." 


^RECOGNISED  1 "    Ay,  but  by  whom  ?    The  wise  of  heart  and  the          Then,  whilst  the  Springtide  burst  of  rejuvenescent  beauty 

kindly !  Breaks  upon  holt  and  hedgerow,  quickens  the  pulse  like 

Sp.arflft  Iw  t.Vlfl  TTiniya  nf  ftnlrl     l\ia  T  nrAa  r*f  *>»A    Rail   anil   Mart  urina 


adlyl 

K^-ivo  by  the  Kings  of  Gold,  the  Lords  of  the  Hail  and  Mart. 
Little  by  Bumble  the  bumptious,  blundering  coldly,  blindly, 
On  in  the  olden  ways,  stolid  and  tough  of  heart. 


wine, 

Where  a.re  the  souls  will  list  to  the  bidding  of  citizen  duty, 
To  claims  of  the  City  children  considerate  ear  incline  ? 
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METROPOLITAN    PRIZE    PUZZLES.      No    1. 

JUNE.     N*AR  TH«  MXBBLB  ARCH.      Puzzle— To  FIND  THI  POLICEMAN. 


Spring  in  the  City  Slums  !    A  dim  and  dolorous  season 

Breathing  nothing  of  Nature,  dead  and  grey  as  a  ghost, 
Chill,  and  dingy,  and  dank  ;  what  need  any  nearer  reason 

To  urge  our  hearts  and  hands  to  help  of  the  childish  host  P 
Picture  them,  pinched  and  pallid,  eager  yet  hopeless,  straining 

Eyes  to  the  barrier'd  nook  wh«re  there 's  room  for  hall  and  rope, 
Where  the  plague  of  brick  and  stucco,  on  Nature  eternally  gaining:, 

Leaves,  for  awhile,  some  corner,  object  of  huckster  hope. 

Maybe  a  burial  plot,  where  the  dead  no  more  seek  resting, 

Lit  with  a  touch  of  green,  else  sombre  and  void  and  waste ; 
Maybe  a  grassless  patch  which  Trade  in  its  eager  questing 

Leaves  for  a  little  time  unsnatched  by  its  greedy  haste, 
Dull,  and  dirty,  and  damp,  shard-strewn  and  rubbish-cumbered  ; 

Yet  there  is  room  to  breathe,  even  to  romp  and  run. 
Few,  and  growingly  few,  are  these  City  waste  nooks  numbered  ; 

Shall  they  be  all  greed-swallowed,  or  rescued  for  health  and  fun  P 

Health  and  joy  of  the  children !     What  if  they,  sadly  staring 

Saw  a  vision  of  Spring  break  through  the  grey  of  the  nook, 
A  figure  of  grace  and  gladness,  vesture  of  verdure  wearing. 

Bringing  in  voice  vague  echoes  of  music  of  bird  and  brook  ! 
What  if  a  bright  Spring  shower  of  buds  and  blooms  she  sprinkled 

Down  on  the  waste  before  them,  there  as  they  cluster  and  cower, 
Signs  of  the  sunny  meadows  with  shimmering  dew-blobs  sprinkled, 

Whiff  of  the  nutty  hawthorn,  scent  of  the  lilac-flower ! 
Fancy  ?    Verily,  yes.    Yet  that  waste  might  win  as  verily 

Touch  of  the  soft  Spring  fingers,  sound  of  the  sweet  Spring  voice. 
There  where  the  children  sigh  might  their  laughter  echo  merrily, 

There  in  some  show  of  Summer  the  waifs  of  the  town  rejoice. 
Room  for  such  Rut  in  urbe  daily  hourly  narrows, 

Nature  nooked  into  neatness  is  better  than  none  at  all. 
Trim  straight  walks,  smug  grass-plots,  shrubs,  and  the  chirrupping 
sparrows  I 

Yes ;  but  space  for  scampering,  scope  for  the  flying  ball. 

Look  to  it,  Sages,  Senators !    See  to  it,  souls  unsordid, 
Snatch  whilst  there 's  aught  to  snatch  ungulped  by  the  gorge  of 
Trade, 

Ere  each  scanty  plot  is  paled,  and  each  little  waste  patch  hoarded, 
And  Railways  rattle  and  choke  where  the  children  might  have  played. 


MR.  PUNCH'S  METROPOLITAN  UMPROVEMENT  ACTS. 

To  clear  away  the  Holywell  Street  block. 

To  make  a  clean  sweep  of  Seven  Dials. 

To  demolish  the  block  opposite  the  Criterion,  and  make  a  clew 
way  to  Leicester  Square. 

To  open  out  Leicester  Square,  leaving  the  Alhambra  and  the 
Pandora  (when  opened)  Theatres. 

To  enlarge  the  area  of  Covent  Garden  Market,  and  restrict  the  sale. 

To  establish  several  Flower  Markets. 

To  establish  Fruit  and  Vegetable  Markets. 

To  build  Restaurants  on  the  Thames  Embankment,  which  could  be 
turned  into  Winter  Garden  dining-places. 

To  open  Kensington  Gardens  to  Equestrians,  making  rides  after 
the  manner  of  those  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne. 

To  erect  a  central  Sea-Water  Bathing  Establishment. 

To  make  as  many  open  spaces  as  possible  in  the  Eastern  suburbs. 

To  compel  all  dust-carts,  &c.,  to  work  between  4  and  7  A.M.,  and 
then  disappear.  Coal-carts  the  same. 

Sub-Tramways  everywhere  for  all  heavy  waggons. 

Dynamite  might  be  legitimately  and  safely  used  to  clear  the 
atmosphere  of  fog. 

On  every  lamp-glass  the  number  of  the  house  facing  it. 

The  name  of  each  street  to  be  legibly  printed  at  the  corner  of  every 
block,  at  a  certain  height,  and  not  sky'd. 

These  will  do  to  begin  with. 

A  Sportsman  on  Rational  Dress. 

THEY  may  talk  as  they  like  about  health,  warmth,  and  grace, 

Bnt  he  with  plain  reason  is  surely  a  player 
Who  solemnly  talks  of  improving  the  race, 

By  making  the  sex  a  non-itayer  ! 


IB  ERHIKGTON  AFFAIR.— Lord  HOCGHTON  explained  last  week 
"  once  upon  a  time  "  he  had  gone  on  an  Erring-and-straying- 
Yes,  but  that  Mission  was  a  regular  h'out- 


THS 
that 

ton  Roaming  Mission, 
an'-h'out  'nn. 
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ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED    FHOM 

THE  DIARY  OK  TORY,   M.P. 


THE    WESTMINSTER   WAX-WORKS. 


Monday  Night,  May  28. — Pleasant  to  hear  Scotch  accent  again. 
Since  the  Herring  Brand  Question  was  settled,  and  the  Hypothec 
Bill  passed,  don't  have  fair  proportion  of  it.  Began  the  evening, 
of  coarse,  with  Ireland,  and  threatened  to  conclude  with  it.  Mr. 
HARRINGTON,  one  of  the  latest  gifts  from  that  fruitful  isle,  has  in 
usual  way  secured  opportunity  of  making  himself  a  personage, 
and,  naturally,  not  inclined  to  let  it  sleep.  Has  dune  everything 
to  qualify  himself  for  prominence.  Has  been  in  prison,  owns  a 
newspaper,  and  is  always  ready  to  challenge  Government  to  do  its 
worst.  Since  a  paper  that  no  one  ever  heard  of  before  has  been 
seized  by  local  police  in  connection,  with  printing  of  seditious 
matter,  HARRINGTON  has  been  constantly  popping  up,  and  demand- 
ing to  be  led  out  to  instant  execution.  "  I  am  ready  for  any  course 
the  Chief  Secretary  will  take,"  he  says,  gloomily,  in  imitation,  longo 
intervallo,  of  JOHN  DILLON. 

The  course  TKEVELYAN  obviously  inclined  to  take  is  severely  to  let 
him  alone,  which  greatly  grieves  the  dauntless  HARKINQTON.  Will 
no  one  behead  him  on  Tower  Hill,  hang  him  from  the  Clock  tower,  or 
at  least  send  him  to  prison  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a 
good  eating-house  ? 

"  No  one,  I  regret  to  say,"  Mr.  LAUOUCHEUK  replies  in  his  incisive 
tones.  "You're  a  decidedly  uninteresting  person.  Though  you 
have  the  fluency  of  an  Irishman,  you  're  as  dull  as  a  Scotchman,  as 
commonplace  as  a  Welshman,  and  as  unpicturesque  as  an  English- 
man." 

It  was  Mr.  RAMSAY'S  voice  that  was  heard  at  midnight,  complain- 
ing about  subvention  of  disturnpiked  roads.  "Not  enough  I"  he 
cries ;  so  moves  rejection  of  the  lot.  Consternation  on  part  of 
Scotch  Members. 

"  A  people,"  says  Mr.  J.VMKS  LOWTHER,  "who  are  so  economical 
that  they  go  about  in  kilts  to  save  the  cost  of  trouser-cloth,  won't 
stand  it.'1 

Nor  did  they.  Quite  a  storm  burst  around  the  placid  head  of  Mr. 
RAMSAY._  With  many  a  "  Hoot,  mon  I  "  and  "  Hech,  SANDY  !  "  he 
was  reminded  that  half  a  loaf  is  better  than  no  bread.  RAMSAY 
some  time  in  seeing  it ;  when  finally  grasped  the  idea,  proposed  with 
Kreat  stolidity  to  withdraw  his  Motion.  But  JOSEPH  GILLIS  had  to 
be  reckoned  with.  Here  was  a  tine  chance  of  harrying  the  Scots, 
and  wasting  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  So  when  question  put  that  leave 
be  Riven  to  withdraw  Motion,  J.  B.  said  "  No ! "  and  Committee 
divided. 

Pretty  to  see  Mr.  RAMSAY  walking  out  to  support  the  Vote  he  had 
earlier  moved  the  rejection  of,  weighed  down  by  consciousness  that 
he  had  nearly  lost  £20,000  for  Scotland. 

-Business  done.— A.  few  Votes  in  Supply. 

Tuesday.— "  Didn't  see  you  at  our  May  Meeting  at  the  Foreign 
Office  this  morning,  COWEN,"  Sir  W.  LAWSON  said  to  the  gentle 
JOSEPH  of  Newcastle. 

"May  Meeting,  do  you  call  it?"   said  J.  C.,  carefully  brushing 


the  nap  of  his  new  silk  hat,  and  adjusting  his  lavender  silk  necktie. 
"  Must  Meeting  ia  a  better  name  for  a  gathering  where  GLADSTONE 
talks  to  you  Liberals.  I  'm  an  Independent  Member,  who  hates 
Caucuses  of  any  kind,  whether  at  Newcastle  or  the  Foreign  Office. 
I  own  no  compulsion  but  that  of  opposing  whatever  GLADSTONE  may 
recommend."  And,  flicking  with  odour-laden  cambric  handkerchief 
a  speok  of  dust  from  his  patent-leather  shoes,  the  Northumbrian 
daintily  picked  his  way  through  the  throng. 

"  Most  extraordinary  man,  JOE  COWEN,"  said  Sir  WILFLID,  pen- 
sively regarding  his  retreating  figure.  "Knows  every  conspirator 
in  Europe.  Has  lent  money  to  them  all,  and  regularly  pensions 
thirty-three  seedy-looking  fellows  who,  at  various  times,  have 
knocked  him  up  in  the  dead  of  the  night,  and,  cautiously  removing 
their  crape  masks,  whispered  in  his  ear  that  they  had  spoken  disre- 
spectfully of  the  CZAH,  are  fleeiug  for  their  lives,  and  have  not  got  a 
kopec.  Strongly  suspect  they  chiefly  come  from  the  East-End,  where 
the  Hairy  Man,  the  Sioux  Chief,  and  the  Tameless  Savage  of  the 
Mid-African  Jungle  are  cultivated."  Truly  JOSEPH  has  a  gentle 
heart,  and  an  ear  always  open  to  human  distress. 

May  Meeting  went  oif  very  well  this  morning.  Party  more  united 
than  ever.  Everything  going  to  be  carried  except  the  Government 
of  London  Bill.  Thereupon,  the  brothers  LAWRENCE  publicly  fall 
into  each  other's  arms.  Alderman  FOWLER  and  Sir  ANDREW  Lusx 
perform  a  breakdown.  FIRTH  fumes.  Sir  GABRIEL  GoLDNEYj  whose 
son  is  something  in  the  City,  tells  me  Lord  Mayor  KNIGHT  is  woe- 
fully cut  up. 

"  Thought  I  was  going  to  be  the  Last  of  the  Lord  Mayors,"  he 
gloomily  confided  to  the  Baronet  GABRIEL.  "Fact  is,  had  given 
orders  to  be  painted  in  act  of  leaving  Mansion  House  for  last  time. 
Great  historical  picture  to  be  presented  to  the  nation.  '  The  Last  of 
the  Lord  Mayors  saying  Good  Knight  to  his  Office.'  Bound  to  take 
portrait  off  Artist's  hands  ;  must  alter  inscription." 

CAVENDISH  BENTINCK  in  high  spirits.  Seems  he  holds  brief  in 
the  Belt  Case,  and  had  great  triumph  to-day. 

"They  went  on  reading  the  Judge's  summing-up  for  days," 
says  he.  "L.C.J.  took  a  turn,  DKNMAN  read  himself  hoarse,  and 
MANISTY  lost  his  voice.  Still  they  went  on.  Prospect  intolerable. 
Thing  might  last  for  a  fortnight.  Then  I  volunteered  to  read. 
Hadn't  been  at  it  half-an-hour  when  L.C.J.  lays  his  head  on  the 
Bench ;  MANISTY  moaus ;  DENMAN  droops.  Ten  minutes,  later, 
L.C.J.  desperately  interposes.  Can't  stand  any  more  of  it.  Agree 
to  take  rest  as  read,  and  I  go  off  in  triumph.  Pity  I  was  born  to  be 
a  Minister,  TOBY.  Would  have  made  my  fortune  at  the  Bar." 

Business  done. — Agricultural  Holdings  Bill  read  a  Second  Time. 

Thursday  Night. — The  remarkable  number  of  recent  resigna- 
tions by  Irish  Members  explained  to-night.  Been  explained  before 
by  persons  who  know  everything.  Said  Land  League  funds  stopped. 
No  more  expenses  forthcoming ;  gentlemen  resident  at  West- 
minster Palace  Hotel  expected  to  pay  their  own  bills.  But  Irish 
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Members  very  proud.    Rather  than  do  that,  give  up  their  seats. 

That  explanation  generally  accepted.    Real  fact  only  now  come 

out.    It  s  The  O'KKU.Y.     Very  last  time  GABATT  BYBKE  was  in  the 

House  he  made  mysterious  communication  to  me. 
"  Did  ye  ever  livo  in  a  house  with  a  Tiger,  Toby  ?  "  says  he. 
Confess  I  never  had.    What  was  it  like?    Was  it  agreeable,  or 

was  the   excitement  too  strained,  and 

apprehension  of  accident  too  absorbing  ': 
"  Well,  I  have,"   Mr.   BYRNK  con- 
tinued, in  pursuit  of  his  own  question, 

"since  1880  that's  been  my  state.    All 

very  well  for  PARNKLL  to  keep  a  watch- 
dog; but  to  have  a  fellow  going  about 

with  pistols  glaring  upon  you,  so  that 

you  tremble  every  time  you  get  up  to 

speak ,  and  never  go  home  without  expect- 
ing to  find  '  a  friend '  waiting  for  you,  is 

more  than  I  can  stand." 
Mr.  BYKNK'S  language  a  little  mixed, 

but  evidently  disturbed  with  something, 

and  has  since  resigned,  like  half-a-dozen 

others  of  the  stouter  and  more  peaceful 

members  of  the  Party.  No  w  The  0' KELLY 

has  fixed  upon  McCoAN,  and  O'BRIEN 

has  acted  the  part  of  a  friend.    JOSEPH 

On. i  is,  when  he  heard  of  the  event, 

called  on  Mr.  McCoAN,  and  generously 

laying  aside  all  differences  (J.  G.  once 

publicly  called   him    a    carpet-bagger) 

offered   to    conduct    negotiations   with 

O'KKLLY'S  friend.    ButMcCoAN,  to  the 

infinite  disgust  of  JOSEPH  GILLIS,  refused 

overtures.     "  When  I  levanttd,  I  came 

here  for  a  peaceful  life,"  he  said.     "  A 

man  who  might  have  been  bowstrung  by  instructions  of  the  SCLTAJT, 

won't  stand  to  be  shot  at  by  an  Irish  Member." 
Decided  to  tell  House  all  about  it.    House  roared  with  laughter. 

Only  The  O'Gonsi.vN  MAIION  sat  stern  and  silent,  with  a  dark  cloud 

on  his  massive  brow. 
"I  have  lived  too  long  to  see  this  day,"  the  amphibious  old 

warrior  murmured.     "  But,  thank  Heaven,  he's  half  a  Scotchman. 

The  O'KKLLY  's  an  honour  to  us.    I  "11  go  and  take  a  drink  wid 

him." 

"It's  a  pity  they  didn't  fight  it  out!"   says   DICK  POWKB. 

"  They  should  have  had  a  duel 
in  the  dark.  Ever  heard  of 
one  that  happened  somewhere 
in  the  States  P  Room  pitch- 
dark.  Each  man  clutching  a 
brace  of  pistols.  One,  terrible 
fellow  like  0'Kio.LY;  other, 
kind  -  hearted  fellow  like 
McCoAN.  Ixmg  pause.  Each 
man  afraid  to  make  noise  lest 
other  fire.  Kind-hearted  man 
chiefly  afraid  of  committing 
murder.  At  last  determines 


W.  E.  O.  as  the  Radical*  would 
wish  to  «ee  him.  "  with  leu 
'•holer  and  a  more  decided 
front." 


terrible  tire-eater.  Pity  to  lose 
O'KELLY,  but  duel  in  dark  room  would  have  been  very  interesting." 

Sad  news  to-night.  Tragedy  comes  treading  on  skirts  of  broadest 
Farce.  General  BURNABY  is  dead— dead  just  past  his  prime.  KINO- 
LAKK  has  a  glowing  page,  telling  how  at  Inkermann  BURN  ABY,  then  a 
stripling,  charged  through  the  serried  masses  of  the  Russians  at  the 
head  of  a  handful  of  the  Grenadier  Guards,  and  did  much  to  retrieve 
the  fortunes  of  the  day.  In  him  the  Army  loses  one  of  its  bravest 
Captains,  and  the  House  of  Commons  the  companionship  of  a  loyal 
and  simple-hearted  Gentleman. 

Business  done. — Passed  eighteen  Votes  in  Committee  of  Supply. 

Friday  Night. — The  O'Kelly  fizzle  went  out  very  mildly.  Fire- 
Eater  explains  that  clauses  of  Duello  Act  unfortunately  not  made 
compulsory.  He  offered  to  shoot  McCoAN.  McOoAS  didn't  seem  to 
care  about  it,  and  there  was  end  of  matter.  The  O'GoRMAN  MAHON 
affected  to  tears.  Sends  his  "  cyard  "  all  round  the  benches.  "  Pity 
the  House  should  be  disappointed.  Will  no  one  oblige  ?  "  No  one 
will,  and  the  Ancient  Warrior  by  Sea  and  Land  stalks  forth,  making 
passes  at  imaginary  adversary. 

Business  done.— Report  of  Supply. 


SEHSLBLK  SAYIKO.— Talking  'of  the  International  Chess  Tourna- 
ment, an  acute  spectator  observed  : — "Take  care  of  the  Pieces,  and 
the  Pawns  will  take  care  of  themselves." 


ON    A    DRAG  ;     OR,    HOW    THEY    LIVE    NOW. 

Milt  Croumdale.  Why  is  it  alwayi  called  "  Royal  Ascot"  ? 

Mr.  Mather  (brightly).  Because  the  Royal  Family  are  present. 

Mitt  Croumdale  (unanswered}.  But  they  go  to  other  Race*,  and 
they  are  not  called  RoyaL" 

Mr.  Mather  (perplexed).  No  ;  but  then,  don't  yon  know,  they  are 
not  near  Windsor  Castle.  ( Triumphantly.)  Ascot  u  ;  that  '§  why. 

Min  Croumdale.  I  see.  How  appropriate  !  Then  there  are  no 
other  Races  near  Windsor  Castle  ? 

Mr.  Mather.  Not  one. 

[Remember!  the  Kay  Mead,  and  inwardly  collaptel. 

Lady  Salford.  Do  look  at  that  girl  on  that  drag  there  1 

Vitcount  Gardenia  (gazing  in  the  wrung  direction],  I  don't  think 
much  of  her. 

Lady  Salford  (abruptly).  Not  there.  That 's  Lady  JULIA  HRH- 
RICE,  who  will  be  the  ugliest  woman  in  England  when  her  mother 
dies.  The  drag  to  the  left.  Mrs.  WF.NHAM  told  me  that  that's 
the  girl  they  call  "  Baby  "  at  the  Shakspeare  Theatre  '- 

Vitcount  Gardenia  (evasirely).  I  dare  say.  I  have  hardly  ever 
seen  her,  and,  besides,  they  are  BO  very  different  off  the  stage. 

Lady  Salford  (spitefully).  Of  course,  when  they  have  taken  all 
their  coatings  of  paint  and  powder  off  their  faces. 

Viicount  Gardenia  (forgetfully).  Bat,  I  assure  you,  she  uses  hardly 
any  make-up  at  all. 

Lady  Salford  (like  lightning).  How  do  yon  know  ? 

Vitcount  Gardenia  (coming  round  to  the  wind  tcith  commendable 
promptitude).  Oh— I  have— er— read  it  in  the  theatrical  papers. 

Lady  Salford  (emphatically).  1  never  stndy  that  class  of  literature. 
Look  at  her  dress ;  it  U  really  wonderfully  handsome. 

Vitcount  Gardenia  (uneatily).  These  theatrical  people  have  great 
taste. 

Lady  Salford  (rudely).  Rubbish  1  All  the  taste  in  the  world  won't 
pay  for  a  dress  as  expensive  as  that.  I  suppose  it  is  the  gift  of  some 
young  idiot. 

1'iimunt  Gardenia  (with  perfect  sangfroid).  More  probably  some 
old  one. 

Patting  Johnnie.  GAHDY  ! 

Viicount  Gardenia.  Hullo,  old  Chappie  I 

Patting  Johnnie.  I  took  you  seven  monkeys  off  STULE.  Couldn't 
get  any  more.  Ta  I 

Lady  Salford.  What  does  that  boy  mean  by  seven  monkeys  of  steel  P 

Viicount  Gardenia  (unthing  himtelf  well  out  of  it).  Oh,  only  his  chaff. 

Lady  Salford.  It  seems  to  me  very  foolish.  It  is  tome  of  the 
slang  of  the  present  day,  I  suppose.  I  am  so  glad,  HARRT,  you  do 
not  indulge  in  slang,  though  you  do  read  the  theatrical  papers.  I 
I  could  not  bear  to  look  forward  to  a  son-in-law  who  was  slangy. 


attitted  to  champagne,  and  it  pleasantly  inquiring  "  tcho  the  antique 
fottil  it,  tilting  next  to  our  poor  old  UAKDY  ?  ")   And  since  you  pro- 
mised my  VIOLRT  to  give  up  betting,  don't  yon  feel  much  happier  '( 
[Viscount  GABDRHIA  wavers  between  the  murder  of  hit  future 
miither-in-law  and  throwing  himself  off  the  top  of  the  coach. 

Mr.  Pott.  I'm  as  chippy  as  can  be. 

Mr.  Encarte.  I  'd  give  all  GARDY'S  prospects  of  married  blia*  for 
an  honest  brandy-and-ioda.  But  that  confounded  old  woman  glare* 
at  you  so,  every  time  yon  get  a  glass  in  your  hand,  that  I  nearly  fall 
off  with  fright. 

Mr.  Pan.  Capital  idea,  having  a  cottage  down  here  to  be  quiet, 
if  we  had  only  gone  to  bed  early,  and  made  a  good  breakfast. 
Then  we  could  have  battled  with  the  swine.  As  it  is,  I  feel  too 
frightened  to  go  near  the  Ring.  I  must  have  a  drink,  or  I  shall  die. 

Mr.  Encore.  Split  then  I  Who,  I  should  like  to  know,  kept  us 
till  six  this  morning  ? 

Mr.  Patt.  Look  at  the  cards  I  held,  baccarat  every  time  ;  and,  as 
nobody  wanted  to  go  to  bed,  I  thought  I  might  try  and  get  a  bit 
back.  Here  's  luck  1  [Drinks. 

(The  Royal  Hunt  Cup  u  run.) 

Mitt  Croumdale.  Oh,  how  fast  the  dear  pretty  horns  run  I 

Mitt  Mather.  I  love  Ascot ;  and  a  pic-nic  lunch  is  such  fun  I 

Young  Chappie.  Just  what  he  told  me  in  the  Stalls  the  other 
night.  It  is  always  my  luck  at  Ascot. 

Lady  Salford.  Very  interesting  to  jockeys  and  betting-men,  but 
to  my  idea  very  dull.  A  most  overrated  place  is  Ascot. 

Vucount  Gardenia.  There's  that  monkey';  and  (tcittfully)  how 
they  are  enjoying  themselves  over  there.  I  wish  I  had  never  come 
to  this  miserable  Ascot. 

Mr.  Pass.  Now  1  see  Goodwood  looming  brightly  in  the  distance. 
Bless  Ascot ! 

Mr.  Encarte.  This  looks  like  Queer  Street  on  Monday.  Hang  Ascot! 
(Hums .'—"  She  told  me  to  go  to  Jericho  ;"  and  thinks  it  probable 
he  'II  have  to  pay  a  vitit  to  that  neighbourhood  before  tettling.) 
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THE    NEW    CRAZE. 

SCENE — Tlie  Green-Room  of  the  Parthenon,  before  rehearsal. 

Sard-working  Baronet.   "HERB'S  THE  DUES,  OONJTOUND  HIM!  ONLY  BB«N  Six  MONTHS  ON  THE  STAGE,  AND  GKTTINQ  TWENTY 
GUINEAS  A  WEEK  !  " 

Conscientious  Viscount.  "  YBS  !  AMD  us  ONLY  a«TTiNO  Six  AFTER  TEN  YEARS  or  IT.    I  HATE  THESE  BKASTLY  DUKE?,  COMING;  AND 

SPOILING  THE  PROFESSION  !  " 

Ambitious  Earl.  "  UQH  !    I  HATE  ALL  AMATEURS,  HANG  'EM,  TAKING  THE  BREAD  OUT  of  ONE'S  MOUTH  ! " 


"SCRATCHED 


Trainer 

RATTLIKO  good  horse  ? 

Sure  not  to  flinch  P 
Good  for  this  course  ? 

Stay  every  inch  ? 
Likely  enough ! 

But— is  he  fit? 
Looks  a  bit  rough. 

Bottom  and  grit 
Mayn't  pull  him  through, 

If  he  runs  green. 
Time  shortish  too. 

What  might  have  been 
Useless  to  say. 

Not  worth  explaining 
What  our  big  bay 

Stopped  in  his  training. 
But  he  docs  look 

On  the  big  side. 
By  hook  or  crook, 

You,  if  you  ride, 
Might  get  him  home 

With  a  clear  lead. 
Doubtful  though.    Hum ! 

Pity,  indeed ! 


loquitur— 

Looking  him  over, 

One  must  admire. 
What  ground  he  'd  cover  I 

Shaped  like  his  sire. 
Pedigree  prime, — 

Reform  out  of  Cit. 
Well,  lot 's  o'  time ; 

Best  wait  a  bit ! 
Win  a  big  race 

Yet,  there 's  no  doubt ; 
Plenty  of  pace, 

Speedy  and  stout. 
But  think  we  '11  run 

"Tether  this  race, 
He  '11  go  like  fun, — 

Safe  for  a  place. 
At  the  next  Meeting 

Bring  out  the  Bay. 
Take  lot 's  o'  beating, 

When  it 's  his  day. 
Wants  handling  able 

Horse  o'  this  type. 
Back  to  the  stable, 

Not"  Cherry  Ripe!" 


_  EXCHANGE  OF  COMPLIMENTS.— Lord  Mayor  to  Czar.  Congratula- 
tions I     Czar  to  Lord  Mayor.  Ditto !    Wish  I  were  you ! 


CITY  INTELLIGENCE. 

A  CONSIDERABLE  amount  of  excitement  was  witnessed  on  the 
Stock  Exchange  on  Wednesday  last  on  its  becoming  known  that  the 
Government  had  decided  to  postpone  the  London  Government  Bill. 
The  very  valuable  Stock  issued  by  the  important  State  of  Honduras, 
whose  principal  export  consists  of  fine  lively  Turtle,  had  fluctuated 
considerably  during  the  uncertainty  that  existed  in  regard  to  the 
above  Bill,  but  when  it  was  known  that  the  old  Corporation  would 
remain  unreformed  and  unmolested,  the  price  of  this  valuable  secu- 
rity steadily  rose,  and,  after  some  slight  fluctuations,  closed  at 
3-8ths  to  5-8ths  buyers. 

The  demand  for  the  fine  lively  Turtle  above  alluded  to,  became  so 
lively  at  the  Leadenhall  Dep6t  during  the  course  of  the  day,  that  it 
was  rumoured  that  some  of  the  taverns  had  to  resort  to  the  shameful 
practice  of  substituting  Irish  Conger-Eel  until  a  fresh  arrival  of  the 
genuine  article  restored  peace  and  comfort  to  many  a  corporation. 

Perhaps  even  Sir  WILLIAM  HABCOCBT,  with  all  his  Statesmanlike 
grasp  of  his  subject,  little  thought  how  his  rash  project  of  reform 
would  affect  the  price  of  so  valuable  an  investment  as  that  of 
Honduras  Bonds.  

H.R.H.  THE  PRINCE  of  WALKS  dined  with  his  Brother  Benchers  at 
the  Middle  Temple  last  Wednesday.  The  Festive  Night  Templars  were 
ever  celebrated  for  their  Hospitality.  On  reading  the  list  of  names, 
Sir  ARTHUR  SULLIVAN,  who  made  his  first  appearance  here  on  this 
occasion,  remarked  that  there  were  so  many  "Masters"  present,  it 
sounded  like  a  juvenile  party  without  any  Misses.  For  ourselves, 
we  back  the  Middle  Temple  against  Hampton  Court  or  the  National 
Gallery  for  possessing  the  finest  Collection  of  Old  Masters  in  the 
world.  And  young  'uns,  too. 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— JCNK  0,  1883. 


SCRATCHED." 


W.  E.  G.  (Trainer).  "TAKE  HIM  BACK.    WE  MAY  GET  HIM  'FIT'  BY  XEXT  MEETING.  PR' APS;    BUT  RE 

AIN'T  IN  IT  THIS  TIME  !  !  " 
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LE  CHEMIN  DU  PARODY  POUR  TOOLE  MONDE. 

THE  Haymarket  Fedora  could  not  have  a  better  advertisement  than 
the  Stage-Dora,  at Toole's  Theatre.  To  thoroughly  appreciate  the  latter, 

it  is  absolutely  necessary 
to  have  seen  the  former. 
The  odd  part  of  it- 
there  are  several  odd 
parts,  but  this  is  the  one 
par  excellence— \»  that  a 
comparatively  unknown 
young  Actress,  HIM 
LINDEN,  by  closely 
studying  Mrs.  BERNARD 
BKKKK'S  performance  of 
Fedora,  has  given  us  an 
imitation  which  recalls 
SARA.  BERNHARDT  far 
more  vividly  than  it 
does  Mrs.  B.  BEERK  at 
the  Haymarket.  Of 
course,  this  only  shows 
what  comparatively  eaoy 
work  copying  an  original 
is  to  a  painstaking 
intelligent  Artist;  and 
it  also  shows  how  close 
must  have  been  Mrs. 
BEERE'H  reproduction. 
The  faculty  of  imitation 
is  more  or  less  common, 


Getting  into  the  Swing  of  it. 


but  to  give  the  imitation  that  subtle  touch  of  humour  which  turns  a 
portrait  into  a  caricature  is  a  rare  gift. 

As  to  whether  a  piece  like  Fedora  should  be  an  object  of  travesty, 
and  whether  one  Actor  should  give  a  laughable  presentment  of 
another,  the  Orientals  have  one  perfect  word  in  answer  to  all 
such  considerations  urged  by  a  few  "very  superior  persons," 
and  that  is  the  monosyllable,  "  Bosh  1  "  Of  course,  the  object  of 
caricature  must  be  very  well  known  to  the  public,  and  even 
generally  popular,  to  give  any  relish  to  the  humour.  Don't  we  all 
chuckle  at  seeing'  the  tricks  and  manners  of  our  best  friends 
comically  imitated  ?  It  does  not  detract  from  our  friend's  value 
to  see  absurd  prominence  given  to  his  peculiarities.  There  is  no 
malice  in  it,  though  the  mischief-maker  of  course  insinuates  that 
there  is.  Judicious  admirers  of  Mr.  I KVINO,  for  example,  will  be 
amused  by  a  genuinely  good  imitation  of  their  favourite  Actor's 
mannerisms ;  and  it  will  even  add  a  zest  to  their  enjoyment 
when  they  see  him  ajjain  in  the  part.  It  is  only  one  step  from 
the  Sublime  to  the  Ridiculous ;  and  were  the  Sublime  to  exagge- 
rate, he  would  at  once  render  himself  Ridiculous.  Against 
the  danger  of  exaggeration  the  [really  humorous  caricature  is  a 
warning. 

As  to  the  weak  points  of  the  original  play,  as  we  have  already 
said  in  our  notice  of  it,  Fedora  will  not  stand  ten  minutes'  serious 
consideration ;  but  it  is  a  proof  of  SARDOU'S  genius  that  he  risked 
everything  for  the  sake  of  SABA  :  he  kept  his  eye  on  SARA,  and 
SARA  pulled  him  through. 

That  Lori*  Ipanoff  should  have  been  totally  ignorant  of  the  rela- 
tions between  Fedora  and  Vladimir  is  absurd ;  but  without  this 
improbable  hypothesis  the  play  could  not  go  on.  Then  SARDOU'B 
device  is  so  evident,  as  to  be  even  clumsy,  when  at  the  end  of 
Act  II.  Lorit  defers  his  information  until  the  evening ;  for  other- 
wise we  should  not  have  had  the  situation  of  danger  made  by  Gretch 
and  his  police  waiting  for  him  in  the  back  garden. 

Again,  in  Act  III.,  when  Fedora  finds  she  has  made  a  mistake, 
and  that  Lorit  is  innocent,  why  can  she  not  step  out,  or  run  to 
Marka  her  maid  (who  was  one  of  those  charged  to  obey  Gretch 
implicitly,  and  to  remain  dressed  on  her  bed  all  night,  to  be  "  left 
till  called  for  "),  and  tell  her  to  summon  Gretch,  explain  the  matter 
to  him,  send  the  police  away,  and  let  Lorit  go  quietly  and  respect- 
ably home  to  his  own  lodgings  ? 

And  again,  as  Fedora  is  in  confidential  communication  with  the 
Russian  Government,  why,  when  she  finds  Lorit  is  innocent,  does 
she  net  send  a  wire  to  announce  the  fact,  adding  "  letter  to  follow  "  ? 
The  fact  is  SARDOU  dared  all  for  SARA,  and  the  piece  has  been  in 
Paris,  and  is  here;  a  very  great  success. 

Its  First  Act  is  undeniably  the  best,  and  this  is  not  touched  by 
the  parody,  except  the  scene  at  the  window,  when  Fedora,  for 
the  sake  of  something  to  do,  describes  what  is  passing  in  the  house 
opposite. 

Mr.  WARDK  made  a  hit  as  Jean  Bancroft  dt  Siriex,  and  Mr.  TOOLE 
looked  like  the  sort  of  Vanity  Fair  caricature  that  M.  CARLO 
PELLEGRINI  would  make  of  Mr.  COGHLAN.  When  he  spoke,  how- 
ever, there  was  no  doubt  about  his  identity,  and  he  was  J.  L.  TOOLE 
and  no  one  else. 


As  he  leaves  London  for  his  provincial  tour  at  the  end  of  thii 
month,  Stage- Dura,  or,  Who  Killed  Cock  Robin— (a  better  title,  if 
Miss  LINDKN  had  been  as  diaphanous  a* 
SABA  of  former  days,  might  have  been  III- 
Fed  Dora)—  will  have  a  short  life  but  a 
merry  one  in  Town.  Mr.  TOOLE  will 
give  her  a  run  in  the  Country,  and  bring 
her  up  to  London  again  if  the  t'other 
Fedora  is  still  going  on  at  the  Haymarket, 
of  which  there  seems  at  present  to  be  every 
chance. 

The  New  Opera  at  Covent  Garden.— We 
must  defer  our  illustrated  notes  of  this  new 
work  till  next  week,  as  the  Artist  was  so 
upset  by  the  "  business  "  of  one  of  the  Act*, 
where  all  the  people  play  at  being  at  sea, 
and  swing  forwards  and  backwards  in 
such  an  unpleasant  manner,  that  our  Artist, 
whose  organisation  is  of  the  most  delicate 
nature,  rose  from  his  seat,  staggered  down 
Fop's  Alley  to  the  door,  nearly 


Wardt)  ii  it  1 


,  fell  down 

the  companion,  addressed  the  Stall-keeper 
as  "  Steward  1 "  asked  for  his  berth  and 
brandy  immediately,  and  did  not  turn  up 

again— we  use  the  phrase  advisedly— the  whole  evening.  So  we 
were  left  alone  in  our  glory,  to  be  nearly  stunned  by  the  shouting  on 
the  stage,  and  the  fortitrimo  orchestra. 

The  Opera— in  which  we  ought  to  take  a  family  interest,  as  the 
music  is  by  Signer  PONCHINELLO,  or  PONCHUELLO,  to  a  libretto  by 
one  "  TOBIA  GORRIO  " — clearly  a  sly  dog,  and  a  connection  of  Tuby — 
is  emphatically  a  stunner.  Its  strong  point  lies  in  one  contralto  part 
and  its  choruses.  There  is  plenty  ot  melody  in  it,  but  whether  it  is 
our  kinsman  PONCHINELLO'S,  or  not,  we,  who  are  perfectly  impar- 
tial, cannot  at  a  first  hearing  decide. 

The  music,  generally,  struck  us  as  being  so  far  like  the  name  of 
"SMITH"  that  we  had  a  sort  of  recollection  of  having  heard  it 
somewhere  before. 

It  is  uninteresting  as  a  plot,  but  the  translation  of  the  libretto — in 
which  Mr.  HKKSEK  has  attempted  a  little  operatic  poetry  on  his  own 
account  (how  much  better  to  give  equivalent  English  prose !)— cheers 
the  spirits  and  enlivens  the  entr'acte.  We  have  only  time  and  space 
for  one  extract  this  week,  which  thall  be  the  finish  ;  and  we  ask  our 
readers,  who  have  not  yet  seen  La  Gioconda,  to  tell  as  what  kind  of 
an  opera  they  fancy  it  is  from  the  specimen  which  winds  up  the 
entire  work  :— 

QIACOMDA  "  itabi  hertilf  icith  t/u  dagger  that  ifie  Had  fttrtirely  teerttid 
while  adorning  henelf,  andfallt  dead,  at  \f  Itghtniny-ttnuk." 

"  Furtively  tecreled"  is  good.    If  she  didn't  secrete  it  furtively, 
how  could  she  have  secreted  it  all '(    Openly  f 
"  At  if  lightning-struck  "  is  terrific  as  a  stage-direction. 
Then  Barnaba,  the  villain  of  the  Opera,  says,  or  sings — 

"  Ah,  itny  thee  !  'tis  a  jett !    Well, 
Tlii-n,  thou  (halt  hear  this, 
And  die  ever  damned  ! " 

Why  "  thee  "  and  "  thou  "  should  be  used  passes  onr  compre- 
hension, as  Barnaba  most  decidedly  is  not  a  member  of  the  Society 
of  Friends.  Bat  Mr.  HERSEE  loves  Quakerisms  throughout.  Then 
Barnaba,— very  bad  man,  Barnaba, — 

"  Binding  over  the  eorpu  of  OIACOKDA,  and  tcrtaminf  furunuly  into  htr 
tar" — 

["  Screaming  farioutly"  is  quit*  in  accordance  with  the  previous 
style  of  the  Opera]— gives  her,  dead  or  not,  the  following  startling 
information  by  way  of  final* : — 

"  Last  night  thy  mother  did  offend  ma  : 
I  bare  strangled  her ! 
She  hears  me  not ! 
[  Witk  a  cry  of  half-choked  raft,  rtuhei  down  the  ttrttt." 

Where,  let  us  hope,  the  Bad  Barnaba  is  collared  by  a  Policeman, 
and  taken  before  the  sitting  Doge,  or  one  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  next 
morning.  But  what  an  ending  to  a  Grand  Opera — "  Thy  mother  did 
offend  me."  This  is  a  grander  way  of  putting  it  than  merely 
"offended  me,"  which  any  ordinary  proser  would  have  written. 
And  "  I  have  strangled  her."  How  simple!  how  natural!  And 
then  off  he  goes  down  the  street  to  take  a  gondola  to  his  lodgings. 
More  of  this  anon. 

THE  Gaiety  Company  have  left  London  for  a  couple  of  months , 
and  "  The  Masher's  Occupation 's  gone !  "  Late  last  Saturday  night 
one  dejected  Masher  asked  another  what  town  Mr.  HOLLLSGSHKAD'S 
Company  was  going  to  first.  The  "  JOHNNLB,"  who  had  been  at- 
tempting to  drown  care  in  copious  libations,  replied,  "Don't  know 
which  town  fir»ht :  rather  think  Masherster." 
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A  FESTIVE  SALE. 

IT  is  not  often  that  such  a 
chance  occurs  of  acquiring  a 
really  miscellaneous  assemblage 
of  property  as  that  afforded  by 
an  individual  at  Newton  Abbot, 
in  Devonshire,  who  advertises  this 
unique  collection  in  the  Western 
Times. 

Do  you  want  twelve  fireproof 
safes,— here  yon  are,  though  one, 
or  at  most  two,  would  be  enough 
for  the  majority  of  people.  Do 
yon  desire  a  wrought-iron  six- 
panelled  door  with  bolts  and 
jambs  all  complete,  to  put  before 
the  safes,  we  suppose,— here  you 
are.  Do  you  wish  for  sixty  copper 
furnaces,  they  are  ready  for  you. 
Do  yon  long  for  thirty  new  and 
secondhand  kitchen-stoves,  this 
generous  man  will  sell  them  to 
you.  Do  you  hanker  after  iron- 
work for  an  oven,  it  is  ready  for 
you.  Do  you  look  with  envy  on 
the  possessor  of  market-traps — 
here  are  two,  doubtless  cheap. 
Have  you  long  wished  for  a  hand- 
some carriage  and  two  sets  of 
harness,  this  benefactor  of  his 
race  has  them  on  sale. 

Above  all,  does  your"  soul  yearn 
for  a  tet  of  false  teeth,  as  all 
sympathetic  souls  do  sometimes, 
here  thev  are  advertised  by  this 
genuine  Philanthropist,  and  such 
a  great  and  good  man  will,  we 
feel  certain,  be  at  the  trifling 
expense  of,making  them  fit  for 
you. 

Bat  that  is  not  all.  A  bonne 
bouche  remains,  concerning  which 
we  can  say  nothing,  for  it  speaks 
for  itself.  After  using  the  safes, 
fastening  the  door,  roasting  in 
the  furnaces  and  stoves,  driving 
the  traps  and  carriages,  fitting 
the  harness  on,  and  putting  in 
the  set  of  false  teeth,  the  adver- 
tiser offers  you  a  secondhand 
taut-pit ! 

Don't  all  go  to  Newton  Abbot 
at  once. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.   139. 


SIR  ARCHIBALD  LEVIN  SMITH. 

NOT  LEVIN'  SMITH,  sur  TAKING  SMITH  AND  A.L-BVATING  HIM  TO 
THE  BENCH,  WHERE  HE  'LL  BEST  ON  HIS  OARS. 

Anecdote. — "Is  there  room  for  another  Judge  on  the  Bench  ?"  asked 
the  PREMIER.  "Plenty!"  replied  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR.  "Give 
me  an  inch,  and  I  '11  take  A.  L. — SMITH."  And  he  did. 


A  QUESTION  OF  COLOUR. 
(Sy  a  Bewildered  Bachelor.) 

How  may  one  describe  the  tint 
Of  a  dress?    The  lady  in't 
Doubtless  knows  it,  but  what  male 
Shall  adventure  and  not  fail  ? 
Strike  the  lyre  with  thumb  or 

plectrum 

On  the  colours  of  the  spectrum, 
Violet,  Indigo,  and  Blue, 
Green,  Red,  Yellow.     Nonsense  ! 

Pooh! 

Obsolete,  yon  're  within  no  range; 
But  one  tint— and  that  is  orange- 
Lives  from  the  old  scale  chromatic. 
Now  Pomona 's  autocratic, 
Tints  are  named  from  ripe  or  "raw 

berry, 
Called  "Mashed  Raspberry"  or 

"  Crushed  Strawberry." 
Damsels'  lips  delight  to  dwell  on 
"Faded  Plum"   or   "Withered 

Melon." 

Any  Lady  you  may  court 
Will  display  a  fruity  port ; 
And,  from  bonnets  down  to  boots, 
Dames  are  now  "known  by  their 

fruits." 


"WrE  is  a  very  small  Race 
Meeting,"  observed  a  mild  young 
Sportsman,  the  other  day.  Wefl 
— go  on  with  the  riddle.  I  haven't 
heard  it,"  said  an  impatient 
person  in  the  carriage.  "  Why 
is  a  very  small  meeting — like — 
like  what?  eh?"  And  the  mild 
young  Sportsman  had  to  explain. 


The  Tale  of  Troy. 

SUCCESS  the  Greeks, 

At  Lady  FREAKE'S, 
Did  one  and  all  obtain. 

The  Tale  of  Troy 

So  good,  that  oi 
Do  hope  they'll  "  Troy  again." 


TCKP  ANTICIPATIONS.— Order- 
ing your  own  tombstone,  with  a 
neat  epitaph  on  it. 


OUR  OFFISHIAL  GUIDE. 
PABT  III.— GREAT  BRITAIN. 

THOSE  who  peruse  the  excellent  introduction  to  the  bulky  shilling 
catalogue  of  the  great  show,  by  Mr.  HERBERT  TRENDELL,  cannot  but 
be  struck  by  the  lofty  object  the  promoters  of  the  Exhibition  seem  to 
have  had  in  view  from  the  incubation  of  their  praiseworthy  enter- 
prise. We  are  told  that  they  wished  "  to  defend  the  natural  wealth 
of  our  rivers  and  seas  from  the  rapacity  of  greed  and  the  reckless- 
ness of  pollution,  to  provide  improved  harbour  accommodation  and 
greater  facilities  for  transport  and  commerce,  to  render  the  meals  of 
the  million  more  palatable,  more  wholesome,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
more  economical.'  "  But  all  these  things,"  they  observe,  through 
their  eloquent  spokesman,  "sink  into  insignificance  when  compared 
with  the  safe-guarding  of  our  fishermen's  lives  and  the  improvement 
of  our  fishermen's  homes."  Knowing  thus  with  what  philanthropic 
aspirations  the  promoters  commenced  their  labours,  it  is  a  little  dis- 
appointing to  find  the  principal  and  unquestionably  most  popular 
exhibit  which  attracts  attention  on  leaving  the  grand  entrance  hall 
is  a  case  full  of  salad  bowls,  fish  knives  and  forks,  and  cruet  stands, 
made  chiefly  from  the  claw  of  the  boiled  lobster.  It  is  also  a  trifle 
unsatisfactory  to  discover  that,  in  a  display  so  firmly  intended  to 
benefit  the  human  race,  a  box  containing  a  feather  cloak,  gratefully 
presented  to  Lady  BKASSET  by  some  semi-cannibal  potentate,  has 
more  interest  in  the  eyes  of  the  Public  than  "  Division  I.,  No.  1.  A 
plaited  herring-net,  made  by  machinery."  Still  the  British  Sea 
J  ishing,  which  monopolises  no  less  than  eighty  pages  of  the  Guide, 
has  a  certain  sort  of  attractiveness  which  usually  finds  vent  in  the 
exclamation  of  a  more  than  usually  intellectual  visitor  of  "  not  half 


bad,  but  which  is  the  way  to  the  band  ?  "  Of  course,  it  would  be 
impossible  to  notice  all  the  many  useful  little  articles  displayed  in 
the  fifty  divisions  devoted  to  Great  Britain.  However,  a  few  may 
be  picked  out  for  special  mention : — 

No.  87.  "  Steam  Life-loot.  Constructed  not  only  to  lave  life,  but, 
from  its  great  buoyancy  (obtained  by  many  revolving  air-tight 
rollers  acting  as  propellers),  will  help  to  support  a  ship  from  sinking, 
and  tow  same  into  port.  The  life-boat  contains  a  large  space  for 
salvage,  $c.,  also,  when  at  anchor,  would  serve  as  a  revolving  light- 
ship. Thus  far  the  official  catalogue.  However,  to  the  thoughtful 
it  must  be  obvious  that  this  excellent  vessel  may  be  applied  to  many 
other  purposes.  With  its  carriage  it  could  be  used  as  an  admirable 
Brompton  and  Islington  omnibus.  Turned  upside  down,  it  would 
make  a  pleasant  hut  for  a  pic-nio  party  in  a  storm.  Standing  on  its 
stern,  it  could  easily  be  altered  into  a  Punch  and  Judy  Show.  And 
at  all  times  the  boiler  might  he  employed  in  cooking  eggs. 

No.  111.  "Portable  India-rubber  Boats."  Most  useful  in  a 
sketching  expedition.  When  not  employed  in  assisting  at  the  paint- 
ing of  a  water-colour,  might  be  used  for  rubbing  out  superfluous 
pencil-marks. 

No.  114.  "  Patent  Collapsible  Boat."  Capital  thing  for  a  practical 
joke. 

No.  169.  "  Model  of  a  Well  Vessel."  No  doubt,  in  some  future 
exhibition,  a  model  of  the  same  boat  will  he  shown  when  not  so  well 
—say,  when  sickening  for  the  measles,  or  in  for  the  whooping- 
cough. 

No.  186.  "Norfolk  Crab  Boats."  Admirably  adapted  for 
youngsters  learning  to  row.  In  these  vessels  they  may  catch  as 
many  crabs  as  they  please. 
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"CROSS    OLD    THING!" 

Wife.  "1  'n  GOING  INTO  TOWN  NOW,  DIAR.    SHALL  I  BOOK  rue  as  FOB  CAST*  OB  MUCH  AM  ABOVT  Norataot" 
Hu$band.  "Om,  PLKASK  YOUBSELF,  MY  DIAR;  BUT  I  SHOULD  SAT  w« 'VB  ENOUGH  'Aoo  ABOUT  NOTHIHO'  AT  Ho« 


HOMB ! " 


No.  201.  "  White  Manilla  Boat-Tie."  Very  pretty.  Sure  to 
attract  considerable  attention  at  an  evening  party. 

No.  211.  "  Collection  of  Hop*  suitable  far  Fishtng  Vessels." 
Deeply  interesting1,  but  not  quite  so  exciting  as  a  collection  of 
unsuitable  rope  would  have  been. 

No.  276.  "  Fog  Jlornt,  to  be  teen  in  action  in  the  Machinery 
Division."  Great  improvement.  Much  better  than  being  heard! 
These  silent  fog-horns  might  be  safely  used  in  a  nursery. 

No.  321.  "  Model  of  Apparatus  for  barking  Nets  by  Steam"  A 
very  different  process  to  biting  nets  by  electricity. 

No.  364.  ' ' '  Raba,"1  the  Fish  Preierver."  Sounds  like  a  novel 
by  Captain  MATNK  REID,  but  isn't. 

No.  374.  "  A  Life-preserving  Atmospheric  Helmet  and  Atmos- 
pheric Belt  (with  safety  compartments)  to  support  and  protect  the 
Head  from  the  overwhelming  effect  of  the  Wind,  Foam,  ana  Wares  of 
a  rough  Sea."  Nice  birthday  gift  to  a  Maiden  Aunt  fond  of  yachting. 

No.  377.  "  Some  Drawings  showing  a  Method  by  which  Vessels 
cannot  be  injured  by  Torpedoes."  Clear  and  satisfactory— on  paper  I 

No.  390.  "Paddle  Steamboat,  earthenware,  with  a  dark-brown 
glaze,  from  Chana  Klesi,  Dardanelles."  Come,  come,  Lady  Ba  ASSET, 
a  joke  is  a  joke,  but  what  has  (his  to  do  with  fishing  ? 

No.  428.  "  Patent  Soleskin  Phantoms."  Scarcely  a  suitable 
exhibit  to  a  building  to  which  children  are  admitted.  Enough  to 
frighten  the  poor  infants  into  fits  ! 

No.  470.  n  Specimen  of  Fly  Vices  for  Fly  Making."  Decidedly 
moral.  We  have  always  inculcated  "  Fly  Vice  "—but  we  haven't 
got  much  further.  As  to  "  Fly-making  "—we  could  as  soon  go  in 
for  Cab-making  or  Coach-building.  As  a  tish  always  takes  a  fly  to 
save  itself  the  trouble  of  swimming,  fly-making  must  be  profitable. 

No.  477.  "  Umbrellas  for  Fishing  and  other  purposes."  The  Exhi- 
bition would  not  have  been  complete  without  them.  "  Fishing— and 
other  purposes !"  Why  not  shooting  ?  Capital  sport  on  the  Moors 
with  an  umbrella ! 

No.  533.  "  Condensed  Swiss  Milk."  Excellent  food  for  very 
young  salmon. 

No.  542.  "  Paysandu  Ox  Tongues."  The  favourite  breakfast 
plat  of  the  middle-aged  Thames  gudgeon. 

No.  549.     "  Gold  Medals."    Intended  for  presentation  to  praise- 


worthy whitebait  when  they  are  honestly  entitled  to  b«  called  "  Small 
and  Early." 

No.  644.  "  Medical  Cod-Liver  Oil."  Excellent  for  curing  con- 
sumptive herrings. 

No.  648.  "  Common  Salt."  Useful  for  putting  on  the  tail*  of 
whales  when  you  want  to  catch  them. 

No.  698.  ''Printing  Machinery."  Very  handy  on  board  a  fish- 
ing smack  where  a  daily  paper  is  published. 

MB.  W.  G.  Craws  give*  his  Annual  Grand  Morning  Concert  (why 
"Grand  Morning"?  or,  as  it  it  a  hardy  annual,  call  it  the  "G.O.M." 
—  Grand  Old  Morning  Concert)  at  St.  Jamei's  Hall,  Friday  next 
Among  the  genuinely  great  attractions  named  for  this  occasion,  Mr. 
C'DSINS  "  has  great  pleasure  in  announcing  thatlMrs.  KEHDAL,  her 
first  appearance  at  a  Concert  in  London,  has  kindly  consented  to  give 
a  recitation."  Of  course,  very  kind ;  but  will  the  attraction  be  in- 
tensified by  its  being  this  Actress's  "  first  appe*ranoe  at  a  Concert  ? 
It  is  suggestive  either  of  an  apology  for  condescending  to  a  Music 
Hall,— a  Hall  of  Music,  we  mean,— or  of  her  being  so  bewildered 
by  her  "  first  appearance  at  a  Concert,"  as  to  require  all  the  support 
her  friends  can  give  her.  We  wish  our  first  Cusnts  every  success, 
and  trust  that  Mrs.  KKNDAL  (who,  we  believe,.  i«  .Prof essorws  of 
Elocution  at  the  R.C.M.)  will  get  over  the  severe  trial  which  this 
"  first  appearance  at  a  Concert "  will  evidently  be  to  her  nervous 
system. 

THE  BELT  CASE.— Mies  R.  was  reading  the  Law  Report  to  her 
Aunt :— "  The  Learned  Counsel  was  proceeding  with  his  argument 
when  the  Court  rose."  "  What  manners !  "  exclaimed  Mrs,  RAMS- 
BOTHAM.  "  The  Judges  ought  to  know  better.  And  how  very 
annoying  for  the  Learned  Counsel." 

COMPLETE  LETTER  -  WRITING  PAFEBS  —  recently  invented  by 
"J.  W.  &  Co."  :— Crocodile  Paper.— Safcialite  for  humbugs,  on 
which  to  write  sympathetic  gushers.  Morocco  Paper.  — for  sending 
invitations  to  the  Moors.  August.  Leather  Paper.— The  envelopes 
are  excellent :  warranted  to  excite  and  defy  impertinent  curiosity. 
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ASCOT-AS  CUT  BY  DUMB-CRAMBO  JUNIOR. 


Ascot  Stakes. 


Going  Down  by  Rail. 


Grand  Stand. 


Eoyal  Box. 


The  Ring. 


Weighed  In. 


Betting  on  the  Lawn. 


UNHAPPY  BY  ACT  OF  PARLIAMENT; 

OR,  SAUCE  FOR  THE  GANDER. 
(A  couple  of  Extracts  from  a  coming  Social  Novel.) 

FROM  VOL.  I. 

*  *  *     .          *  *  * 

THE  distinguished  Parliamentary  Philanthropist  laughed  heartily 
"  If  our  little  Bill,  my  dear  Lord  Bishop,"  he  continued,  stil 
shaking  with  the  suppressed  humour  that  visibly  infected  him, 
"only  becomes  law,  Sunday  may  possibly  prove  even  a  trifle  lest 
festive  and  exhilarating  an  institution  to  our  self-selected  friend— 
the  Working  Man — than  it  does  at  present !  Still,"  he  added,  with  a 
cheery  griff  aw,  "  there  will  be  at  least  the  streets  to  fall  back  upon 
and,  failing  those,  the  free  seat!  All  you  will  have  to  do,  my 
Lord,  will  be  to  get  your  Clergy  to  put  a  little  more  go  and  spice 
into  their  excellent  sermons." 

The  good  Ecclesiastic  smiled  pleasantly.  He  had  received  reports 
from  his  energetic  lieutenants  of  a  hopeful  character,  and  he  "was 
sanguine.  The  honest  sons  of  toil  under  their  charge  had  for  some 
time  been  having  the  doors  of  Museums  and  Picture  Galleries  merril; 
slammed  in  their  faces  ;  and  though,  on  their  one  day  of  recreation 
they  had  perversely  declined  as  yet  to  rush  at  leaps  and  bounds  intt 
the  back  places  of  a  suburban  chapel  of  ease,  still  things  looke< 
bright. 

The  Philanthropist  continued,  "Leave  them  nothing  but  thei 
grim,  dirty,  and  wretched  homes,"  he  said,  "and  then,  out  of  shee 
despair  and  ill-temper  they  surely  must  come  !  And  they  ought  t 
make  a  large,  if  irritable,  harvest." 

At  this  moment  the  speakers  were  joined  by  a  Country  Baronet 
drinking  champagne  from  a  soda-water  glass. 


"  They  ask  for  spirituous  excess,"said  the  new-comer,  with  a  sly 
winkle  in  his  eye ;  "  they  might  try  a  little  spiritual  refreshment." 

The  joke  was  new,  pithy,  and  profoundly  philosophical,  and  the 
witty  trio  grasped  it  at  once  with  a  facility  that  sent  them  into 
mroxysms  of  the  wildest  merriment. 

But,  as  they  stood  at  the  Club  window,  shaken  with  laughter,  and 
lolding  the  very  balustrade  for  support,  WILLIAM  SYKES,  the  MUe- 
Snd  cynic,  was  passing  by  on  nis  way  East,  to  his  hovel  in 
Shoreditch ! 

'  What  are  them  three  coves  a-larking  their  'eads  off  about  P"  he 
asked  himself,  reflectively.  Then  he  thought  it  out,  and  replied  to 
his  own  question—"  About  nothink,  I  should  say." 

But  he  was  wrong. 

He  did  not  know  that,  that  very  afternoon,  another  Sunday  Bill 
lad  been  smothered  through  the  Third  Reading  when  the  unsuspect- 

ng  House  was  at  tea ! 

****** 

FROM  VOL.  III. 

****** 

"  Well,  I  think  we  've  carried  this  'ere  measure,  anyways  ;  and 
[  hear  it's  a  working  right  down  'andsomely.  Only  yesterday  a 
•eal  live  West  End  Nob  got  three  months  for  being  found  drinking  a 
jottle  of  Sottirn  by  himself  in.  a  railway  carriage."  There  was  a 
roar  of  satisfaction  from  the  earnest  multitude.  The  speaker  saw 
tils  advantage,  and  continued:  — "  And  what's  our  duty  I  should 
like  to  ask  yer,  but  to  look  after  the  morals  of  the  Nob  ?  For  can 
the  Nob  take  care  of  hisself?  Look  at  'im  in  all  these  past  years 
agoin'  from  bad  to  wuss  in  them  there  Cluba  of  his,  till  the  honest 
VVorkin'  Man  felt  that  as  the  'elpless  Nob  could  do  nothink  for  hisself, 
ie  must  bestir  hisself  and  do  somethink  for  'im  !  And  what  'as  the 
Workin'  Man  done  for  'im  ?  I  say  it  with  pride— the  Workin'  Man 
las  rescued  'im.  Caucus  legislation  has  come  to  his  aid,  and  he  'as 
fought  valiantly  for  that  there  Nob,  and  conquered, — though  I  say  it." 

The  speaker  paused  a  moment  to  take  breath.  Another  deafening 
nat-eall  told  of  the  deep-rooted  enthusiasm  that  held  his  audience. 
A  cool  refreshing  draught  of  gin  from  a  pewter  tankard  on  the  com- 
mittee-table seemed  to  give  him  new  energy.  And  he  proceeded — 

"  And  what  haven't  we  done  for  the  Nob?  "  he  asked,  rising  to 
a  high  pitch  of  eloquence,  as  he  warmed  with  his  subj  ect.  ' '  Haven"  t 
we  shut  his  Club  for  him  every  blessed  night  at  half-past  nine?" 

"  We  'ave  1  Hooray,  Mr.  SYKES  !  Go  it,  WILLIAM  !  "  and  other 
responsive  cries  of  fervid  Parliamentary  support  echoed  again  and 
again  through  the  densely-packed  building. 

"  Haven't  we,"  the  speaker  went  on,  "  made  it  criminal  for  him  to 
lay  down  more  than  half-a-dozen  of  anythink  in  his  house  at  a  time  ; 
shut  up  his  Club  for  'im  on  Saturdays  at  three  right  up  to  ten  on 
Monday  mornings ;  took  away  his  Sunday  bit  of  Park,  and  got  a  new 
Bill  that's  to  put  a  settler  on  his  gormandising  hisself  to  death  at 
public  dinners  through  a  '  Second  Reading '  ?  In  a  word,  ain't  we  a 
lookin'  after  his  morals  like  a  father  ?  " 

The  thunder  of  a  thousand  throats  would  have  answered  this  noble 
interrogatory,  but  at  that  moment  the  gas  was  suddenly  turned  out, 
and,  amidst  a  free  fight  and  some  thoughtful,  but  vigorous,  head- 
breaking,  the  great  philanthropic  meeting  was  hastily  adjourned. 
****** 

The  Sunday  afternoon  so  profitably  spent  was  over  at  length,  and  as 
the  shades  of  evening  drew  slowly  in,  the  solitary  Policeman  in  Pall 
Mall  found  a  pinched  and  hungry  figure  crouched  at  the  top  of  the 
kitchen-steps  of  the  Reform  Club. 

"Tryin*  to  get  in  that  way?"  he  faid.  "You  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  yourself  :  and  you  an  M.P.  But  you  '11  just  come  along 
with  me." 

The  officer  seized  the  trembling  creature  by  the  collar  as  he  spoke. 
It  only  looked  up  at  him  beseechingly.  "  Don't  be  hard  on  me,  good 
Mr.  Policeman !  "  it  whined  sadly,  "  I  'm  doing  no  harm.  I  've  only 
been  made  very  unhappy  by  Act  of  Parliament !  " 

But  in  another  minute  officer  and  culprit  were  marching  silently 
towards  Bow  Street. 


An  Official  Answer. 
(On  any  Subject.) 

THE  Member  for  Blank  is  exceedingly  right : 
We  sympathise  quite  with  his  object— yes,  quite, 
Our  warmest  desire  is  to  carry  it  out, 

But  really (two  columns  of  smiig  "roundabout") — 

The  Member  for  Blank  will  perceive  that  the  case 
Is  merely  a  question  of  time  and  of  place  ; 
He  will  also  perceive— for  his  judgment 's  so  clear ! — 
That  the  time  is— not  now,  and  the  place  is — not  here  ! 


ADAPTING  FROM  THE  ENGLISH. — France  is  going  in  for  Old  China. 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS.— In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
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CANDOUR. 

Pastor  (who  was  preparing  his  Pupils  for  Confirmation).   "Now,  MY  BOY,  TELL 

ME,    WHO   18  YOUR  SPIHITUAL  AND   GHOSTLY  ENEMY  ?" 

Pupil  (after  painful  hesitation).  "PLE»RE,  SIR,  YOU  ABB,  Snt!" 


A  HANDBOOK  OF  KNOWLEDGE. 

No.  X.— THE  HAIRDRESSER  (coirrnirrED  FROM  p.  227). 

Q.  Will  you  describe  some  of  the  tortures  and  indignities  experienced  ? 

A.,  First  there  is  the  Ordeal  of  the  Shroud. 

Q.  What  is  that  ? 

A.  A  huge  swathing  of  white  linen  or  cotton  print.  It  is  "whipped" 
around  you  with  a  twirl  which  fills  your  eyes  and  nose  with  irritating  snippets 
of  hair.  It  is  vigorously  "  tucked  in,"  at  the  back  of  yonr  neck  inside  your 
shirt-collar.  It  compresses  your  throat  till  your  face  reddens  and  yonr  nose 
itches.  You  cannot  rub  it  with  your  hands,  because  they  are  confined.  If  you 
fumbling!)*  attempt  to  chafe  it  through  the  shroud,  you  get  more  bits  of  hair 
into  your  mouth  and  nostrils.  You  sneeze  violently,  your  helplessness  is 
manifest,  your  degradation  complete.  You  gaze  at  your  reflection  in  the 
mirror  in  front  of  you.  A  shining  sheepish  face,  hair  spiked  ludicrously  on 
end  like  a  burlesque  scalp-lock,  a  head  helplessly  punched  and  turned,  and 
kneaded  hither  and  thither,  as  though  it  were  potter's  clay,  or  an  "universal 
joint,"  now  cranked  to  the  right,  now  crooked  to  the  left,  now  with  chin  hoisted 
in  the  air,  now  with  nose  buried  in  your  shirt-front!  You  avert  your  glance  ; 
you  feel  that  resolution,  and  judgment,  and  self-respect  are  yours  no  more 
for  ever. 

Q.  Is  not  the  worst  now  over  ? 

A.  By  no  means.  Having  reduced  yon  to  the  weakness  of  self-contempt, 
the  Hairdresser  seizes  his  desired  opportunity. 

Q.  To  do  what  ?        A.  To  patter  and  tout. 

Q.  What  are  these  processes  ? 

A.  To  patter  is  to  prate  aimlessly,  nnintellipently,  obtrusively  about  the 
topics  of  the  time  and  the  state  of  the  weather.  Patter  has  two  chief  forms : — 

1.  Emphatic  assertion  ot  the  obvious. 

2.  Vague  questioning  concerning  the  trivial. 

For  example,  your  tormentor,  stooping  with  an  oily  smirk,  will  whisper, 
odorously,  into  your  ear — which  he  looks,  as  reflected  in  the  glass,  as  though 
he  were  about  to  bite — confident  assertions  that  It  is  a  'ot  mornin',  Sir,  that  the  I 
days  are  a-gettin'  hout  nicely,  that  there  "s  lots  o'  people  about  to-day,  ain't 
there  ?  that  we  shall  be  'avin'  some  fallin'  weather  before  we  've  done  with 
it  (he  doesn't  say  done  with  what),  that  we  must  be  lookin'  forward  to  the 


winter  now,  and  that  we  thall  'avo  Crismni  (he  always 
calls  it  Crismus)  upon  us  before  we  know  where  we 
bar.  Or  he  will  ask  yon— at  though  yuii  were  a  Meteoro- 
logical Office,  or  a  Political  Oracle— wot  sort  of  a  day 
you  think  we  shall  'ave  to-morrer ;  are  we  going  to  get  a 
nit  o"  summer  this  year?  ^yotyou  think  of  iheoe'ere 
Salvation  Army  chape.  Whether  they  're  a-goin'  to 
"ketch"  that  there  ;' No.  1"  after  all,  and  wot's  to 
be  Mr.  GLADSTING'S  next  little  game.  The  helpless 
auditor  of  this  sort  of  thing  is  either  reduced  to  abject 
imbecility,  or  roused  to  boiling  wrath.  Happy  is  be  upon 
whom  it  only  produces  the  former  effect. 

Q.  What  next  ?  A.  Patter  it  only  preliminary  to  puff ; 
talking  leads  up — through  personal  rudeness — to  touting. 

Q.  Explain  this. 

A.  The  Hairdresser  pointedly  calls  your  attention  to 
your  personal  defects  or  disfigurements,  with  a  view  to 
puff  and  push  off  upon  yon  the  high-priced  mucks  and 
messes  which  he  proudly  refers  to  as  "  hnur  Spesshallitys, 
Sir !  "  Patter  is  exasperating,  but  Touting  is  little  short 
of  criminal.  It  begins  in  rudeness  to  end— if  you  permit 
it — in  extortion. 

Q.  Is  it  not  permissible  for  a  Hairdresser,  like  sny 
other  person,  to  push  the  sale  of  his  wares  in  a  respectful 
and  legitimate  way  ? 

A.  Certainly.  But  tbe  Hairdresser  pushes  them  in  a 
fashion  that  is  not  respectful  and  is  not  legitimate. 

Q.  How  is  that? 

A.  In  the  first  place,  from  your  helpless  position  as 
subject  of  his  craft,  he  has  you  at  an  unfair  advantage. 
You  cannot  get  away  from  his  oily  fingers,  his  greasy 
whispers,  his  fatuous  cackle,  bis  personal  criticisms,  his 
unblushing  puffs.  If  he  tells  you  in  a  tone  of  confident 
candour,  that  your  hair  is  "offly  dry,"  "going  off 
colour,"  or  "gettin"  terrible  thin  a-top,"  the  imperti- 
nence which  in  another  case  would  earn  kicks  from  your 
boots  is  regarded  in  his  as  a  natural  means  of  extorting 
halfpence  from  your  pockets.  If  he  assures  you  that  bis 
wretched  unguents  and  stimulants  and  dyes  will  repair 
tbe  ravages  of  time,  the  brazen  and  dishonest  falsehood 
with  which  he  insults  your  intelligence  and  assault* 
your  purse  is  not  recognised  or  resented  as  a  fraudulent 
attempt  at  "  obtaining  money  under  false  pretences," 
but  as  being  "  all  in  the  way  of  business." 

Q.  Is  the  Hairdresser's  system  more  unfair  and  offen- 
sive than  that  of  many  other  trades '( 

A.  His;  for  several  reasons  : — 

1.  His  facilities  for  impertinence  and  importunity 

are,  from  the  necessity  of  the  case,  exceptional. 

2.  His  mode  of  puffing  his  nasty  nostrums  is  par- 

ticularly unpleasant  and  unscrupulous. 

3.  The  nasty  nostrums  themselves  are  peculiarly 

worthless  and  deleterious. 

Q.  Can  you  suggest  any  amelioration  of  the  unplea- 
sant state  of  things  which  you  describe  P 

A.  Art  may  perhaps,  someday,  devise  somethingwhich 
will  make  us  independent  of  the  manual  manipulations 
of  the  degenerate  modern  Figaro.  Pending  that  most 
desirable  consummation,  the  annoyances  actually  attend- 
ing the  necessarily  unpleasant  operation  of  shesring  and 
shaving  might  be  indefinitely  diminished.  The  Hair- 
dresser should  be  strictly,  if  need  be  legally,  limited  to 
the  deft  exercise  of  his  legitimate  functions.  You  wish 
him  to  cut  your  hair  or  shave  your  beard.  You  do  not 
wish  him  to  discuss  politics  with  you.  More  emphati- 
cally still,  you  do  not  wish  him  to  puff  and  push  his 
particular  wares.*  Were  patter  rigorously  limited,  and 
touting  inexorably  prohibited,  hair-cutting  need  not  be, 
what  at  present  it  is,  the  most  agonising  and  exacer- 
bating of  social  ordeals. 

•  There  are  a  few  brilliantine  exceptions  to  the  rule,  but 
where  they  are  to  be  found  must  remain  a  tecret  kno«n  onlv  to 
the  initiated  few .— Jftodttorial  Noli  by  tht  Author  oflht  Hair 
and  Many  friends. 


AN  Atfsoy  APOLOGY. — When  Mr.  WEAKLY 
ill-constructed  and  badly-written  Play  was  steadily 
laughed  at,  scene  by  scene,  last  Saturday  night,  Mr. 
told  the  audience  that  they  ought  to  pay  respect- 
ful attention  to  the  piece  because  it  was  the  work  of  "  a 
great,  Xovelist."  Funny  argument.  The  Great  Novelist 
had  better  remember  \e  Kutnr,  &c.  (no  connection  with 
K.  SOCTAR  of  the  Gaiety),  and  if  he  can't,  write  a  better 
play,  let  this  be  his  last.  It  was  capitally  acted.  !!  . 
who  is  responsible  for  choosing  it  ? 
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EXTENUATING    CIRCUMSTANCES. 

Prodigal  Son  (who  has  gone  to  the  lad).  "An,  IT  'a  ALL  VERY  WELL  FOR  rov 
TO  TALK,  FATHER.  IT'S  PRECIOUS  BAST  TO  KEEP  STRAIGHT  ON  NOTHING  A 
YEAR,  AND  YOU  WEEK  THROWN  PENNILESS  ON  THE  WORLD  AT  FOURTEEN  !  I 
SHOULD  LIKE  TO  HAVE  SEEN  YOU  IN  JfF  CIRCUMSTANCES,  AFTER  A  PUHLIO 
SCHOOL  AND  COLLEGE  EDUCATION,  AND  AN  ALLOWANCE  OF  FIVE  HUNDRED  PER 
ANNUM  EVER  SINCE  !  " 

[Stem  but  just  Father  has  to  admit  the  force  of  this  argument,  and  caves  in. 


LAYS  OF  A  LAZY  MINSTREL. 

Aw  AT  with  all  sorrow,  away  with  all  gloom, 
Now  may  is  in  blossom,  and  lilac  in  bloom ;  * 
The  golden  laburnum,  in  gardens,  is  gay, 
The  windows  are  bright  with  their  floral  display ; 
The  air  is  delightful  and  warm  is  the  sun, 
The  chestnuts  are  snowy,  the  Derby  is  won. 
Piccadilly  is  pleasant  from  daylight  to  dark. 
And  Bond  Street  is  crowded  and  gay  is  the  Park — 
So  now  is  the  time  that  you  all  ought  to  go 
And  sit  on  a  Chair,  'neath  the  trees  in  the  Row ! 

For  only  a  penny  I  sit  in  the  shade, 
And  gaze  with  delight  on  the  gay  cavalcade ! 
"While  countless  romances  I  read,  if  I  please, 
In  the  people  I  see  from  my  Chair  'neath  the  trees. 
'Tis  better  by  far  than  an  Opera-stall, 
A  crowded     at-home  "  or  a  smart  fancy  ball ; 
Or  gazing  at  pictures,  or  playing  at  pool, 
Or  playing  the  banjo,  or  playing  Ihe  fool- 
When  soft  summer  breezes  from  Kensington  blow, 
'Tis  pleasant  to  sit  on  a  Chair  in  the  Row ! 

What  studies  of  man  and  of  woman  and  horse, 
Here  pass  up  and  down  on  the  tan-trodden  course  1 
The  Earl  and  the  Duke  and  the  Doctor  are  there, 
The  author,  the  actor,  the  great  millionnaire  ; 
The  first-season  beauties  whose  roses  are  red. 
The  third-season  beauties  whose  roses  have  fled  ! 
M.P.s,  upon  cobs,  fully  weighted  with  care. 
And  pets,  upon  ponies,  with  long  sunny  hair — 
I  note  them  all  down,  as  they  pass  to  and  fro, 
And  muse  in  my  Chair,  'neath  the  trees  in  the  Row ! 

What  countless  fair  pictures  around  may  be  seen, 

How  colours  flash  bright  on  their  background  of  green  I 

A  bouquet  of  figure,  of  fashion,  of  face, 

And  dainty  devices  in  linen  and  lace  1 

The  triumphs  of  WORTH  and  of  Madame  ELISE, 

You  see  as  jrou  ponder  and  moon  'neath  the  trees. 

'Tis  lunch-time.    I  '11  drive  to  the  Club— fare  one  bob — 

For  here  comes  my  Editor  riding  a  cob. 

He  thinks  I  am  working  ;  he  little  does  know 

I  'm  smiling  on  him  from  my  Chair  in  the  Row !  t 

*  "Lilac in  bloom"  now  !  When  Our  Minstrel  next  applies 
to  the  Magistrates  for  a  renewal  of  his  Poetic  Licence,  he  had 
better  not  refer  to  th'is  poem. — ED. 

t  Smiling  on  us!  Bosh!  He  was  nervously  watching  the  chair- 
man who  collects  the  pennies,  and  just  as  the  latter  moved  towards 
him,  the  Lazy  One  rose  to  the  occasion  and  walked  off. — ED. 

HANDEL  FESTIVAL. — Every  one  will  go  to  a  Festival 
with  a  Handel  to  its  name.  It  begins  on  the  18th  and 
ends  on  the  22nd.  The  Company  has  an  energetic  Secre- 
tary in  Mr.  GABDINEB,  and  the  grounds  are  looking 
lovely,  as  they  ought  to  do,  with  an  experienced  GAB- 
DINEB  to  attend  to  them. 


OUR  OFFISHIAL  GUIDE. 
PAST  IV.— COLONIAL. 

HAVING  disposed  of  Great  Britain,  we  next  turn  our  attention  to 
its  dependencies.  In  the  First  Exhibition  it  is  said  that  the  people 
inhabiting  a  Cannibal  island,  having  nothing  better  to  send,  dis- 
patched a  primitive  kind  of  birch-broom  and  the  wooden  idol  they 
were  in  the  habit  of  worshipping,  to  represent  them.  Some  of  our 
Colonies  seem  to  have  acted  in  a  similar  spirit  on  the  present  occa- 
sion. We  find  numbers  of  flags  and  mottoes,  but  very  little  fish. 
A  rapid  run  through  the  Courts  may  not  be  uninstructive. 

Heligoland. — In  the  Official  Catalogue  the  Governor  of  this 
poverty-stricken  spot  has  written  an  introduction,  which  is  nothing 
more  nor  less  than  an  urgent  appeal  to  the  charitable.  In  1878  the 
fleet  of  one  hundred  flat-bottomed  sloops  were  reduced  to  twenty- 
seven.  A  Benefit  Society  has  been  organised,  which  at  present  has 
only  £8  in  hand.  The  307  fishermen,  and  their  families,  on  the 
island  scarcely  ever  taste  meat,  and  chiefly  feed  upon  haddock. 
There  are  only  five  exhibits  in  this  department.  The  first  is  "  a 
fishing-line  in  tray  complete,"  the  second  "  a  lobster-pot,"  the  third 
"  a  model,"  and  the  fourth  "  a  buoy  invented  by  the  Exhibitor." 
In  the  summer  months  fishing  is  almost  entirely  abandoned,  as  the 
hardy  boatmen  employ  their  time  in  connection  with  the  bathing- 
machine  interest,  which  flourishes  at  this  season  of  the  year.  In 
conclusion,  the  Governor  pathetically  explains  that,  although 
"  yielding  to  none  as  fishermen,"  they  are  precluded  from  going  far 
to  sea  to  earn  their  daily  bread,  "  because  they  have  no  harbour." 


Perhaps  this  little  display  from  Heligoland  is  the  most  painful 
feature  in  the  Exhibition — even  more  heart-rending  than  the  Bogus- 
Economical  Fish-Market,  which  was  to  reduce  the  price  of  the 
harvest  of  the  sea,"  but  hasn't ! 

Bahamat. — Again  disappointing.  The  "Central  Committee, 
Nassau,"  seem  to  have  done  their  best  to  make  the  Show  attractive 
by  exhibiting,  amongst  a  few  other  articles,  "  a  pair  of  Palmetto 
shoes  "  and  "  two  kegs  of  pickled  goggle-eyes."  But  as  pearls  are 
found  in  the  fisheries  of  this  country,  the  opportunity  is  seized  by  a 
West-End  tradesman  to  have  a  branch  establishment  for  the  dis- 
play of  his  jewellery— in  which,  of  course,  pearls  are  introduced. 

British  Columbia.  —  Chiefly  remarkable  for  a  jovial  exhibit,  which 
would  have  brought  tears  to  the  eyes  of  Sir  WILFRID  LAWSON— "  A 
number  of  fishes  in  alcohol."  It  is  only  just,  however,  to  sav  that, 
in  spite  of  this  piscatorial  display  of  intemperance,  the  deport- 
ment of  the  tipsy  denizens  of  the  boundless  ocean  is  inoffensive — 
nay,  even  dignified. 

Ceylon.— This  interesting  land  is  represented  by  a  few  nets  and 
some  models.  One  of  the  latter— No.  4— is  indeed  remarkable.  We 
are  told  by  the  Catalogue  that  as  prawns  are  used  as  bait  from  this 
boat,  it  is  called  "  the  prawn  boat.  It  is  difficult  to  conceive  how 
they  come  to  think  of  such  clever  things  in  Ceylon. 

Newfoundland. — Ignored  in  our  edition  of  their  Official  Guide. 
However,  it  is  worth  seeing  if  only  for  some  specimens  of  "  strong 
copper-ore" — an  odd  fish.  Remaining  exhibits  chiefly  cod-fish. 
Model'of  a  seal-hunt,  also  interesting.  Seals  said  to  be  very  fierce 
creatures,  and  capturing  them  a  hazardous  employment.  In  fact,  if 
you  want  to  get  a  seal,  you  must  keep  on  the  watch. 
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PITY    A    POOR    OFF'UN!" 

Tfl«  ROfKBKBT  JOCKIT    "  CHUCKED"   BY   SCOTCH 


Canada. — Also  contemptuously  omitted  in  the  Catalogue.  The 
most  striking  object  in  this  Court  is  a  magnificent  "trophy,"  hap- 
pily recalling  the  glories  of  the  Exhibition  of  1862,  which,  it  will  be 
remembered,  culminated  in  a  gorgeous  case  of  pickles.  Nothing 
finer  than  this  "  trophy"  can  be  seen  out  of  the  Civil  Service  Stores. 
However,  there  is  a  slight  omission — the  prices  of  the  various  potted 
fishes,  &o.,  should  have  been  given.  The  Dominion  is  further  repre- 
sented .by  an  ice-house  made  of  layers  of  "  Willesden  paper" — a 
material  which,  as  everybody  knows,  is  found  in  huge  quantities  in 
the  primteval  forests  of  the  Canadian  backwoods !  Besides^the  above, 
there  are  some  models  of  fish-breeding  establishments  and  a  few  tins 
of  "  preserved  salmon."  Large  map  of  the  country  cumbers  one  of 
the  walls ;  the  space  should  have  been  appropriately  spared  for 
advertisements.  From  this  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  everything 
i>  sacrificed  to  "commercial  purposes."  On  the  contrary,  the  col- 
lection also  contains  a  very  well  prepared  skeleton  of  a  cod's  head ! 

Auttralia.— Also  ignored  by  •  the  other  Guide."    The  principal 


exhibit  is  a  large  coat-of-arms  of  the  Colony,  which,  perhaps,  may 
be  accepted  as  a  specimen  of  fishy  heraldry. 

Having  ran  through  "  The  Dependencies  of  the  British  Throne,"  it 
will  be  as  well  to  turn  our  attention  next  to  the  Foreign  Courts,  of 
which  that  claimed  by  the  United  States  seems  to  be  the  chief.  By 
the  way,  there  is  a  so-called  "  American  Bar/'  which,  apparently, 
has  as  little  to  do  with  our  transatlantic  cousins  as  with  the  bar  of 
the  ocean.  And  the  sustenance  obtained  at  this  bar  is  not  to  be 
compared  with  the  nourishment  obtained  by  the  harvest  of  the  sea, 
upon  which,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  Sir  HKSBY  THOMPSON,  the  eminent 
surgeon,  will  shortly  be  induced  to  deliver  a  lecture.  For,  after  all, 
the  end  of  the  Exhibition  should  be  an  increased  activity  in  dealing 
with  "  the  denizens  of  the  mighty  deep."  It  must  be  remembered 

j  that  fish  ia  not  only  excellent  as  food  for  the  body,  but  is  also  a 
capital  medicine  (containing  as  it  does  phosphorus)  for  what  the  late 

!  Dr.  FOKBES  Wrustow  used   appropriately  to    call  "  the  obscure 
diseases  of  the  brain." 
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The  Man  who  lost  the 
Boat-race. 


LA!    GIOCONDA! 

OR,  PONCIIIELLI  AND  TOBIA'S  OPERi. 

WE  have  heard  La  Gioconda  twice,  and  like  it.    There  are  in  it 
elements  of  popularity,— in  faet,  the  elements  are  so  familiar  that  its 
popularity  is  a  foregone  conclusion.    It  belongs  to  the  Verdi  school, 
and   is  just  the  sort  of  thing  that  a 
clever  musical  imitator  with  a  certain 
humorous  talent  for  composition,  might 
produce,  if  left  alone  with  a  grand  piano, 
a  big  drum,  and  a  pair  of  cymbals. 

At  Covent  Garden,  the  Opera  is 
capitally  put  on  the  Stage,  and  the 
success  of  Madame  DURAND  as  La 
Gioconda,  of  Mile.  TKEMELLI  as  La 
Cieca,  of  Madame  STAHL  as  'Laura, 
and  of  Signor  COTOGKI  as  Sarnaba  is 
indisputable.  The  Artistes  above- 
named  can  act  as  well  as  sing.  The 
Chorus  is  admirable  ;  and  the  pitched — 
the  high-pitched  battle  they  have  with 
the  orchestra,  which  vainly  endeavours 
by  the  aid  of  brass,  drum,  and  cymbals, 
and,  we  fancy,  an  unfairly  brought  in 
gong,  to  drown  their  voices,  is  won  by 
the  Chorus  in  the  most  gallant  style. 

The  Opera,  as  far  as  the  acting  goes, 
is  remarkable  for  the  reckless  disregard 
of  the  stage-directions  contained  in  the 
published  book.  In  the  First  Scene— 
"the  Grand  Courtyard  of  the  Ducal 
Palace  " — where  all  the  celebrated  sights  of  Venice  are  so  cleverly 
brought  together,  that  a  COOK'S  Tourist  with  a  Murray's  Handbook 
would  see  the  whole  place  in  half-an-hour,  and  be  off  by  the  next 
train  somewhere'else— "  The  Stage,''  says  the  stage-direction,  "w 
filled  with  holiday  folks "  —  COOK'S 
Tourists  of  the  period — "Monks,  Sailors, 
Shipwrights,  Masquers,  fyc.,  and  amidst 
the  busy  crowd  are  seen  some  Dalmatians 
and  Moors."  Now,  we  won't  swear  to 
knowing  "some  Dalmatians"  when  we 
see  them, — except  Dalmatian  Dogs  which 
run  behind  carriages, — but  we  will  take 
our  oath  to  a  Moor  anywhere, — from 
Scotland  to  Venice, — and  we  deliberately 
assert  that  we  couldn't  see  a  Moor  on 
that  Stage.  There  wasn't  a  Moor  there  ; 
no  Moor  there  was.  Was  Othello  a  Moor 
or  not?  Yes.  Was  he  black P  Yes. 
Very  well,  then — if  there  was  a  black 
man  in  that  crowd,  we  tell  "a  white  one," 
that 's  all. 

We  looked  for  the  "Monks,"  but  they 
were  conspicuous  by  their  absence.  Mind,  Enzo  the  Fiver ;  or,  Only 
we  praise  the  Stage-Manager  for  this,  as  Half  a  Tenor.  "  There  is  a 
he  evidently  rightly  said,  "  What  should  Providence  which  shapes 
Monks  be  doing  here  when  they  ought  our  Ends "  eo- 
to  be  in  Church,  where  we  shall  want  them  presently  to  sing  a 
hymn."— Right :  but  why  leave  them  in  the  printed  stage-directions, 
and  so  waste  the  precious  time  of  the  audience,  and  distract  our 

attention  from  the  music  ?  We 
are  not  sure  whether  the 
audience  couldn't  insist  legally 
on  having  their  money  re- 
turned :  as,  if  someone  who 
likes  to  see  Monks  and  Moors 
on  the  Stage,  purchases  a 
guinea  ticket  because  he  has 
read  in  the  officially  guaranteed 
Opera  book  that  Monks  and 
Moors  are  to  be  seen  on  that 
Stage  in  the  First  Act,  and, 
when  he  goes,  there  are  none, 
hasn't  he  his  legal  remedy 
against  Mr.  GTE  and  his  co- 
Directors  for  breach  of  con- 
tract, or  for  obtaining  money 
under  false  pretences  ? 

We  concede  the  "  some  Dal- 
matians"—they  might  have 
been  there ;  but  Monks  and 
Moors  we  conscientiously  affirm 
were  not  on  that  scene  as  they  undoubtedly  ought  to  have  been.  A  fez 
or  a  turban  doesn't  make  a  Moor  ;  and  we  want  a  Moorpropre — i.e.,  a 
proper  Moor,  or  even  a  property  Moor.  Passons .'  Sarnaba,  the 


The  "Moth"  and  her  "Mother."     The 
latter  ia  a  specimen  of  a  Venetian  Blind. 


Al-vise  and  Half- Vizor. 


bad  man  of  the  piece,  ought,  on  the  entrance  of  La  Gioconda  and 
her  Blind  Mother,  to  "  hide  behind  a  column."  He  doesn't  do  any- 
thing of  the  sort :  first,  because  there  is  no  column,  handy  for  the 
purpose ;  and,  secondly,  because  he  has  to  join  in  a  trio,  for  which,  if 
he  is  to  be  heard  at  all,  he  must  come  down  to  the  footlights  and 
stand  in  a  line,  en  evidence,  with  La  Gioconda,  whom  Sarnaba  calls 
the  "Moth"— (but  he  is 
always  alluding  to  people 
as  "Gadflies"  and 
"Moths  "and  "Lions" 
— funny  bad  man,  Sar- 
naba)  —  and  La  Cieca. 
This  position  of  his  is 
all  right  for  Cieca,  who 
is  blind  as  a  bat  (why 
didn't  Sarnaba  allude 
to  her  as  "the  bat"?— 
oversight  of  Librettist), 
but  not  for  La  Gioconda, 
who  has  to  make  believe 
very  much  that  she 
doesn't  see  him  when  he 
is  within  a  few  feet  of 
her  in  the  open  court- 
yard, shouting  his  asides 
to  the  effect  that  at  the 
sight  of  Gioconda,  "the 
wildest  ecstasies  within 
me  waken  !  Beware,  thee,  Moth,  if  in  my  net  thou  'rt  taken !  " 

Thev  all  use  "thee"  and  "thou"  in  the  translation,  as  if  they 
were  Venetian  Quakers.  For  this  reason,  it  might  be  styled  a 
Bright  Opera.  Then  Sarnaba  tries  to  stop  Gioconda,  who,  being 
only  an  ill-educated  street-singer,  comes  out  pretty  strongly  with 

"  Go  thou  to  the  devil,  thou  and  thy  guitar,  too  ! " 

And  after  this  display  of  temper,  which  has  still  something  of  the 
Quaker  in  it,  Sarnaba  exclaims,  "  Ah,  no ;  thou  shall  not  fly  me  " 
— whereupon  she  immediately  does  fly  him,  and  makes  a  precipitate 
exit.  "So!"  says  Sarnaba,  "the  Moth  has  escaped  me."  Only 
because  the  idiot  didn't  run  after  her.  The  Moth,  who  must  walk 
quite  fourteen  stone,  couldn't  have  got  far  in  two  minutes  ;  though, 
having  a  fine  and  powerful  arm.  she  might  have  given  him  a  nasty 
one  on  his  ear,  had  he  attempted  to  come  up  with  her. 

Then  everybody  returns,  singing  brightly  and  gaily  one  of  the  best 
numbers  in  the  Opera.  Here  the  Librettist  becomes  tired  of  details, 
and  simply  writes,  "Entei — Chorus  People,  fyc.,  bringing  in  triumph 
the  Victor  in  the  Regatta."  This  summary  of  "  Chonis  People,  $c.," 
looks  like  the  result  of  a  row  with  the  Stage-Manager,  resulting  in  a 
compromise.  No  Moors,  no  "  some  Dalmatians,"  no  Shipwrights, 
simply  any  of  them  brought  in,  en  bloc,  as  "  Chorus  People,  &c." 

The  boat-race  has,  apparently,  been  between  a  very  fat  man  and  a 
very  slight  one,  with  the  inevitable  result.  Zuane,  the  fat  man,  who 
required  at  least  another  twelve  months'  training,  is  very  angry, 
objects  to  Bad  Sarnaba's  chaff,  but  honestly  admits  "  My  boat  was 
sadly  over- weighted."  Sarnaba  incites  Zuane  and  the  "Chorus 
People,  &c."  to  murder  La  Cieca  as  a  Witch  (it  is  a  stupid  story),  and 
they  are  just  going  to  haul  her  off  when  La  Gioconda  rushes  in ; 
then  Gioconda' s  lover,  Enzo,  comes  to 
the  rescue,  and  addresses  the  "Chorus 
People,  &c.,"  thus :  "These  locks,  grey 
and  scattered.  Harm  no  longer !  My 
sword  shall  protect  them ! "  from 
which  sentiment  the  inference  would 
naturally  be,  that  Enzo  was  a  Venetian 
Hairdresser,  whose  trade  was  liable  to 
suffer  from  the  "  Chorus  People, 
&c.'s,"  violence  towards  the  old  Lady 
with  the  very  apparent  gauze  over 
her  eyes,  meant  to  indicate  blindness, 
— which  it  doesn't  a  bit,  and  only 
looks  exactly  like  what  it  is,  i.e., 
gauze,  which  is  most  useful  when 
?oing  by  road  to  the  Derby,  but  point- 
Less  and  unsightly  for  La  Cieca. 

Then  enter,  down  the  staircase, 
Alvise  and  Laura  his  wife,  followed 
by  a  couple  of  pages,  carrying  two 
sofa  -  cushions,  and  keeping  near 
Alvise  and  Laura,  as  if  they  had 
contracted  a  habit  of  sitting  down 
suddenly  anywhere,  or  of  going  to  sleep  in  the  middle  of  the 
road,  and  EO  requiring  a  cushion  for  comfort  at  any  minute, 
without  the  slightest  warning.  Laura  wears  a  half-mask,  for  no 
reason,  except  lor  the  sake  of  the  plot,  so  that  the  may  not  be 
recognised  by  La  Gioconda,  in  the  Second  Act.  "  Why  art  thou 


Barnaba  asks  Enzo  to  take  his 
Number. 
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METROPOLITAN    PRIZE    PUZZLES.     No.   2. 

SHORT  CUT  BY  MUD-SALAD  MARKET  TO  TH«  NEAREST  RAILWAY  STATION.      Puzzle— To  FIND  ANYONK  IN  AUTHORITY  TO  oiv«  ART 
ASSISTANCE  WUATKVKH.      N.I!.— WILL  THE  NOBLE  LANDLORD  OBLIGE  WITH  A  SOLUTION  TO  THIS  Puzzut. 


kneeling  to  yonder  people,"  asks  Alvite,  according:  to  the  book.  To 
which  La  Cieca  might  reply,  "  I  wasn't  kneeling,"  which  would  be 
true.  La  Otoconda,  subsequently  kneeling  to  A Ivite  (she  does  this), 
Bays,  "  Mercy  !  Ah.  hear  me  one  moment!  I  break  The  ice  that  in 
fetters  my  soul  was  keeping."  Isn't  this  poetic !  She  "  breaks  the 
ice  "  by  entering  into  conversation  with  the  Chief  Magistrate  Alvite. 
without  any  previous  introduction.  Laura  protects  La  Cieca,  and 
in  one  of  the  most  effective  passages  of  the  Opera — (the  restoration 
of  "  Fops'  Alley  "  is  one  of  the  most  "  effective  passages  "  at  Covent 
Garden)— admirably  given  by  Madame  TKKMELLI,  La  Citca  thanks 
Laura,  and  gives  her  "all  she  has  no  more,  tho'  poor  the  offering 
be," — not  a  "heart  and  lute"  but  a  rosary, — whereupon  the  "Chorus 
People,  &c..,"  who  had  been  so  eager  to  cut  her  grey  and  scattered 
locks,  now  express  their  decided  opinion  that  "  'Tis  evident  unto  her 
celestial  aid  is  given."  Then  all  yielding  to  a  sudden  Happy 
Thought, — such  as  was  perpetually  occurring  to  that  character  in 
one  of  DICKENS' s  novels,  who  says.  Hallo  !  here 's  a  Church  !  Let 's 
go  in  and  get  married,"— hurry  off  to  Church,  except  Bad  Barnaba 
and  Enzo,  the  Undecided  Lover,  who  is  now  devoted  to  Laura. 
(It  w  a  stupid  story !  and  such  an  ill-constructed  plot !) 

Barnabu  promises  Enzo  that  Laura,  Enzo'»  wife,  shall  elope  with 
him  that  night,  and,  as  a  proof  of  his  sincerity,  Barnaba  opens  his 
waistcoat,  and  shows  "  C.X."  worked  on  his  flannel  waistcoat,  which 
may  be  either  for  the  instruction  of  the  washerwoman,  or  to  denote 
that  he  belongs  to  CX  division  of  Venetian  Detective  Police.  Enzo 
is  so  pleased  at  this,  that  he  curses  him  freely,  and  goes  off.  Then 
Barnaba  summons  a  Scribe,  a  sort  of  "Jim  the  Penman,"  and 
in  the  middle  of  the  large  courtyard  dictates  a  letter  which  is 
overheard  by  La  Gioconda.  Dismissing  Jim  the  Penman,  without  any 
payment  for  his  trouble,  Bad  Barnaba  slips  the  letter  into  the  Lion's 
mouth,  and  hurries  away.  The  letter  is  to  inform  Alvite  of  his 
wife's  intended  elopement. 

Then  enter  Masquers  and  Populace.  They  sing  and  dance  an  Irish 
jig,  which,  of  coarse,  is  suddenly  interrupted  by  the  Monks  (here 
they  are  at  last— heard,  but  not  seen)  in  Church  singing  a  "  vesper 
prayer," — whatever  that  may  be,— whereupon  all  the  Masquers,  men 
on  one  side,  and  women  on  the  other,  kneel  down  piously,  with  the 
exception  of  the  Harlequins  and  Harlequinas,  who  as  their  tights  would 


hardly  stand  the  strain  of  a  prayerful  attitude,  dance  gaily  off;  and 
with  this  exit,  and  La  Cieca  blessing  La  Otoconda  for  no  particular 
reason,  but  just  to  "form  a  picture,"  the  First  Act  comes  to 
an  end. 

The  Second  Act  commences  with  a  scene  and  chorus  recalling  a 
similar  situation  in  the  Flying  Dutchman,  and  then  the  people 
execute  a  mal-de-mer  movement,  which  makes  everyone,  not  a  perfect 
sailor,  feel  very  uncomfortable.  Then  Laura  is  brought  in  a  boat 
by  Bad  Barnaba  to  elope  with  Enzo,  and,  while  the  latter  has  gone  to 
make  some  preparation  aboard  the  craft,  Otoconda  comet  on  the 
scene,  has  a  tremendous  row  with  Laura  (her  rival  in  Ento't 
affections),  declares  that  "  Fury  superhuman  of  my  wrath  invades 
my  pulses  I  "  (isn't  this  thrilling !),  and  then,  when  Laura,  who  is  a 
married  woman  who  has  come  here  on  purpose  to  elope,  declares  "  I 
love  him  with  purer  love  than  thine,"  Otoconda  can  stand  it  no 
longer,  but  addresses  her 'as  "  Blasphemer  I "  to  which  Laura 
quickly  retorts,  "  Liar !  "  and  so  these  two  perfect  Ladies  go  on 
through  a  whole  scene,  until  Otoconda  (the  is  masked  this  time — 
what  a  stupid  story  !)  recognises  the  rosary,  which  the  pious  Laura 
is  going  to  take  with  her  on  her  elopement  tour,  and  relents. 
Barnaba  is  foiled;  Alvite  doesn't  find  his  wife  out,  because  she 
has  returned  home  in  a  boat ;  and  Enzo,  unable  to  elope  with  Alvite' t 
wife,  sets  tire  to  his  ship,  tries  to  burn  everybody,  but  makes  it  all 
right  for  himself  by  jumping  into  the  sea,  where  he  may  be  supposed 
to  dive  successfully,  as  he  turns  up  in  the  next  Act  alive  and  well 
in  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  at  Alvite't  evening  party,  in  time  to  see  the 
Ballet  of  the  Hours,  which  is  a  great  success. 

After  this,  poison,  dagger,  sleeping  draught,  Romeo-and-Juliet- 
Le-lioi-s'Amuse-Lucrezia-Borgia  scene  between  Alvite  and  Laura, 
&c.,  &c.,  &e.,  everything  in  its  proper  place,  very  cheerful,  of 
course,  and  Madame  DURAXD  playing  dramatically,  and  singing 
admirably.  The  end  of  this  Opera  we  gave  last  week.  Bad  Barnaba 
declares  that  he  has  strangled  La  Cieca  because  she  annoyed  him, 
and  then  he  rushes  down  the  street.  The  Opera  is  successful,  though 
not  to  be  mentioned  in  the  same  breath  with  BIZET'S  brilliant 
Carmen,  and  as  Mr.  WAGGSTAFF  says,  "  fortunately  lor  us,  Carmen 
arrived  when  we  had  had  too  much  of  the  WAG  HER."  Madame 
LUCCA,  as  the  heroine,  is  better  than  ever. 
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THINGS    ONE    WOULD    RATHER    HAVE    LEFT    UNSAID. 

Hostess.  "  WHAT  FCN  YOU  SEEM  TO  BE  HAVINCJ  OVER  IHBKB,  CAPTAIN  SMILET  !    I  WISH  TOU  ALL  SAT  AT  THIS  END  OF  TEE  TABLE  ! ' 


FRIEND  JOHN. 

(A  Song  at  a  Silver  Wedding.) 

URBE'S  a  health  to  vou,  Friend  JOHN  ! 

Here  'a  a  health  with  all  our  heart  I 
Five-and-twenty  years  have  gone 

Since  you  played  the  bridegroom's  part 
To  the  buxom  Midland  maid, 

Hanging  now  your  arm  upon 
In  a  matron's  pride  arrayed. 

Here 's  a  health  to  you,  Friend  JOHN  I 

A  health  to  one  whose  soul 

Has  shown  healthy  to  the  core  ; 
To  a  nature  sound  and  whole, 

With  no  humbug  sicklied  o'er. 
To  a  strenuous  heart  and  strong 

That  in  many  a  fight  has  won, 
Striking  hard  against  the  wrong. 

Here 's  a  health  to  you,  Friend  JOHN  1 

Mellower  voice  has  never  rung 

Round  the  lists  of  Party  fray ; 
Sharper  scorn  has  seldom  »tn»g. 

Yet  your  Silver  Wedding  Day 
Wakes  good  wishes  near  and  far, 

E'en  from  fighters  who  have  gone 
Dead  against  you  in  the  war. 

Here 's  a  health  to  you,  Friend  JOHN  ! 

For  the  silver  trump  of  Peace, 

In  whose  sound  you  eo  delight, 
Blows  to-day,  and  bids  to  cease 

All  the  brazen  blasts  of  fight. 
True  to-morrow  may  bring  blows, 

And  Bellona's  clarion : 
But  to-day  at  least  we  close 
Hand  on  hand,  as  friends,  not  foes — 

Here '»  a  health  to  you,  Fritnd  Jons  I 


JUSTICE  TO  THE  DOCTORS. 

"  Ora  only  General"  has  not  done  justice 
to  the  Doctors,  that  is  to  say,  if  we  are  to 
believe  his  latest  utterances,  for  his  opinions 
on  the  Medical  Department  in  the  late 
campaign  in  Egypt  are  strangely  contradic- 
tory of  each  other.  We  all  know  that  before 
Lord  MOBLEI'S  Committee  Lord  WOLSELEY 
gave  evidence  in  no  measured  language, 
saying  that  he  found  great  fault  with  the 
hospitals  at  Ismailia  and  Cairo,  and,  among 
other  things,  censuring  the  medical  officers 
for  not  going  out  themselves  and  buying 
bread  and  bedsteads,  though  he  does  not 
say  where  the  money  was  to  come  from, 
and  while  he  must  have  known  that  it  was 
the  duty  of  the  Ordnance  Department  to 
supply  them.  The  fact  is.  that  if  matters 
were  in  the  condition  Lord  WOLSELEY 
describes,  he  was  himself  more  to  blame 
than  anyone  else,  for  he  ought  to  have  seen 
that  the  Commissary-General  of  Ordnance 
did  his  duty,  and  there  can  be  no  doubt 
but  that  the  head  of  the  Medical  Depart- 
ment should  have  been  informed  of  the 
change  of  base  from  Alexandria  to  Ismailia. 

But  what  is  still  more  strange.  Lord 
WOLSELET  has  only  just  discovered  all  these 
things.  He  said,  at  Ismailia,  he  was  "highly 
satisfied  with  everything  in  the  hospital," 
he  complimented  various  medical  men.  and 
he  telegraphed  home  that  the  Medical  De- 
partment was  working  to  his  entire  satis- 
faction ;  again  repeating,  after  Tel-el- 
Kebir,  that  everything  was  done  that 
possibly  could  be  done  for  the  care  of  the 
sick  and  wounded.  The  same  evidence,  it 
may  be  noted  incidentally,  was  given  by 
Sir  JOHN  ADYE  ;  and  it  is  abundantly 


evident  that  while  no  one,  least  of  all  the 
medical  officers,  ever  contended  that  the 
arrangements  were  perfect,  everything 
seems  to  have  been  done  that  was  possible 
with  the  means  at  their  command. 

Now,  the  plain  fact  of  the  matter  is,  that 
there  must  be  a  mistake  in  one  or  other  of 
Lord  WOLSELEY'S  statements.  If  things 
were  as  bad  as  he  now  makes  them  out  to 
be,  why  didn't  he  say  so  at  the  time  ?  and 
why  did  he  telegraph  home  that  he  was 
satisfied  with  the  Medical  Department? 
Which  account  is  the  correct  one  ?  Upon 
the  horns  of  that  lively  dilemma  Lord 
WOLSELET  sits  impaled;  and  Surgeon- 
General  PUNCH  demands  justice  for  his 
friends  the  Doctors. 


THE  SCHOOL  BOAKD  summoned  a  mother 
for  not  sending  her  son,  aged  thirteen,  to 
school.  The  boy  was  earning  his  own  liveli- 
hood and  helping  his  mother,  and,  said  Mr. 
PAOHT,  "  I  think  it  was  an  indiscreet  act  on 
the  part  of  the  School  Board  to  interfere 
with  the  boy."  He  fined  the  Defendant  six- 
pence, which  was  immediately  paid  by  a 
sympathetic  stranger.  The  School  Board 
is  getting  itself  disliked.  Does  the  rising 
generation  seem  to  be  so  very  much  better 
for  this  compulsory  education  ?  To  learn  to 
read  and  write  is  well  enough,  but  what  do 
they  read  ?  and  do  they  right  ?  We  should 
like  to  hear  the  evidence  of  the  Magistrates 
generally.  In  the  meantime,  thanks  to  Mr. 
PAGET  for  his  sensible  decision  and  judi- 
ciously expressed  opinion. 

CBICKET-MATCH  TO  COME  OFF.— The  Tee- 
totallers' Eleven  ».The  Licensed  Victuallers . 
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A    SILVER   WEDDING. 

(Thit  ueek  Birmingham  festirely  commemorates  her  twenty-fifth  year  i-f  "  political  unian  "  tcith  Jfr.  Jv/m  Ii-iyht  ) 

"MERRILY  DANCED  THE  QUAKER'S  WIFE, 
AND  MERRILY  DANCED  THE  QUAKER." 

OLD  Sose. 
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No.  67.  Early  days  of  Hud-Salad 
Market.  A  Dealy-icious  idealy 
picture.  Jane  M.  I)ealy. 


No.  897.  Rehearsing  for 
Children's  Pantomime. 
Hiikstra-ordinary !  Q. 
K.  Hick*. 


N  >.    107,     A   Murilcr  ;    or.   Seeing 
her  first  Beetle.    P.  K.  Morris,  A. 


No.  391.  Playing  it  Police ;  or, 
On  the  Beat    P.  B,  Morris,  A. 


No.  887.  "  I  won't  be 
Washed  "  ;  or,  the  origi- 
nal "Dirty  Boy."  One  of 
twins, — or  one  of  a  Pears' 
advertisement.  F.  B. 
Kennington. 


No.  132.  The  Goose-Step.  Good; 
— that  '*  our  Gander' d  opinion. 
James  Guthrie. 


No.  742.  "  We  ought  to  have 
been  in  the  Grosvenor  Gal- 
lery, but  we  muit  'green' 
and  bear  it."  James  Sant, 
K.A. 


No.  640.  Jack's  Sister 
and  the  Beanstalk. 
A  -  leg  -  grow  sym- 
phony. W.  Dixon 
Galpm.  (See  theUal 
pinning  the  stalk.) 


No.  413.    Intents ;  or,  Three  to 
One.    Joseph  Clark. 


No.  463.  A  Model  fur  a 
Tailor's  Dummy.  J.  D. 
Watson.  "  What '•  on  ?  " 
Why,  clothes. 


No.  277.  Three  Bell* : 
two  of  'em  dumb 
ones.  J.  Hansen 

Walker. 


293.  Miss-Terry-oua 
Picture.  Probably 
portrait  Cif  Miss  E. 
Terry,  when  not 
more  than  seven. 
Edgar  Hnnley. 


Xo.  436.  Living  up  to 
it;  or,  The  ^Esthetic 
Miss  Gamp.  Cathinca 
Ainyot.  ["Am-I-'ot?" 
She  oughtn't  to  be  in 
siii-h  li^lit  c'lotriinjr.] 


WITTY    MAGEE. 

AIR—"  Widow  Maehree." 
"  Every  abuee  is  a  weaknef  s  to  the  Establishment, 
and  that  it  why  the  Church's  enemies  desire  to 
perpetuate  abuses  in  the  Church.  .  .  .  The  cham- 
pions of  the  abuses  are  not  Churchmen,  but  the 
more  earnest  members  of  Nonconformity  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  .  .  .  Her  Majesty's  Govern- 
ment certainly  dare  not  support  this  measure,  be- 
cause they  dare  not  irritate  their  great  backbone 
(the  Dissenters) .  .  .  .  Those  who  are  opposed  to 


the  reform  of  the  Church  are  not  the  Churchmen, 
but  the  Political  Dissenters."—  The  Bithop  of 
Peterborough  on  the  Cathedral!  Stalutu  Sill. 

WITTT  MAOKK,  on  the  Commons  you  frown ; 

Och  hone  1  Witty  MAOKK. 
On  your  Church  all  its  dirthy  Dissenters  are 

down  ; 

Och  hone !  Witty  MAGKK. 
How  altered  your  air, 
When  that  black  phiz  you  wear, 
E'en  your  wit 's  sour  and  spare, 
Which  should  be  flowing  free. 
A  shillelagh  why  twirl, 
Like  a  commonplace  churl  Y 
Och  hone !  Witty  MAOEE. 

Witty  MAOHE,  sunny  Summer  is  come, 

Och  hone  !  Witty  MAOEE. 
When  everything  smiles,  should  a  Bishop 

look  glum  P 

Ooh  hone  1  Witty  MAOEK. 
Soon  the  season  of  "  pairs" 
Will  bring  halcyon  airs. 
E'en  St.  Stephen's  rough  bears 

Seem  inclined  to  agree. 
The  Fourth  Party's  small  fish 
Can't  "  raise  Cain,"  though  they  wish. 
Och  hone !  Witty  MAOEE. 

Witty  MAGEE,  when  mild  Peace  would  step  in, 

Och  hone !  Witty  MAOEE. 
To  be  poking  strife's  fire  all  alone  seems  a  sin, 

Och  hone  1  Witty  MAOEE. 


Sore,  we  're  sick  of  Church  wrongs, 
Endless  hammer  and  tongs  ; 
Pot  and  Kettle  sing  songs 

Full  of  family  glee ; 
Yet  alone,  with  keen  tongue, 
Yon  have  flouted  and  stung, 

Och  hone!  Witty  MAOEE. 

And  do  you  not  know,  with  your  eloquent 

pother. 

Och  hone  I  Witty  MAGKK, 
You  hinder,  not  help,  each  right  reverend 

brother  ? 

Och  hone !  Witty  MAOK. 
Whose  satirical  tone 
Irritates  like  your  own 
That  "  Dissenting  back-bone  " 

Named  by  W.  0.  r1 
Till,  with  heartier  wills, 
liads  will  strangle  Church  Bilk, 
Och  hone !  Witty  MAOKK. 

Take  Punch's  advice,  witty  Bishop  MAOXK, 

Och  hone  1  Witty  MAOEE, 
It 's  very  much  best  to  let  sleeping  dogs  be, 

Och  hone  I  Witty  MAOKK. 
Suppress  the  desire 
To  be  poking  the  fire 
Of  Sectarian  ire, 

And  you  '11  probably  see 
All  the  "  bogies  "  depart 
From  the  Church  of  your  heart, 

Och  hone!  Witty  MAOEB. 


286 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


16,  1883. 


DICKY-BIRDS  AT 

DINNER. 

"  The  appetite  of  the  bird  (says 
;he  Eev.  J.  G.  WOOD  in  the  cur- 
rent number  of  Good  Words)  is 
wonderful.  A  thrush  will  eat  at 
i  meal  the  largest  snail  that  Eng- 
.and  produces.  If  a  man  could 
eat  as  much  in  proportion,  he 
would  consume  a  whole  round  of 
beef  for  his  dinner.  The  redbreast, 
again,  is  a  most  voracious  b:rd." 

Ton  pass  the  blooming  haw- 
thorn hedge  in  Spring, 
And  hear  thereout  a  very 
cheery  gnsh 

Of  music,  and,  as  then  you 

hear  it  sing, 

You    recognise    the   sweet 
voice  of  the  thrush ; 

So  wonder  that  such  power  it 
should  reveal, 

It  eats  the  largest  snail  up  at 
a  meal. 

[f  Man  ate  like  a  thrush,  it's 

WOOD'S  belief — 
And  surely  such  a  naturalist 
should  know — 

[f  r  M  eat  at  one  meal  a  whole 

round  of  beef. 
Oh,   how  can  pretty  little 
birds  do  so  P 

For  here 's  the  robin  redbreast 
too,  they  eay, 

Eats  fourteen  feet  of  earth- 
worms in  a  day. 

Oh,  City  gormandisers,  when 

we  smite, 

You  can  retort  that  if  you 
tried  to  eat 

Like  robins,  in  one  single  day 

and  night, 

Of  nine-inch  sausage  sixty- 
seven  feet 

Would  be  your  portion;  it's 
quite  too  absurd, 

To  find  our  gluttons  beaten  by 
a  bird. 


LlTTEKY  AND  SCIENTIFIC. — 

The  St.  John  Ambulance  Asso- 
ciation. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    HO. 


Sill  It.  CUNLIFFE  OWEN. 

TBE  MERMAN  OF  THE  FISHERIES  EXHIBITION.    OWEN'  EVERYTHING  TO 
HIS  OWBN  ENERGY. 


A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE. 

SATS  the  Sixpence  to  the  Shil- 
ling, 
"  Bumptious  '  Bob'  you've 

had  your  day ! 
And  the  Public  is  not  willing 

Any  longer  you  to  pay 
For  a  Magazine  or  Novel. 
I  am    bringing   knowledge 

down 

To  the  cottage  and  the  hovel- 
Silver  Shilling  you  're  done 
brown  I 

Literature's  choicest  pickins 
I  distribute  to  the  mob  ; 
WALTER    SCOTT,    CHARLES 

LAMB,  and  DICKENS  ! 
What  d'ye  think   o'  that, 

Lord 'Bob":' 
Will    wit    sparkle    with    a 

slacker  ray 
When  the  Working  Man  has 

got 
JEBBOLD,  SHIRLEY  BROOKS,  or 

THACKERAY 
For  the  price  of  j  ust  a  pot  ? 

"Now   the   CornhiWi    cover 

orange 
Is  to  bear  my  conquering 

name  ; 
As  in  price  it  sinks  to  low 

range 
May  it   rise  in   force    and 

fame. 

Clearly  Literature's  banner 
Will    henceforth   the    sign 

display 

Of  the  proletariat  '  tanner.' 
Bumptious    '  Bob '    you  've 
had  your  day  1 " 


DISCRETION  AND  VALOUR. 

THE  Duke  of  CAMBRIDGE,  in 
the  Houseof  Lords,  "expressed 
the  opinion  that  the  raising 
the  standard  of  age  to  nine- 
teen would  decrease  the  num- 
ber of  enlistments."  Do  youth 
generally  begin  to  get  indis- 
posed to  become  food  for 
powder  at  that  approach  to 
years  of  discretion  ? 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  PHOM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  of  Comment,  Monday,  June  4. — Left  House  at  eight  o'clock 
with  prospect  of  Corrupt  Practices  Bill  most  satisfactory.  Nearly 
everyone  supported  Second  Reading.  Fortune  of  Bill  completed  by 
opposition  of  WABTON  and  CHABLES  LEWIS.  Thought  of  saying  a  few 
words  for  it  myself,  but  in  circumstances  unnecessary.  So  went  off 
to  dinner. 

Coming  back  at  eleven  found  ATTOBNEY-GENERAL  apparently 
delivering  funeral  oration,  or  addressing  a  Common  Jury  in  a  murder 
case.  Solemnity  appalling.  Cadence  of  voice  a  little  monotonous, 
but  still  capable  of  moving  Jury  to  tears. 

"  What 's  happened  ?  "  I  asked  HAHCOUBT,  who  was  strolling  out, 
gently  stroking  his  chin,  and  softly  smiling  to  himself.  "  Going  to 
withdraw  the  Bill  or  be  beaten  on  a  Division  ?  " 

"  Neither,  my  dear  TOBY,"  said  Grandiose  Old  Man.  "  It 's  only 
JAMES'S  Oxford-Circuit  way.  Thinks  he's  defending  a  man  for 
sheep-stealing :  that  funereal  manner,  and  that  voice  with  a  tear  in 
it  are  preparatory  to  calling  witnesses  to  show  that  the  prisoner 
either  had  a  dying  mother  at  the  time  of  the  act  charged,  or  that 
owing  to  a  long  series  of  undeserved  misfortunes,  his  mind  had 
become  affected,  and  that  when  he  took  the  sheep  he  thought  it 
was  a  favourite  poodle  he  had  lost  in  infancy.  Fact  is,  it's  most 
difficult  for  lawyers  to  forget  that  House  in  not  a  Jury,  and  that 
SPEAKEB  and  Clerks  at  Table  are  not  Judges  sitting  in  banco.  Have 


heard  it  said  that  I  'm  the  only  great  lawyer  who  is  also  effective 
House  of  Commons  speaker.  A  little  kindly  exaggerated,  but 
perhaps  something  in  it." 

Bill  all  right,  after  all.  Second  Reading  agreed  to  without 
Division. 

Tuetday.— House  of  Lords  to-night  scene  of  tremendous  dissension 
on  Bishops'  Bench.  Bishop  of  CABLISLE  moved  Second  Heading 
of  Cathedral  Statutes  Bill.  JOSEPH  GILLIS  in  Gallery  scented  the 
row  from  afar.  Came  to  see  how  Bishops  quarrelled.  From  very 
first  his  keen  intelligence  went  with  Opposition. 

"  What  do  they  want  with  more  statutes  in  Cathedrals  ?  "  says  he. 
"  Thought  you  English  would  have  had  enough  of  statutes.  Just 
after  moving  the  Duke  of  WELLINGTON,  and  don't  know  what  to  do 
with  him.  Better  leave  statutes  alone,  and  go  on  grinding  the  poor 
Irish." 

Bishop  of  PETEBBOBOUGH  opposed  Bill  on  quite  other  grounds. 
Managed  with  great  dexterity,  in  discussing  it,  to  give  Govern, 
ment  several  digs  in  the  ribs.  Lord  SALISBURY  hugely  delighted. 

"Pity  PETERBOROUGH  took  Orders,"  says  he.  "  His  lawn  sleeves 
tie  his  hands.  If  he  'd  been  a  layman,  and  got  in  for  some  borough, 
he  would  have  changed  affairs  in  House  of  Commons.  He  would 
have  joined  the  Fourth  Party,  or  perhaps  created  it,  and  made 
things  hot  for  everybody  all  round,  especially  the  Government. " 

"Yes,"  Lord  GBAKVILLE  sweetly  lisped,  "PETERBOROUGH'S  a 
little  lost  here ;  we  can't  do  with  a  Randolph,  more  especially  in 
lawn." 

PBTEBBOBOUSH  stood  alone,  with  back  to  the  wall,  having  droppec 
tin  bonnet-box  of  dynamite  on  Bishops'  Bench.  Pretty  to  see  other 
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OUT    OF   ALMS    WAY! 

Benevolent  Old  Gent.  "HERB'S  LOVELY  WKATHKR,  MBS.  WOPPLM  I    AND  HOW " 

Unthrifty  Mrs.  W.  "On,  I'M  ONLY  VERY  MIPDLIJJ',  SIB,  AND" — (whining) — "YOU  HE,  Sre,  rr '•  A'  THIS  WAY " 

[But  he  didn't— he  saw  it  (clearly)  in  quite  another  way,  went  off  that  other  way  haitily,  and  eicaped  Ait  time  I 


Bishops  smiling  upon  him  with  brotherly  love,  though  in  act  rather 
plainly  showing  their  teeth. 

"  Clever,  amusing,  hat  too  ingenious,"  said  the  PKI.MATK, 
smilingly  nodding  his  head  towards  his  Right  Reverend  brother,  who 
didn't  seem  to  know  that  anybody  was  twittering. 

"  My  Right  Reverend  brother  asks  me  to  withdraw  the  Bill,"  said 
the  Bishop  of  CARLISLE,  holding  both  hands  out  as  if  about  to  pro- 
nounce the  benediction.  "  I  wish  my  Right  Reverend  brother  could 
withdraw  his  speech." 

Right  Reverend  brother  no  such  intention.  Had  had  his  fling, 
had  fluttered  the  House,  was  conscious  of  great  yearning  of  heart 
towards  him  by  Lord  SALISBURY,  and  didn't  seem  to  care  so  much 
for  opinion  of  Archbishop,  as  was  expected  from  one  who  had  just 
been  extolling  institutions  and  discipline  of  the  Church. 

"  Not  so  sure  as  GRASVILLE  is  about  impossibility  of  Fourth  Party 
in  Lords,"  said  RABDOLPH.  "Must  have  some  talk,  with  PETER- 
BOROUGH, and  see  if  he  '11  take  it  up.  Perhaps  couldn't  be  expected 
to  find  in  Lords  equal  of  GORST  for  profound  legal  knowledge 
touched  with  subtle  humour,  of  WOLFF  for  intimate  acquaintance 
with  Foreign  Affairs,  or  for  BALFOUK  for  ways  that  are  childlike  and 
bland.  But  something  might  be  done.  Would  be  an  immense  lift 
for  us  to  have  a  Bishop  playing  our  game  in  the  Lords." 

In  Commons  spent  cheerful  Morning  Sitting  discussing  Scotch 
Agricultural  Holdings  Bill.  In  the  evening  Sunday  Closing  people 
desperately  tried  to  make  a  House.  But  no  use.  Members  who  had  sat 
through  Scotch  debate  all  in  bed,  with  wet  cloths  round  their  heads. 

"  Sunday  Closing  all  very  well,"  says  Mr.  COTES,  "  but  I  'm  not 
sure  that  Tuesday  Closing  isn't  better. 

Tuesday  Closing  Bill  accordingly  brought  in  by  Mr.  WARTON, 
Standing  Orders  suspended,  passed  through  all  its  stages,  and  at  ten 
minutes  past  nine  all  lights  out.  Busintn  done.—  Scotch  Agricul- 
tural Holdings  Bill  read  a  Second  Time. 

nrednetday.— Another  case  of  gross  injustice  to  Ireland.  By 
judicious  balloting,  day  had  been  secured  for  Second  Reading  of 
Irish  Municipal  Elections  Bill.  Then  comes  Chairman  of  Commit- 
tees with  some  inconsiderable  proposal  about  British  Railways,  and 


appropriates  Sitting.  Irish  Members  aghast  with  indignation  at 
this  obstruction.  Captain  MoLLor-Auor  hit  upon  happy  thought. 
Move  the  Adjournment  at  half-past  five.  Then  be  too  late  to  take 
division  on  OTWAI'S  proposals. 

"  If  they  won't  let  us  get  on,"  said  the  gallant  Captain,  "  they 
shall  do  nothing." 

Pointed  out  to  him  that  this  excellent  plan  had- disadvantages.  If 
House  didn't  divide  now,  question  come  on  again  on  another  Wed- 
nesday, and  Iruh  Members  finally  bowled  out.  So  MOLLOT- AHOT 
did  not  press  Motion,  and  OTWAT  carried  his  Resolution. 

Further  grievance  behind  this.  CAISF  had  second  place  for 
Biggar  Relief  Bill,  which  newspapers  stiffly  call  Bill  to  Repeal 
Breach  of  Promise  of  Marriage  Act.  It  was  too  late  to  be  useful  to 
JOSEPH  GILLIS.  But  J.  G.  has  a  heart  that  feels  for  others,  and  had 
determined  to  second  the  Motion  for  Second  Reading.  Bill  not 
reached.  CAINK  and  DICK  POWER  going  about  Lobby  gloomily, 
charged  with  jokes  intended  to  make  on  moving  and  opposing  Bill. 
"  I  'fl  work  mine  off  on  the  Criminal  Code  Procedure  Bill  when  it 
comes  down,"  says  < 'UNK. 

"  I  '11  work  mine  off  on  Army  Estimates,"  says  DICK  POWER. 
"  Question  of  breechloaders,  yon  Know,  and  work  it  round  to  Breach 
of  Promiie.  A  little  difficult,  but  if  Chairman  objects,  can  argue 
the  matter.  That  will  eet  in  a  bit  more  of  the  speech,  and  can  finish 
it  on  Motion  to  Report  Progress." 

Sutinett  done.— Repealed  prohibition  against  paying  interest  on 
Railway  Lines  in  course  of  construction. 

Thunday. — TIM  HKALT  back  with  us  again  after  fresh  experiences 
of  prison  life.  Hair  more  than  ever  like  severely  twisted  mop. 

Do  they— er — crop  your  hair,  doncha  ?  "  murmured  Mr.  CHRIS- 
TOPHER STKES,  regarding  Tnc  with  air  of  profound,  yet  nervous 
curiosity,  as  if  he  were  animal  newly  imported  for  the  Aquarium, 
with  no  guarantee  that  he  wouldn't  bite. 

"  No,'r  says  TIM.  "  Fact  is  always  keep  it  like  that  ready  for 
emergencies.  N'eyer  know  when  you  're  going  in,  and  hardly  ever 
when  you  're  coming  out.  If  I  let  my  hair  grow  in  ordinary  way. 
people  would  notice  when  I  came  out.  But  keeping  it  cropped 
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pretty  close  you  see,  always  look  as  if  I 'd  just  come  out,  and  as  thai 
can't  be,  people  thrown  oif  scent.  All  very  well  for  English  Member 
to  let  his  hair  grow.  For  unhappy  Ireland  the  close  crop  is  our  only 
resource." 

"  Very  interesting.  Very  interesting,  indeed,"  says  Mr.  SJKKS, 
re-fiiing  his  eye-glass,  and  vainly  endeavouring  to  edge  round  TIM 
so  as  to  get  back  view. 

TIM  tells  me  he 's  busy  founding  new  order  of  merit  in  Ireland. 
Only  persons  who  have  been  in  prison  are  eligible  for  election. 
Members  of  Parliament  to  be  Knights  of  the  Order,  Members  of 
which  qualified  to  write  B.I. P.,  and  to  be  so  addressed.  Those  who 
have  been  in  prison  more  than  once  will  be  B.I. P.P. 

Affecting  scene  at  Question  Time.  Somebody  been  saying  that 
Lord  ROSEBERY  retired  from  Home  Office  because  he  couldn't  get  on 
with  Grandiose  Old  Man.  HARCOUHT  almost  affected  to  tears. 
"  Not  only  were  we  on  terms  of  [political  friendship,"  says  he,  "  but 
we  loved  each  other  as  brothers."  By  mighty  effort  controlled  him- 
self ;  but  there  were  sobs  in  various  parts  of  the  House.  JOSEPH 
GILLIS  ostentatiously  wiped  his  eyes  with  a  white  pocket-handker- 
chief borrowed  for  the  purpose  from  Mr.  SHEIL. 

Business  done. — Got  into  Committee  on  the  Corrupt  Practices  Bill. 

Friday.— Ran  down  to  Ascot  this  afternoon.  Long  chat  with 
Prince  of  WALES,  who  regrets  duty  calls  him  down  to  Ascot  when 
he  would  so  much  rather  be  in  House  of  Lords,  listening  to  Lord 

SrHATHEDEN  AND  CAMPBELL. 

"  Shall  be  there  on  Monday,  TOBY,  yon  bet,"  says  H.R.H. 
"  Mean  to  vote  for  Marriage  with  Deceased  Wife's  Sister— ELLEN, 
MARY,  or  whatever  she  be.  We  are  winning  slowly,  but  surely." 

Observe  delicacy  of  H.R.H.'s  speech.  Avoids  vulgarity  and 
absurdity  of  referring  to  "  Sister  Bill." 

House  alternating  between  fits  of  liveliness  and  long  stretches  of 
dulness.  Bill  come  in  on  account  of  glorious  victory  in  Egypt. 
Wrangling  over  it  all  morning.  At  night  tried  again  to  get  it  settled. 
Opposition  went  off  on  fresh  tack.  No  business  done.  Might  as 
well  have  stopped  at  Ascot,  and  better,  too. 


CRICKET    PROSPECTS. 

(From  Dumb-Crambo  Junior's  Point  of  Vi"w.) 


Hill)  lip«   '  i      ;  ill '"III1 
Marrow-bone  Club. 


A  Domestic  Fixture. 


Trial  Matches. 


Batter  and  Bawl. 


Telegram. 

"  Big  John,"  Chief  of  the  Red  Skin  La  Crone  Players,  to 
father  Big  John,  of  Birmingham. — "  Let  us  smoke  the  pipe  of 
Peace." 

J.  B.  to  B.  J.—"  Friend,  dost  thou  mean  this  as  a  puff  P  " 


THE  PLAYBILL  OF  THE  FUTURE. 


THEATRE  ROYAL,  PARK  LANE. 

(Sole  Lessees  and  lfan%gers—a  Select  Committee  of  the  Souse  of  Peers.) 

This  Evening,  at  a  quarter  to  Eleven,  d  peu  pres,  Her  Majesty's 
Friends  will  perform  Mr.  MADDISON  MORTON'S  celebrated  Farce  of 

BOX  AND  COX. 


Box  (his  original  character) .        . 
Cox  (his  original  character)  .        . 

Mrs.  Bouncer  (her  first  appearance) 


.    The  Marquis  of  SALISBURY. 

.    Earl  GRANVILLE. 

I  The     Duchess     of     NEW- 

'  (        MARKET. 


After  which,  at  about  half-past  One  (cold  supper  being  served  at 
Midnight  precisely),  SHAKSPEARE'S  Tragedy  of 

MACBETH, 
With  the  following  powerful  aud  exceptional  Cast  :  — 

By  Jcind  and  special  constitutional  j  His  MAJESTY  THE 
Duncan    .  <,     authorisation  of  the  Folksthing,  /•     KING     OF    THE 
on  this  occasion  only    .        .        .  }      NETHERLANDS. 

S  The  Duke  of   RICHMOND  AND  GORDON. 
•  1  The  Master  of  the  Horse. 
.    H.R  H.  the  Duke  of  CAMBRIDGE. 

The  SPEAKER  of  the  House  of  Commons. 


Malcolm  . 
Donalhain 
Macbeth 
Banquo 


j,;.  c    . 
hts  B<HU 


Banquo's  Gho.t  \  *£%&?%£  \  Baron  MILESTONE. 


if    j  a 


\  By  kind  permission  of 
)     his  Government 


His  Excellency  the  Austrian 

Ambassador. 
Lord  RANDOLPH  CHURCHILL. 


Fleance  (Son  of  Banquo)      . 
Lennox         .  "\ 

*rSSi  -,°z      '  (  By  the   living  Representatives  of    their  respective 
Menteith      .  V     Famaies. 
Angus  .        .  I 
Caithness     . ) 

{By  special  Dispensa-  )  His  Eminence  the  Car- 
tion  of  His  Holiness  >     dinal   Archbishop  of 
the  Pope        .        .  )      WESTMINSTER. 
Wounded  Soldier         .        .        .    Lord  WOLSELEY. 
Lady  Macbeth     ....    The  Duchess  of  PABKMINSTER. 
Lady  Macduff  .  Her  Serene  Highnessthe  Princess  VON  STOLTSBERG. 
A  Gentlewoman  (by  desire)  Her  Majesty  the  Queen  of  MADAGASCAR. 
Hecate          ....    The  Dowager  Duchess  of  WORCESTER. 
First  Witch         .        .        .    The  LORD  CHANCELLOR. 
Second  Witch       .        .        .     The  Hereditary  Earl  Marshal. 
Third  Witch        .        .        .    The  First  Lord  of  the  ADMIRALTY. 

By  special  fiat  of  both  \  His  Grace  the  Archbishop 
Houses  of  Convocation  \     of  CANTERBURY. 

AND  THE 

By  distinguished  Members  of  the  Privy 
Council. 


Armed  Head 


Apparition  Kings 


MY    KATE. 
(AFTER  BUOWNINO.) 

(On  Miss  Kate  Vaughan's  quitting  the  Gaiety  Company  in  order  to  come 
out  in  a  New  and  Serious  Line  ) 

HER  air  has  a  meaning,  her  movements  a  grace, 
You  turn  from  the  fairest  to  gaze  at  her  face  ; 
And  when  you  have  once  seen  her  dance,  'tis  a  treat 
That  you  may  encore,  but  which  she  won't  repeat— 

My  KATE  ! 

Renouncing  burlesque,  she 's  about  to  enact 

The  fair  Amy  Rubsart — I  hope  'twill  attract. 

And  when  thou  art  gone,  who  will  here  take  your  part, 

While  you  're  starring  the  country  as  Amy  liobsart, 

My  KATE  ? 

We  praise  you  as  charming,  and  ask  if  you  mean 
To  give  up  burlesque  and  play  Tragedy  Queen  ? 
The  Mashers  will  cry,  o'er  this  doleful  event, 
"  The  charm  of  her  presence  was  felt  when  she  went !  "— 

Our  KATE  ! 


AFTEH  a  Champagne-Cup  Day  at  Ascot,  it  was  decided  that  the 
Seath  as  a  rendezvous  should  in  future  be  known  as  "  the  Tristan 
Jace?"  

"  BRIGHT  Chandelier  proclaims  the  dawn,"  said  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM, 
when  she  heard  a  cock  crowing  in  the  back  garden,  as  it  was 
getting  towards  the  small  hours,  after  her  evening  party. 


TO  COKHESPONDtlUS.— In  no  case  can  Contribnti»na,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,   be  returned,   tmleit  accompanied 
k7  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envtlooe  or  Cover.       Couies  of  MS.  should  be  kept  by  the  Sender! 
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THE      'TERRITORIAL    SYSTEM!" 

OR,  NOTHING  LIKE  ACCURACY. 

Officer  (at  Head-quarters).  "AND  WHO  MAY  YOU  BBt" 

Seeru.it.   "  PLEASE,   SIR,   I  'M  THE  SEVBNTH   BATTALION   PRINCB   CONSORT'S 
OWN  RIFLE  BRIOADB,  BBTTBR  KNOWN  AS  THB  FUST  TOWBR  '  AM  LETS  MILISHY  !  " 


I  PURITANI. 

Grand  Unpopular  Opera — once  more  in  active  Rehearsal. 

ARGUMENT. — VBBNON-ARCOURT,  an  amiable  political  philanthropist,  bavin;  in  an 
unguarded  moment  been  induced  by  the  Puritani,  a  dyspeptic  but  powerful  band  of  «oci»l 
conspirators,  to  make  Sunday  as  uncomfortable  as  possible,  has  suddenly,  by  a  subtle  and 
arbitrary  Act,  deprived  the  populace  for  twenty-four  hours  of  its  beer.  Growing  thirsty 
as  the  summer  advances,  and  maddened  by  this  and  other  pieces  of  grandmotherly  legisla- 
tion, it  at  length  rises  in  rebellion  against  the  restrictions  with  which  its  tastes  and 
appetites  have  been  hampered,  and  seeking  aid  of  the  Cauctu,  by  a  terrible  retaliation 
obliges  YERNON-AHCOURT  and  his  order  quite  unexpectedly  to  restore  to  it  many  of  its 
cherished  enjoyments,  and  among  others,  amidst  indescribable  enthusiasm,  its  ancient 
and  valued  privilege  of  occasionally  getting  drunk  on  some  one  else's  premises. 

CHARACTERS. 

VERNON-AKCOTJUT  (surnamed  "  IL  PACIFICO").    WILFRIDO  (a  Jester— creature 
of  I  PURITANI).    GUOLIELMO  Di  WHITF-CHAPEL  (known  at  the  "  Thirsty 
One  ").    IL  AWISATORE  MATTUTINO  (a  Daily  Spirit). 
Chorus  of  Puritani,  Licensed  Victualler!,  Philanthropists,  Costermongers, 

Archdeacons,  Total  Abstainers,  Sweeps,  Sabbatarians,  \e. 

The  Scene  repretents  a  Secret  Official  Chamber  in  the  recesses  of  the  Palace  of 
the  Home  Office.  As  the  Curtain  rises,  VERNON-ABCOTJRT,  surrounded  by 
WILFRIDO  and  the  Chiefs  of  the  Paritani,  and  standing  up  to  his  knees  in 
Petitions  from  Sunday  School  Children  with  which  they  have  presented 
him,  is  discovered  listening  attentively  to  the  following  subterranean  chorus. 

CHORUS. 


HAIL  !  0,  social  legislation 

Brought    once    more    to    bear    on 

Sunday ! 
Eighteen-nineteenths  of  the  Nation, 

Seeking  rest  and  recreation, 
Find  it  but  on  this — their  one  day ! 

Yet,  we  own,  that  we  would  tamper 
Further  with  such  joys  as  wait  them, 

And,  with  best  intentions,  hamper, 


Gall,  provoke,— exasperate  them. 
Art  and  Science  might  have  shocked 

them, 
So  we  fixed  the  Sunday  shutter, 

Barred  the  door,  and  kindlylocked  them 
Out — to  contemplate  the  gutter. 
Yet  1  0,  Heav'n !  though  they  've  the 

street, 
Still  they  seek  some  fresh  retreat  I 


Vernon-Arcourt  (thoughtfully)^ 

'Ti»  strange,  perhaps,  —yet  not  surprising. 
The  gutter  is  a  dreary  place  1 

(  Con  molto  animo.) 
I  somewhat  doubt  what  they  're  advising  : — 

Ha!  hark  again  !  I  lie  listens. 

Chorui —  In  ARCOUBT'S  face 

We  read  a  wondrous  penetration 
To  value  truly  recreation  ! 
The  sons  of  toil  to  further  cheer, 
Inspire  him,  Heaven,  to  stop  their  beer ! 
V.-A.  (recit.)  These  remarks  of  a  nature  complimentary, 
Are,  without  doubt,  to  the  Pacific  One, 
Extraordinarily  agreeable. 
But  to  speak,  from  the  experience, 
That  is  purely  personal. 
Of  a  Sunday  made  horrible 
By  the  absence  of  modest  refreshment, 
Is.  to  the  unutterable  delight. 
Of  the  joyous  child  of  the  Reform  Club 
At  present— and,  with  rapture  unbounded, 
I  dwell  on  the  circumstance, 
A'physical  impossibility. 
[Iff.  is  about  to  depart  quietly,  when  WILFRIDO  and  the 

Leaders  of  the  Puritani  bar  his  further  progress. 
Wilfrido  and  the  Puritani  (advancing  on  him) — 
Nay !  you  must  back  the  Bill  at  sight  I 
Vernon-Arcourt  (confuoco).  I  'm  only  anxious  to  do  right. 
Chorus.  What's  right  for  you— for  them  is  wrong  I 
Vernon-Arcourt  (maestoso).  I  '11  think  that  out. 
Puritani(  falling  back).  A  song  !    Asong!_ 
Vernon-Arcourt.  I  have  done  showy  work  in  my  time, 

My  views  are  expansive  and  large, 
And  I  shouldn't  like  now,  in  my  prime, 

To  face  an  unpopular  charge. 
Yet  my  friends,  who  entangle  me  here. 

Should,  I  feel,  by  concession  be  bought : 
They  would  mulct  the  poor  man  of  his  beer  ; 

Well— I  'm  still  doubting  whether  they  ought. 
For  I  cannot  quite  see  why  a  measure  so  strong 
Should  in  one  ease  be  right,  in  another  be  wrong  I 
Puritani  (in  triumph) — 
The  great  VERNOW-ARCOURT  is  getting  along ! 
He 's  now  muddled  up  'twixt  what 's  right  and  what  '• 

wrong? 
Vernon-Arcourt.  I  'm  compelled  to  look  out  how  I  tread, 

A  stray  vote  to  pick  up  here  and  there  ; 
As  this  Bill  has  been  flung  at  my  head, 

P'raps  a  trial  to  give  it  were  fair  P 
So  I  '11  prove  to  the  classes  I  snub 

That  they  're  saved  from  a  beer-drinking  shoal. 
And  that  Sunday  and  wine  at  a  Club 

Are  things  that  their  betters  control. 
I  think,  on  the  whole,  that  that  argument 's  strong, 
"What  for  me  may  be  right,— well,  for  them  may  be 

wrong  1" 
Puritani — 

He  thinks,  on  the  whole,  that  that  argument 's  strong  ; 
And  he  '11  probably  find  that  it  is  before  long ! 
[WILFRIDO  and  the  Puritani  prepare  for  a  wild  pat  de 
satisfaction,  and  VERNOS-ARCOCRT  it  about  to  watch 
their  gambols,  when  the  wall  splits  asunder  and  dis- 
closes GUGLIELMO  DI  WHTTECHAPSL,    surrounded  by 
myrmidons    of_    the    Advanced    Party,    convening    a 
Monster  Meeting  for  the  discussion   of  the  Club  and 
Private  Cellar  Sunday  Closing  Scheme. 
Guglielmo  di  Whitechapel  (con  delicatetza) . 

You  West-End  blokes  who  thinks  yer  can 
Play  nine-pins  with  the  Working  Man— 
We  '11  show  yer  it 's  a  game  for  two— 
We  '11  cut  you  off  your  liquor  1 
Wilfrido  (with  a  gesture  of  ecstasy).  Do! 
Chorus  (approvingly).  Hail !  0,  social  legislation, 
Prompting  rest  and  recreation  ! 
Thus,  midst  unexpected  smiles, 
Pall  Mall  mates  with  Seven  Dials  ! 

[VERNON-ARCOURT  trys  to  escape  from  the  situation,  and 
is  about  to  turn  when  the  Spirit  of  the  Licensed  Vic- 
tualling Interest,  IL  AVTISATORK  MATTCTINO,  appears 
hovering  in  the  air,  holding  out  a  draft  of  the  newest 
Prohibitive  Measure  in  vindictive  triumph. 
Vertton-Arcourt  (shuddering).  Oh,  Good  gracious !  Oh, 

Horror ! 

[He  falls  into  the  arms  of  an  I'nder- Secretary,  and  nil 
cower  as  the  Curtain  descends. 
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THE    NEW    CRAZE. 

Manager  of  the  Parthenon.  "AND  WHAT  EXPERIENCE  HAVE  YOU  HAD,  MY 
LORD?" 

Young  Viscount  Saltimbank.  "OH— I  PLATED  Roxso,  AT  THE  JOLLITY,  LAST 
THURSDAY  MOKNINQ.  I  WAS  CALLED  BEFORE  7 HE  CURTAIN  SEVEN  TIMES!" 

Manager.  "EXACTLY.  THEN  I  THINK  YOUR  LORDSHIP  MAY  STUDY  THE  FIRST 
SERVANT  IN  OUR  NEXT  PJECK.  HE  COMES  IN  is  THE  LAST  ACT,  YOU  KNOW, 
AND  BAYS  '  DINNER  's  READY  ! ' " 


LAYS  OF  A  LAZY  MINSTiiKL. 

A  11ARLOW  MADRIGAL. 

OH,  Bisham  banks  are  fresh  and  fair, 

And  (iuarry  Woods  are  green, 
And  pure  and  sparkling  is  the  air, 

Enchanting  is  the  senne  ! 
I  love  the  music  of  the  weir, 

As  swift  the  stream  runs  down, 
For,  oh,  the  water 's  deep  and  clear 

That  flows  by  Marlow  Town  ! 

"When  London's  getting  hot  and  dry, 

And  half  the  Season  's  done, 
To  Marlow  you  should  quickly  fly, 

And  bask  there  in  the  sun. 
There  pleasant  quarters  you  may  find  — 

The  "Angler*'  or  the  "  Crowu  " 
Will  suit  you  well,  if  you  're  inclined 

To  stay  in  Marlow  Town. 

I  paddle  down  to  Harleyford, 

And  sometimes  I  incline 
To  cushions  take  with  lunch  aboard, 

And  play  with  rod  and  line. 
For  in  a  punt  I  love  to  laze, 

And  let  my  face  get  brown  ; 
And  dream  away  the  sunny  days 

By  dear  old  Marlow  Town ! 

I  go  to  luncheon  at  the  Lawn, 

1  muse,  I  sketch,  I  rhyme  ; 
I  headers  take  at  early  dawn, 

I  list  to  All  Saints'  chime. 
And  in  the  River,  flashing  bright, 

Dull  Care  I  strive  to  drown  — 
And  get  a  famous  appetite 

At  pleasant  Marlow  Town ! 

So  when,  no  longer,  London  life 

You  feel  you  can  endure  : 
Just  quit  its  noise,  its  whirl,  its  strife, 

And  try  the  "  Marlow-cure  "  L 
You  '11  smooth  each  wrinkle  on  your  brow 

And  scare  away  each  frown — 
Feel  young  again  once  more,  I  vow, 

At  quaint  old  Marlow  Town ! 

Here  SHELLEY  dreamed  and  thought  and  wrote, 

And  wandered  o'er  the  leas ; 
And  sang  and  drifted  in  his  boat 

Beneath  the  Bisham  trees. 
So  let  me  sing,  although  I  'm  no 

Great  poet  of  renown — 
Of  hours  that  much  too  quickly  go, 

At  good  old  Marlow  Town  I 


THE  ADJUTANT'S  HOSS  AGAIN  ! 

A  SHOBT  time  since  quite  a  passage  of  arms  took  place  in  the 
House  of  Commons  because  the  Commanding  Officer  of  a  Militia 
Regiment  had  sanctioned  the  drawing  of  some  money  in  payment  for 
the  phantom  forage  of  an  imaginary  charger.  It  was  advanced  that, 
although  this  particular  or  rather  not  very  particular  Adjutant  did 
not  usually  possess  a  horse,  he  produced  one  once,  on  a  special  occa- 
sion, for  his  Colonel's  inspection.  It  may  be  said  generally  that 
the  typical  Adjutant's  horse  has  puzzled  thousands.  So,  as  par- 
ticulars about  this  mysterious  beast  have  been  for  many  years  more 
than  vague,  it  would  be  as  well  in  future  that  some  form  containing 
queetions  requiring  answers  should  be  filled  up  by  the  parties 
interested,  before  dealings  with  public  money  received  Government 
sanction.  The  following  will  serve  as  a  guide  to  the  mode  of 
furnishing  the  required  document : — 

FORAGE  FOK  ADJUTANTS'  HORSES  (MILITIA). 
(To  be  filled  up,  and  returned  to  tlie   War  Office.) 

Question.  Do  you  hire  your  horse  for  the  training  ?  If  so,  state 
what  are  hia  occupations  during  the  non-training  period. 

Answer.  I  do  hire  my  horse  for  the  training.  I  believe  his  occu- 
pations during  the  non-training  period  are  drawing  a  night  cab, 
helping  in  fourth-class  funerals,  and  making  himself  generally 
useful  at  a  bathing  establishment  on  the  Margate  sands. 

Q.  Is  your  horse  perfectly  sound  ?  Do  you  known  of  any  ailment 
from  which  he  suffers,  or  has  suffered  ? 

A.  My  horse  is  not  perfectly  sound.  He  is  a  little  touched  in  the 
wind,  is  stone-blind,  and  quite  deaf.  1  believe  that  the  knees  of  all 
his  legs  have  been  broken  on  various  occasions,  and  that  he  con- 


stantly suffers  from  embarrassing  attacks  of  glanders,  meagrims, 
and  aggravated  staggers. 

Q.  Has  your  horse  had  any  military  training  ? 
A.  Yes,  at  Astley's  five-and-twenty  years  ago,  when  he  was 
employed  as  "  an  extra  "—his  duty  was  to  pretend  to  be  dead  in  a 
corner — in  the  Spectacular  Drama  of  The  Battle  of  the  Alma. 
Q.  Do  you  propose  retaining  your  horse  for  the  next  training  ? 
A.  No  ;  as  1  understand  that  he  has  been  purchased  by  a  purveyor 
of  cats'-meat  (the  sale  to  take  effect  the  day  after  the  regimental 
training,  by  agreement  with  the  representatives  of  the  Society  for 
the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animals),  I  shall  have  to  discover  his 
successor. 

(Signed)  ADOLPHUS  OLDBOY  DUFFER, 

Captain  anil  Adjutant  Vilh  Battalion  The 

Town  and  Country  Regiment. 
(Countersigned)       MONTMOHENCY  SNOOKS, 

Lieut,- Colonel,  Officer  Commanding. 


SOMEBODY  asked  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM  if  she  had  heard  Mile.  MENTER. 
"Oh!  I  suppose,"  said  Mrs.  RAM.,  ready  to  show  her  thorough 
acquaintance  with  classic  literature — "I  suppose  you  mean  a  daughter 
of  the  Old  Menter  one  heard  so  much  about  at  school  that  we  need 
to  speak  of  him  as  Tor-menter  ;— you  recollect,  don't  you '?  He  was 
a  sort  of  tutor  and  travelling  companion  to  Young  Telephone." 


HABD-WORKINO  MEMBERS  OP  "  THE  COACHING  CLUB."— Mr. 
WHEN,  Mr.  SCOONES,  and  other  Coaches  for  the  I.C.S.  competitive 
examinations. 
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OF    WHAT    IS    THE    OLD    MAN    THINKING?" 
Punch.  "  THAT  'a  WHAT  Ton  'Rt  THINKING  OF."  Gladstone.  "  PRECISELY.     WOKDMFITL  ! !  " 


OF  what  is  the  Old  Man  thinking 

As  he  sits  on  the  Treasury  Bench, 
From  the  worrying  wasp-swarm  shrinking  ? 

His  battle-fire  nought  may  quench, 
But  the  brows  of  the  Old  Man  knit, 

As  he  looks  on  the  vulgar  fray, 
And  he  dreams  of  the  grace  ana  wit 

Of  an  older,  manlier  day. 
Now  bunkum  is  loud,  unblinking, 

Now  impudence  doth  not  blench  ! 
Oh !  of  what  is  the  Old  Man  thinking 

As  he  sits  on  the  Treasury  Bench  ? 


'Tis  not  of  his  strength  declining, 

"Tis  not  of  young  RASDY'S  jeer  ; 
'Tis  not  of  the  hour  of  dining, 

Or  LAWSON  on  battles  and  beer. 
No  spell  these  squabbles  will  stay. 

And  the  Old  Man's  eyes  grow  dim, 
For  he  thinks  of  his  Bill-blocked  way, 

And  the  hours  that  are  lost  to  him. 
Krom  the  scene  before  him  shrinking, 

He  sighs,  and  his  stern  jaws  clench. 
Of  the  Session  '»  waste  he  is  thinking, 

As  he  sits  on  the  Treasury  Bench. 


MB.  J.  L.  TOOLU  says  he  is  a  great  Thought-Reader."  One  con- 
dition only  is  necessary,  and  that  is  he  must  have  a  hand  from  some 
sympathetic  person.  "  Give  me  your  hands,"  he  says  to  his  audience, 
"and  I  '11  tell  you  what  you  're  thinking:  about."  After  one  hearty 
round,  he  can  be  perfectly  certain.  Should  it  ever  happen  that  he 


doesn't  get  a  hand,  he  says  he  can  equally  well  tell  them  what 
they're  thinking  about.  Mr.  AKSOJT  ought  to  try  this  before  he 
attempts  another  oration  to  the  Public. 


FASHIONABLE  "AT  HOJTR."— Charity. 
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METROPOLITAN    PRIZE    PUZZLES.      No.  3. 

Is  KAIL  HAMILTON  PLACE,  PICCADILLY.    fuzzlc  (the  same  as  in  the  previous  one  on  the  other  side  of  tlie,  Park] — To  FJND  THE  POLICEMAN. 


OUR  OFPISHIAL  GUIDE. 

PAET  V.— VBKT  KTJCH:  ABROAD. 

HAVING  now  exhausted  England  and  the  Colonies,  we  turn  our 
attention  to  foreign  affairs.  Many  of  our  neighbours  seem  to  have 
had  the  greatest  possible  difficulty  in  getting  anything  of  a  piscatorial 
character  for  exhibition.  Under  these  cir- 
cumstances, they  have  done  their  best,  with 
much  bunting  and  gilding,  to  hide  the 
nakedness  of  the  land,  or  rather  the  sea. 
F'ollowing  the  plan  we  have  hitherto  pur- 
sued, we  run  through  the  Courts,  bestowing 
a  few  notes  upon  each. 

Austro-IIungary. — A  magnificent  dis- 
play of  heraldry  and  flags  surrounding  a 
shelf,  upon  which  are  placed  half-a-dozen 
small  bottles  containing  the  sole  Austro- 
Hungarian  exhibits — some  specimens  of 
the  ocean  parasite,  or  sea-flea  f 

France. — Most  disappointing.  A  few 
I '.  boxes  of  sardines  and  some  old  oyster-shells. 
I  For  so  large  a  country,  a  perfectly  miser- 
jfable  display.  However,  the  collection  is 
rendered  interesting  by*two  remarkable  exhibits  :  the  first,  a  "  pro- 
visional map  of  the  world,"  subject,  of  course,  to  the  Author's 
subsequent  alterations;  and  the  last,  "tiles  furnished  with  oyster- 
spat  of  different  sizes,  dead,  but  can  be  had  alive  if  required." 
GUESS!  is  the  name  of  the  oyster  revivifier.  With  so  marvellous  a 
gift  he  ought  to  be  promptly  engaged  for  the  "  variety  entertain- 
ment "  at  the  Royal  Westminster  Aquarium. 

United  States  of  America. — A  very  respectable  display,  in  which, 
however,  the  commercial  element  is  in  noways  neglected.  For 
instance,  Mr.  CHABLES  ALDEN,  of  Randolph,  Massachusetts,  sends  an 
"  exhibit  of  goods  prepared  by  the  Alden  evaporating  process." 
Again,  Mr.  LORD  sends  an  "improved  ice-crusher."  Of  course,  no 
Fishery  Exhibition  could  have  been  complete  without  these  articles. 
The  hall  in  which  they  are  laid  out  is  profusely  decorated  with  the 
Regimental  Flags  of  the  American  Army,  and  here  and  there  a 


Eels  over  End. 


"  portrait  model,"  in  wax,  of  a  fisherman  in  full  costume.  The  latter 
exhibits  suggest  the  idea  that  tailor's  dummies  are  as  much  used  in 
the  States  as  in  London.  Altogether,  the  collection  reminds  one  of 
the  varied  fortune  of  the  ocean,  inasmuch  as  the  Directors  have  given 
the  main  chance  their  most  earnest  and  undivided  attention. 

Belgium. — The  usual  jumble  of  fiags,  maps,  nets,  and  fishing-rods. 
The  strangest  exhibit  is  sent  by  the  Messrs.  FLOBENVILLE  of  Liege. 
It  is  described  in  the  Official  Catalogue  as  a  "  Certificate  suitable  tor 
Corporations  and  Public  Bodies  in  water-marked  paper,  to  be  repro- 
duced on  stone."  No  doubt  the  "water-marked  paper"  rendered 
it  sufficiently  nautical  to  find  a  resting-place  in  South  Kensington. 

China. — Really  worth  seeing,  well  arranged,  and  artistically  deco- 
rated. The  chief  attraction  is  to  be  found  in  the  grounds  rather 
than  in  the  building,  in  the  shape  of  an  aged  Chinaman  in  huge 
spectacles.  This  remarkable  personage  generally  walks  about  fol- 
lowed by  a  large  and  critical  throng  who  examine  carefully  his 
every  gesture.  On  Wednesday  last  (a  half-crown  day)  a  numerous 
crowd  assembled  near  the  Chinese  pagoda,  and  it  was  at  first  supposed 
that  the  spot  had  been  the  scene  of  some  dreadful  accident.  When  it 
transpired  that  the  gathering  were  collected  together  to  watch  the  old 
Chinaman  while  he  smoked  a  pipe,  the  crowd  grew  infinitely  larger. 

Germany  and  Greece. — These  two  nations  may  be  taken  together, 
as,  combined,  their  list  of  exhibits  is  a  very  poor  one.  The  principal 
object  of  interest  contributed  by  Germany  is  a  bundle  of  whalebone, 
while  the  kingdom  of  the  Hellenes  is  chiefly  represented  by  some 
"  lobster-tails  from  the  Island  of  Scopelos." 

Japan. — Extremely  interesting,  and  the  Court  nearly  as  well  ar- 
ranged as  that  of  the  Chinese  Department.  On  examining  the  Official 
Catalogue,  however,  it  will  be  found  that  in  spite  of  the  brave  array, 
the  "  leading  articles  "  of  the  collection  are  a  tinned  oyster,  a  stuffed 
crab,  and  some  cod-liver  oil.  The  Japanese  salesman  in  attendance, 
who  is  intensely  European  and  businesslike,  merits— but  does  not 
obtain— as  much  observation  as  the  Chinese  smoker. 

Netherlands. — More  nets,  and  tinned  fishes.  The  Dutch  seem  to  have 
devoted  most  of  their  time  to  curing  herrings  and  catching  salmon. 

Norway  and  Sweden. — Remarkable  for  several  fine  sardine  trophies. 
As  these  pyramids  of  saleable  articles  may  look  too  tempting  to  a 
casual  visitor  with  a  turn  for  petty  larceny,  the  Authorities  have 
secured  their  safety  by  covering  them  over  with  fishing-nets. 
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Spain.—  A  well-arranged  Court.  Seemingly,  the  National  Naval 
Museum  has  b«en  dispatched  bodily  from  the  Peninsula  to  South 
Kensington.  The  exhibits  come  exclusively  from  this  collection, 
which  includes  "  six  pieces  of  cork"  and  "  two  bolsters." 

Itiitiia.  —  Ignored  by  the  Official  Guide,  but,  for  all  that,  meri- 
torious. The  usual  "  pleasant  little  gathering  "  of  nets,  preserved- 
tiah  tins,  and  implements  of  piscatorial  torture. 

The  Foreign  Fish-Market.  —  Quite  as  disappointing  as  the  British 
ditto.  The  "Market,"  which  is  held  in  a  small  room,  contains  a 
few  specimens  of  richly-scented  dried  fish  and  some  sardine-cases. 
Motto  to  be  placed  over  the  door:  "  A  rose  would  swell  as  sweet  — 
and  sweeter  !  * 

So  much  for  the  Foreigners,  who  certainly  cannot  compare  with 
our  British  exhibitors.  The  Courts  are  rendered  more  attractive 
than  they  would  be  au  natvrel  by  the  introduction  of  a  very  choice 
collection  of  church  organs.  It  is  not  easy,  however,  to  see  what 
these  instruments  have  to  do  with  Pisciculture,  the  more  especially 
as  the  talented  individuals  who  at  intervals  perform  upon  them  are 
far  too  advanced  to  have  anything  to  do  with  scales. 

Raving  now  visited  the  chief  objects  of  interest  in  South  Kensing- 
ton, Home,  Colonial,  and  Foreign,  a  rapid  run  through  "  the 
Machinery  in  Motion,"  and  a  necessarily  hurried  visit  to  "  the  Six- 
penny Fish  Dinner,"  will  bring  our  "Oflishial  Guide  "  to  a  mechani- 
cal pltu  gastronomic  termination. 

A    "WARHAM    CORNER"    IN    THE    STRAND. 


Little  All  Right  'tin. 


^  Guilt,  at  the  Strand,  intended  for  a  travesty  of  The  Silver 

King,  at  the  Princess's,  is  first-rate  fun  at  the  commencement,  but 
it  becomes  rather  wearisome  when  it 
wanders  into  other  melodramatic  sub- 
jects, such  as  Drink  and  the  Light!  of 
London,  Mr.  KIGHTON  is  more  like  Mr. 
JOHN  CLAYTON  than  Mr.  WILSON  BAK- 
RKTT,  but  Mr.  BHOTJGH'S  imitation  of 
Mr.  GF.OKGE  BARKETT  is  simply  perfect. 
It  is  for  the  most  part  very  smartly 
written,  and,  up  to  a  certain  point,  Mr. 
AV  \u  n  AH  has  done  his  work  capitally. 
The  "  business,"  as  long  as  the  original 
play  is  being  fairly  burlesqued,  is  genu- 
inely funny. 

Miss  I,AI;KA  LINDRN  gives  a  clever 
caricature  of  Miss  KASTLAKK'S  manner- 
isms; but,  occasionally,  her  tone  far 
more  closely  resembles  Miss  ELLEN 
TERRY'S  than  that  of  the  person  she 
is  burlesquing.  The  duet  and  dance 
between  Miss  LINDEN  and  Mr.  RIOHTON 
is  very  neatly  executed,  and  obtains  a 
hearty  encore.  The  songs  and  choruses, 

having  very  little  and  occasionally  nothing  to  do  with  the  piece, 

only  delay  the  action,  and  mystify  the  audience. 
Mr.  HAWTBKY'S  make-up  for  Old  Father  Christmas  is  also  very 

good,  and  the  idea  of  the  Detective,  who  says  nothing,  but  only  comes 

on  to  look  puzzled,  to  scratch 

his  head,  and  to  change  the 

scene  with  a  stroke  of  a  har- 

lequin's wand,  it  should  have 

been    a    prompter's    whistle, 

was  immense  at  first,  but  it 

palled  on  frequent  repetition. 

The  fact   is,   if    Silver    Guilt 

were  cut  down    to  forty-five 

minutes,    instead    of    playing 

over  an  hour  and  a  half,  as  it 

now  does,   and  if   the  action 

and    dialogue    were    strictly 

confined  to  the  travesty  of  The 

Silver  King,  its  success  would 

be   as  lasting   as  that  of   its 

original.        The      mechanical 

changes   of    scene   are   really 

marvels  of  ingenuity,  and  the 

music  is  so  well  selected  that 

it  is  a  pity  there  are  not  better 

voices  to  sing  it,   and  better 

dancers  to  dance   to  it,  —  the 

duet,  already  mentioned,  being 

the  one  bright  exception. 
On  the  first  night  the  Actors 

were  called  before  the  curtain, 


Miss  Laura  Linden  as  Miss  East  lake, — 
a  clever  Actress,  but  not  a  Jenny 
Lind  'un. 


as  also  was  the  Author,  Mr. 

WARHAM,  who  must  have  been 

delighted  with— as  he  would  probably  term  it— the  very  Warham 

reception  accorded  to  him. 


Of  Vict-Veria  we  have  spoken  some  time  ago.  The  Mew*. 
HAWTBEY  are  excellent  in  it,  and  so  is  Miss  LAURA  Lntoxir. 

The  other  Burlesque,  produced  on  the  same  night  at  the  Adelphi, 
and,  aa  part  of  the  joke,  called  "  a  Drama,"  by  Mr.  WILKIB  COLLINS, 
will  probably  have  come  to  an  end  ere  this  appears,  BO  let  us  shed  a 
passing  tear  over  the  unfortunate  Rank  and  Richet,  which  thoroughly 

deserved  all  the  pep- 
pering it  got  from  the 
Critics,  and  the  jeer* 
with  which  the  Public 
received  it  pa  its  first 
representation.  We 
rather  fancy  that  Mr. 
WILZIB  CoLLnrs— 
first-rate,  in  his  own 
peculiar  line,  as  a 
Novelist,  though 
even  there  not  up  to 
the  Frenchman  GABO- 
HIAU  in  plots,— ex - 
;eptmg  always  The  Woman  in 
H hilt,— has  never  been  successful 
as  a  Dramatist,  except  when  he  has 
had  the  assistance  of  some  practical 
Stage-Manager  or  Actor  to  suggest 
what  was  required  for  stage-effect. 
We  may  be  wrong,  but  it  seems  to  us 
that,  left  to  himself,  he  fails,  as 
Poet  WILLS  fails  when  he  is  left  to 
himself;  but,  with  Mr.  IBVINO,  or 
Mr.  HARK  at  his  elbow,  what  better 
acting  plays,  on  the  whole,  have 
we  seen  in  our  time  than  Charlri  the 
Firtt  and  Olivia  f  Mr.  WILKIK 
COLLINS  was  successful  at  the  Prince 
of  Wales's  under  the  direction  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  BANCROFT,  and  with 
Mr.  COODLAN  as  the  repulsive  hero.  Mr.  CHARLES  RKADB  also  will  be 
remembered  by  hig  novels,  not  by  his  plays,  and  we  feel  sure  that 
for  a  Novelist  to  be  a  successful  Dramatist,  he  must  have  the  aid- 
more  or  less— of  some  practical  collaborateur  experienced  in  stage- 
craft.   

A    LILLYPUT    LYRIST. 

Lines  in  a  Newdigate  Calendar. 


Anion  defying  the  Critici. 


TIIKRK  was  a  little  poet 

In  a  little  lyric  way, 
Who  scribbled  most  industriously 

For  very  little  pay. 
He  was  tall,  but  not  good-looking, 

With  a  most  romantic  name, 
And  the  Ladies  dearly  loved  him, 

And  he  took  their  praise  for  fame- 
In  days  gone  by  at  Oxford 

He'd  gained  the  Newdigate, 
And  his  career  was  settled 

From  that  auspicious  date. 
For  Oxford 's  got  the  contract 

To  supply  one  Bard  a  year 
Even  though  divine  afflatus 

May  be  natter  than  their  beer. 

And  he  read  his  little  lyrics, 

As  they  circled  him  about, 
And  they  sighed  and  softly  asked 
him. 

Would  he  kindly  write  them  out. 
And    they    flattered    him    past 
measure, 

Till  this  little  bard  began, 
To  consider  ROBERT  BROWNING 

Was  an  overrated  man. 

An  d  he  trilled  and  twittered  feebly, 

In  a  tiny  tender  treble, 
Though  at  times  the  sense  grew 

vague, 
And  the  rhythm  would   turn 

rebel. 
So  he  scribbled  hour  by  hour, 

And  he  toiled  on  day  by  day, 
Piping    onwards    towards    Par- 
nassus, 
On  his  little  lyric  way. 


But  the  path  is  rough  and  bitter 

To  the  Muses'  high  abode, 
And  such  little  wand'ring  min- 
strels 

Get  few  coppers  on  the  road. 
So  he  left  Parnassus'  Muses 

For  the  muses  of  Mayfair, 
Turned  lecturer  and  grew  to  be 

A  Knight  and  milUonnaire. 

And  he  writes  for  weekly  papers 

Where  his  inspiration  make* 
Verse  a*  mild  a*  MABTIN  Ter- 
m's, 

Or  as  mad  as  BILLT  BLAKB'S. 
And  his  fame  became  so  world- 
wide 

That  fair  LILT  LANOTBT  smiled 
No  more  upon  the  sonnets  of 

His  rival,  OSCAS  WILD*. 

And  ASHBT  STBRRT  sings  no  more 
Of  frills,  and  in  despair 

Poor  OSCAR  WILDE  Has  cut  his 

throat- 
lS"  o  ;  not  his  throat !— his  hair. 

And  our  little  Poet  munches 
His  daintiest  Gallic  gtileau, 

While  his  little  "  Tea-Tray  Trio- 
lets" 
Is  the  last  success  with  <  IIA no. 

Take  warning,  then,  ye  Bardlings, 

By  the  career  of  boys 
Who  think  that  they  are  MILTONS 

If  they  only  make  a  noise. 
It  '*  better  to  be  butchers, 

And  not  to  sing  at  all ; 
But  if  you  must  be  Poets, 

It 's  better  not  to  BALL. 
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TODESON    TO    THE    RESCUE! 

ON  HIS  WAT  NORTH,  WHERE  BE  WAS  GOING  TO  SUPPORT  MR.  BRADLAUQH,  TODWON  SUCCEEDS  IN  PRESSING  HIS  SERVICES  AND 
COMPANY  ON  THE  DilWAOKH  CoDNTBHS  OF  MULLINGAR  (WHO  VAGUELY  RBMKMBR1  S  HAVJNO  BIKN  HIM  SOMKWHEFF.},  AND  HRR  DAUGHTER 
THE  LADY  NOR*.  CBEINA.  THE  NOBLB  COUNTESS,  WHOM  RECENT  J.VENIS  IN  IRELAND  HAVE  SADLY  IMPOVERISHED,  LEARNS  THAT 
TODBSON  HAS  OREAT  JXPEOTATIONS  FROM  HIS  AUNT  IN  MARGATE;  AND  LADY  NoRA.  CREIUA,  WHO  HAS  JUST  BEEN  BASELY  JiLTZD  BY 
YOUNO  OOROIUS  MIDAS  (FOR  wnotE  SAKE  SHE  HAD  JILTUD  POOE  SOPELY,  TBE  PORTRAIT-PAINTER),  THINKS  THAT  EVEN  TODESON 

MIGHT   BE   LICKED   JNTO  SHAPE. 

AT  ALL  EVENTS,  DURING  THE  JODRNKV,  1HK  FASCINATIONS  OF  THISK  TWO  IiADIFS  INDUCE  HIM  TO  GIVE  UP  MB.  BRADLAUGH  FOB 
1BE  PRESENT,  AND  HE  HfCliElLV  RESOLVES  TO  JOIN  TBE  KOMAN  CATHOLIC  CflURl  H,  OF  WHICH  THEY  ARE  DEVOUT  MEMBERS. 


CLEAK  THE  WAY  ! 

Punch,  to  certain  Obitruclice  Old  Person!  .•  — 

STAR  D  aside,  if  you  please !    Very  worthy  old  souls, 

But  indulging  to-day  in  obstruction  vexatious. 
The  world,  struggling  onward  to  common-sense  goals, 

Must  give  hearing  to  counsels  more  cool  and  sagacious. 
A  singular  pair,  in  chance  company  thrown  ; 

Both  hotly  and  blindly  intent  on  imposing 
For  ever  the  shackles  that  Man  has  outgrown, 

Keeping  open  old  wounds  which  sound  sense  would  be  closing. 

Si  and  aside,  if  you  please !    Though  yon  eye  with  chagrin, 

And  with  fussy  affright,  what  you  deem  an  intruder, 
Mere  uninspired  Man's  manufacture  of  sin 

Breeds  a  tyranny  neither  the  Turk  nor  the  Tudor, 
In  f  ssence,  e'er  equalled ;  and  Law  that  would  lay 

On  our  lives  a  whim-bred  artificial  restriction, 
Is  the  law  of  an  ancient  and  bitter-bad  day, 

Built  on  private  caprice,  not  on  common  conviction. 

Why,  MANNING,  turn  back  on  the  sense  of  your  prime  ? 

Why,  BENSON,  turn  face  from  the  dawning  of  daylight  ? 
Why  brand  honest  need  as  unnatural  crime  r 

Why  block  blameless  gleams  that  humanity's  way  light  ? 
These  Bogies  of  Bigotry  weaken  the  guard 

Of  the  Eight's  truer  sentinels  all  would  fain  strengthen. 
Each  vam  prohibition  pure  heart  may  discard 

Forms  a  link  in  the  chain  only  tyrants  would  lengthen. 
Stand  aside,  if  you  please !    Here  Society's  sense 

Than  mere  clerical  cant  speaketh  clearer  and  stronger. 


Kept  back  over-long  by  sophutical  fence, 
Plain  instincts  of  Nature  should  truckle  no  longer 

To  vetoes  non-natural,  working  sore  pain, 
Or  impurity  sore.    Though  your  skirts  you  upscramble 

In  peevish  disgust,  your  resentment  is  vain, 
Vain  anathemas  fervent  and  wild  skimble-skamble. 


"  THOUGHT-HEADING." — It  is  the  simplest  thing  in  the  world. 
Anyone  with  the  command  of  a  shilling  can  acquire  the  power,  and 
outdo  Mr.  IBVINO  BISHOP.  The  latest  edition  of  Sappy  Thoughti, 
illuminated  by  the  glow  of  a  FCRNISS,  may  be  purchased  for  the 
ludicrously  absurd  sum  of  one  shilling,  and  so  any  possessor  of  this 
coin  may  become  at  once  a  Happy-Thought  Reader. 


IN  THE   SEASON. 


"  REST  !  "  cries  the  Business  Man,  mid  toil  and  strife  ; 
"  Rest!  "  mid  her  balls  and  parties,  cries  his  Wife  ; 
But  neither  gains  it  mid  the  whirl  of  life. 


THE  Fish  Exchange  (Blackfriars)  Bill  was  thrown  out  by  the 
Select  Committee  on  Wednesday  last.  What  prospect  could  there 
be  for  any  Bill  at  this  Season,  which,  in  consequence  of  its  locality 
being  Black-fryers,  was  understood  to  exclude  Whitebait  ? 


THB  HALF-HOLIDAY  GUIDE-BOOK.— Advice :  buy  two,  and  make 
it  a  whole  holiday  at  once.    Much  better. 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— JUKB  23,  1883. 


. . 


BY    YOUR   LEAVE! 


Bor  IN  CHAHOK  (LORD  D-LH-S-B).  "  N'OW,  THEN,  OLD  LADIES-OUT  0'  THE  WAY  !  ! 
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GROSVENOR    GALLERY    GEMS. 


No.  66.  Setting  the  Thames  on 
Fire  near  Windsor.  A  Dyna- 
miter in  Boat.  Two  Detectives, 
disguised  as  Swans,  considering 
tin-  I'tl'ectof  the  first  explosion. 
Notice  the  smoke  on  the  water. 
Where  there  '&  smoke  there  'a 
fire.  KeeleyHalswelle,  A. U.S.*. 


No.  30.  "  Got  her  Head  screwed 
on  tha  wrong  way,"  and  Old 
Gentleman  trying  to  alter  it. 
Haynes  Williams. 


No.  65.  "  Shan't  play  any  more," 
or,  a  new  version  of  "The  En- 
raged Musician."  Herr Joachim 
interrupted  in  a  solo,  tries  to  see 
who  the  deuce  is  making  that 
noise  at  the  back  of  the  Shil- 
ling Gallery.  H.  Herkomer, 
A.R.4. 


No.  32.  The  Exhauated  Laughe r, 
after  a  real  side-splitter.  "Thi; 
best  thing  I  ever  heard  in  my 
life." 


No.  165.  "  Good  morrow  to  your 
Nightcap!"  or,  the  Gay  Old 
Doc  Baffled  for  Once.  "Three 
such  pretty  girls,"  said  the  Old 
Boy  to  himself.  "  I  'd  (peak  to 
'em  if  I  hadn't  come  out  in  this 
confoundedly  absurd  nightcap." 
Quite  a  little  "Holiday." 


No.  60.  "  Her  First  Note."  Very 
youthful  pupil  of  the  Boyal 
College  of  Music  learning  to 
become  a  Concert-singer.  J.  £  : 
Millais,  R.  A. 


No.  49.   How  Long  ?  or,  to  be  con- 
tinued in  our  next. 


No.  69.  Cakes  on  the  top  of  a  green 
apple.  "  When  this  yon  see,  Re- 
member me."  Doctor  Watts.* 

•  Thi»  Picture <»  called  "Study 
on  Brighton  Down*."  But  who 
on  earth  would  build  a  study  on 
Brighton  Downs  ? 


No.    237.       Drew    Our  own   Portrait 
Rehearsal       for       of  the  Artist  him- 
self  who  painted 
No.  237— 


Amateur  Thea- 
tricals  with  the 
Properti«i,—  two  Groumith—  not  the 


No.  231.    The  Lyons  Mail. 
Nemo  me  in  punning  laeettit. 
Wyclifle  Taylor. 


fan*  and  a  pro-       Chancellor       in 
perty  white  and        lolantht,   but  a 
(told     chair.       Wee  Don. 
Young   Lady  is 
afraid    she    hai 

"  made  up  her  arms  too  white,  eh  >  ' 
Better  ask  the  Artist  who  painted 
'em.  Weedon  Groumith. 


No.  1.  "  The  Mercenary  Musician."  She  holds  out  her  hand — 
"  Twopence  more',  and  I  '11  play  you  another  tune."  MURRAT. 

No.  82.  Without  a  Set;  or,  The  £ve  of  the  Derby,  and  "  JVo- 
thing  On.'" 

No.  87.     "  Up  a  Tree  "-like  a  Bird. 

No.  HI.  "  Till  all 's  Slue.' "  "  Nothing  left  but  one  colour  I  " 
exclaimed  the  unhappy  Artist,  "  so,  like  Mr.  Ecclei,  in  Caste,  I  '11 
'  blue  it.' "  J.  M.  WHISTLER. 

No.  115.  Puzzle  Picture.  Puzzle — To  find  its  artistic  merit. 
J.  M.  WHISTLER. 

No.  119.  Practice  makes  Perfect.  Young  Lady  learning  how  to 
balance  a  glass  of  wine  on  the  tips  of  her  lingers. 

No.  172.     Open  Confession. 

No.  175.  A  Warning.  The  greedy  sickly  girl.  Already  very 
unwell,  but  she  will  take  another  sweet  from  the  wicked  old  Boat- 
man. E.  SPENCER  STANHOPE. 

No.  204.  "  Oh,  Scissors .'"  Probably  a  portrait  of  "Scissor 
Anne." 

AT  OXFORD.— "Aunt,"  said  LAVINIA,  reading  the  Daily  Telegraph, 
what  does  this  mean—'  The  Duke  of  ALBANY  in  his  D.C.L.  robes'? 
What  does  'D.C.L.'  stand  for  ?  "  Mrs.  1UM9BOTHAM  thought  awhile, 
and  then  replied,  "Why,  of  course,  my  dear,  London,  Chatham  & 
Dover.  Depend  upon  it,  the  Duke  is  one  of  the  Directors,  and  on 
State  occasions  wears  the  official  robes."  Miss  LAWI  was  quite 
satisfied. 

FRANCE'S  MOTTO.—"  Mistress  of  Tonquin  though  China  squall." 


"CORRUPT  PRACTICES." 

[In  the  debate  on  the  Corrupt  Practices  Bill,  Mr.  WIOOIM  laid  he  was  a 
nervous  man,  and  he  should  like  to  know  whether,  under  a  certain  clause,  he 
could  meet  old  political  friends  in  a  social  way.] 

OH,  how  hard  'twill  be  for  Members,  if,  before  election  time, 

We  are  told  our  English  virtue,  hospitality 's  a  crime ; 

And  that  in  election  contests  yon  can  never  be  a  winner 

If  you  ask  your  friends  to  breakfast,  or  to  luncheon,  or  to  dinner. 

So  no  wonder  HENRY  Wioonr,  of  East  Staffordshire,  declares 
That  he 's  nervous  when  intent  upon  all  hospitable  cares  ; 
And  he  asks,  in  piteous  accents,  if  he  gives  his  friends  good  eating. 
Will  the  Judges  frown  upon  him  and  declare  that  he '»  been  treating  F 

May  you  give  a  friend  a  sandwich,  but  not  ask  him  in  to  dine  f 
May  you  treat  him  to  cold  water,  but  deny  him  any  wine  P 
And  regard  as  contravention  of  this  most  Draconic  code  a 
Glass  of  sherry  and  a  seltzer,  or  a  brandy  and  a  soda '( 

You  can't  ask  the  little  children  of  constituents  to  tea, 

Without  feeling  a  petition  the  direct  result  would  be ; 

Buns  and  muffins— now,  'tis  painful,  but  we  fear  it  quite  the  fact  it — 

Will  be  looked  upon  by  Judges  as  corrupt  and  evil  practice. 


ME.  FoHSTEB  says  that  "  Every  man  can  leave  the  world  better 
than  he  finds  it."    True ;  but  in  some  cases  only  by  leaving  it. 


206 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JUNE  23,  1883. 


A  WORD  IN  THE  SEASON 
TO  THE  NEW  PICCADILLY 
WATER-COLOUR  WORKS. 

EVEBYONE  is  delighted  with 
the  New  Water-Colour  Exhibition 
when  they  get  there  ;  but  as,  to 
arrive  at  the  Galleries,  necessi- 
tates a  terrific  ascent  of  no  end  of 
a  staircase,  such  of  the  visitors  as 
resemble  Hamlet  in  being  fat  and 
scant  of  breath,  or  who  are  like 
Mariana  in  the  Moated  Grange, 
"  aweary," — in  which  case  we 
strongly  recommend  strawber- 
ries and  cream  at  the  Moated 
Grange's,  not  many  doors  off, 
before  attempting  the  climb — 
bitterly  complain  of  the  extra 
exertion  in  search  of  High  Art. 
The  Art  shouldn't  be  so  high, 
specially  as  the  raison  d'etre  of 
this  new  Society  was  to  bring 
Art  within  reach  of  all.  The 
advantage  of  course  is  that 
scarcely  any  one  of  the  Public 
can  visit  the  Piccadilly  Water- 
Works  without  puffing  violently, 
and  of  course  a  young  Institu- 
tion requires  an  occasional  puff. 
For  ourselves,  we  shall  always 
be  delighted  to  "  give  them  a 
lift,"  as  long  as  they  deserve  it. 
But,  in  this  instance,  the  Man- 
aging Committee  would  do  well  to 
set  the  example  by  giving  them- 
selves a  lift,  or  a  double  lift— no 
charge  for  carriage— which  should 
take  the  visitors  up  to  the  Gal- 
leries on  the  second  floor,  and 
deposit  them  safely.  Depend  upon 
it,  this  is  sound  advice,  though 
it  may  seem  to  be  rather  a  long- 
winded — but  therefore  impartial 
and  disinterested— way  of  putting 
it. 


ONE  great  advantage  of  being 
able  to  marry  your  Deceased 
Wife's  Sister  is.'that  you  only  have 
one  Mother-in-law.—"  PAM." 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.   HI. 


PRINCE  GEORGE  OF  WALES. 

EOT  IN  SPITS  OF  AIL  TEMPTATIONS 

To  A  LOT  OF  OCCUPATIONS, 

HE  BECAME   A   MlDSHltMAN. 


NOTES  AT  COMMEMORATION. 

An  Oversight.  —  When  the 
Public  Orator,  the  Rev.  W.  W. 
MERBY,  commenced  his  Com- 
memoration Oration,  the  Under- 
graduates who,  in  the  Gallery, 
were  Over-Graduates,  forgot  to 
sing  out — 

"  We  are  a  Merry  family ; 

We  are  !  we  are  !  we  are ! " 

An  opportunity  for  a  chorus  lost 
for  ever,  or,  at  all  events,  for 
some  time  to  come,  unless  they 
serenade  the  P.  0.  before  the  end 
of  term. 

That  was  a  neat  mot  of  the 
"  Merry  Professor's  "  when  the 
march  from  Scipin  was  played, 
and  he  remarked  that  this  illus- 
trious Roman  was  noted  for  being 
a  very  temperate  drinker  of 
African  wine,  whence  his  sobri- 
quet, Sippy-o1 Africanus. 

Mr.  NICHOLS,  of  Balliol,  won 
the  Newdigate  with  a  poem  about 
''INEZ  DE  CASTRO,"  who,  it  was 
understood,  was  a  relation  of  the 
notorious  Claimant.  "  But,"  as 
the  "Merry  Professor"  said, 
letting  off  a  real  side-splitter, 
"  Ought'un  to  choose  such  a 
subject  ?  "  When  his  audience 
remembered  that  the  Claimant's 
name  is  ORTON,  they  were  con- 
vulsed with  laughter,  and  it  was 
some  minutes  before  they  reco- 
vered their  equanimity. 


"THE  STAB  ROUTE  FBAUDS." 
— In  reply  to  numerous  Corre- 
spondents, wanting  to  know 
whether  these  frauds  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  the  Transit  of 
Venus,  or  with  the  provincial 
tour  of  some  Operatic  or  Dramatic 
Celebrity,  we  can  only  refer  thun 
to  the  Astronomer-Royal  and  Mr. 
JOHN  HOLLINGSBEAD,  Gaiety 
Theatre. 


A   BUMPER   AT    PARTING. 

PBINCE  GEOBGE  OF  WALKS  to  sea  is  gone, 

On  the  Canada's  deck  you  '11  find  him ; 
Before  him  fun  and  hard  work  well  done, 

And  loving  hearts  behind  him. 
Here 's  the  Royal  Middy's  jolly  good  health, 

As  he  travels  the  big  world  round  again  I 
May  he  lay  up  good  store  of  professional  wealth 

Ere  the  Canada  's  homeward-bound  again  I 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED    FROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

Monday  Night,  June  11.— House  of  Lords  crowded  to-night. 
Question  is,  "May  we  marry  our  Deceased  Wife's  Sister?"  Lord 
iMiHOUsiE  says  "Yes."  Lord  CAIRNS  says  "No."  House  appa- 
rently pretty  equally  divided ;  that  is,  if  we  take  in  the  Bishops  who 
crowd  their  benches.  Prince  of  WALES  on  cross-benches,  so  is  Duke 
of  CONNAUGHT  and  Duke  of  ALBANY.  Princess  of  WALES  from 
Gallery  above  smiles  impartially  upon  the  just  and  unjust.  Prince 
GEOBGE  and  Prince  VICTOR  by  her  side.  Both  thoroughly  convinced 
in  favour  of  Bill.  "Tell  you  what.  TOBY,"  said  Prince  VICTOR, 

When  I  'm  King  I  '11  make  those  Bishops  sit  up.  If  I  catch  'em 
interfering  with  legislation  in  this  style,  blocking  the  way  when 
majoritv  of  House  of  Commons,  and  majority  of  Lay  Peers  in  favour 
of  a  Bill,  it  won't  be  Seven  I  '11  send  to  the  Tower,  but  Twenty-Two." 

Nice  straightforward,  outspoken  young  man,  Prince  VICTOR.  So 
is  GEOBOE.  Wanted  to  swap  knives  with  me.  Quite  surprised  to 


hear  I  never  carried  one.  Pressed  on  me  bit  of  twine,  two  alley  taws, 
an  old  thimble,  and  bit  of  cobbler's  wax.  Said  there  was  awful  fun 
to  be  got  out  of  the  latter.  Mentioned  possibility  of  secretly  approach- 
ing Speaker's  Chair  and  accidentally  leaving  compound  there.  Told 
him  I  would  look  up  precedents. 

Young  Princes,  like  everyone  else,  chiefly  delighted  with  speech  of 
Lord  BBAMWELL. 

"  Most  remarkable  person,"  said  the  PBIMATE,  turning  round  to 
gaze  upon  him.  "  Like  a  bull  in  a  china  shop.  Not  my  idea  of  a 
judge  at  all.  COLEBIDGE  nearer  the  ideal." 

Lord  COLERIDGE  himself  deeply  shocked  at  his  learned  brother 
making  jokes  on  such  a  subject.  Didn't  quite  go  the  length  of 
reproving  him,  but  with  halt-closed  eyes,  tone  of  melancholy  in  his 
voice,  and  head  gently  oscillating,  lamented  his  levity. 

"  Remember  old  Pecksniff  shaking  his  head  over  John  Wesllock?" 
young  VICTOB  whispered  to  brother  GEOBGE. 

Great  cheering  when  figures  announced,  showing  Second  Reading 
carried  by  165  votes  against  158.  Barring  Bishops,  this  is  good 
working  majority  of  twenty-seven. 

Lively  night  in  Commons,  RANDOLPH  broke  loose  again.  Accuses 
Government  of  complicity  in  judicial  murder  of  SULEIMAN  SAMI. 

"Managed  that  pretty  well,  TOBY,  doncha  think?"  he  asked  me 
later.  "  A  little  bothered  at  the  outset.  Atone  time  thought  the 
Government  would  interfere  to  save  this  infamous  Pasha,  who  smokes 
his  cigarette  whilst  Alexandria  is  burning,  and  goes  whining  and 
fainting  to  the  scaffold.  Meant  to  make  it  hot  for  GLADSTONE  con- 
niving at  escape  after  full  trial.  Then  they  hang  him,  and  I  had 
on  short  notice  to  recast  speech.  But  would  do  anything  for  my 
country  and  my  party." 

Business  done.— Annuity  Bills  for  ALCESTEB  and  WOLSELET 
wrangled  through. 

Tuesday. — Not  having  had  anything  relating  to  Ireland  more 
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A    CASE    OF    MISTAKEN    IDENTITY. 

Old  tientlcman  (returning  from  City  festivity).  "PLKASHM'N,  WBKBK 'SH  M'BHT'B  BKOWH  IIVK!" 

Vonatable  (recognising  him).  "  WHY,  PIAR  MF,  SIB,  iou  ARE  MB,  BROW*!"  Mr.  B.  "Aw  BIGHT  !    Bo'—  WHIR*  DO  I  uv«r"  I 


recently  than  yesterday,  to-day  been  chiefly  devoted  to  that  inter- 
esting country. 

41  Ireland,"  says  Sir  CHARLES  DILKK,  "was  clearly  foreseen  in 
JOSEPH  s  dream-not  JOSEPH  GILLIS,  but  the  earlier  Statesman 
Ireland  is  the  lean  kine  which  swallows  up  all  business  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  and  is  no  better  after  the  meal." 

To-day  began  with  Belfast.  Private  Bill  on,  to  do  something  to 
harbour.  JOSEPH  GILLH  complained  of  constitution  of  present 
Harbour  Board  as  being  too  aristocratic.  Seems  they  wash  their 
hands  and  face  more  than  once  a  week,  put  on  clean  linen  on  Sunday, 
go  home  sober,  issue  no  threatening  notices,  and  were  never  known 
to  shoot  a  landlord  or  stab  a  juryman.  J.  G.  would  hurl  these 
haughty  placemen  from  power,  and  make  general  qualification  oi 
constituency  similar  to  that  which  recently  elected  Mr.  JAMES 
CARET  on  Dublin  Corporation. 

Discussion  continued  for  two  hours.  All  eyes  fixed  on  SPEAKER. 
Momentary  expectation  that  he  would  discover  evident  sense  of  the 
House,  and  put  stopper  on  JOSEPH. 

"  If  clnturc  ever  to  be  used,  we  shall  see  it  now,"  Sir  STAFFORD 
NORTHCOTB  whispered  to  Qrand  Caoss,  whom  I  always  forget  to  call 
Sir  RICHARD. 

But  SPEAKER  made  no  sign.  Ventured  to  hint  to  Right  Hon. 
Gentleman  as  we  were  smoking  a  cigar  together  after  half-past  seven 
dinner  what  had  been  expected  of  him. 

"  All  very  well  for  you  fellows,  TOBY,"  savs  he,  "  to  fret  and 
fume.  But  there  is  something  due  to  me.  I  am  here  day  after 
day,  hour  after  hour  far  into  the  night,  and  must  have  my  recrea- 
tion sometimes.  Nothing  more  soothing  to  me  than  voice  of  JOSEPH 
GILLIS.  Feel  invigorated  and  wound  up  for  night's  -work  after 
couple  of  hours'  conversation  by  JOSEPH  and  his  Brethren  on  such 
subject  as  Belfast  Harbour.  Of  course,  it's  little  awkward  for 
public  business  ;  but  we  must  average  that.  I  must  live  ;  and  if  I 
find  rest  and  recreation  in  this  way,  what  does  that  matter  to  you  ?  " 

SPEAKER  a  little  cross,  I  thought,  but  day  hot,  and  House  sure  to 
e  made  at  nine  o'clock.    He's  quite  right;    and,  though  we  can't 
understand  source  of  enjoyment,  too  much  to  grudge  it  to  best 
fepeaker  known  to  this  generation. 

Business  done.— Three  lines  of  Corrupt  Practices  Bill  passed 
through  Committee. 

Wednesday.— Quite  a  quiet  afternoon,  although  first  Bill  was  an 


Irish  one.  McCoAir  moved  the  Second  Reading  from  bench  below 
gangway  on  Liberal  side.  Used  to  settle  national  affairs  from  front 
bench  below  Gangway  opposite,  but  thought  it  judicious  to  move. 
(i  "  Don't  care  to  have  a  fellow  like  O'KuLLY  behind  me,"  he  saym. 
''Never  know  what  may  happen.  Sitting  here,  can  keep  my  eye  on 
him.  If  I  see  him  feeling  lor  a  pistol,  can  at  once  rise  on  i>oint  of 
order." 

Mr.  RAMSAY  took  advantage  of  absence  of  interesting  topics  in 
House  to  devote  hour  or  so  to  HOME-SK-RETAHY.  Remarkable  night 
to  see  Grandiose  Old  Man  button-holed,  or  led  about  by  RAM- 
SAT.  'Twas  not  always  thus.  Was  a  time  when  the  Member  for 
ralkirk  was  treated  as  ordinary  Member*,  particularly  Scotch 
Members.  But  Mr.  RAMSAY  not  to  be  easilv  shaken  off.  One  after- 
noon Grandiose  Old  Man,  strolling  out  of  House,  stroking  his  chin, 
and  giving  other  evidence  of  being  sunk  in  profound  thought. 
RAMSAY.  Just  entering,  accosted  him.  G.O.M.  pawed  on  as  if  he 
were  bodily  in  the  clouds.  But  RAMSAY  not  a  man  to  be  trifled  with. 
Old  Covenanter  blood  up.  Seized  HAHCODRT  by  sleeve,  and, 
forcibly  pulling  him  up,  said — 

"  Ave,  aye !  surely  a  Scotch  Member  may  speak  to  a  Secretary  of 
btate. 

And  he  did.  Since  then,  pretty  to  see  Grandiose  Old  Man,  when 
entering  Lobby,  anxiously  looking  round  to  see  if  RAMSAY  '•  about. 
Will  take  any  bye-way  to  escape  him  ;  but,  once  those  shaggy  eye- 
brows bent  upon  him.  and  those  well-known  accents  in  his  ear, 
becomes  docile  as  a  child,  and  yields  without  a  struggle. 

RAMSAY,  having  conquered,  is  merciful.  Kept  him  only  an  hour 
this  afternoon,  whilst  sketched  plan  for  new  .Scotch  Ministry. 

Thursday.— At  work  on  the  Corrupt  Practices  Bill.  Soothed  and 
aspired  by  presence  of  Mr.  CHARLES  LEWIS.  Not  seen  much  of 
lim  of  late  Sessions.  Been  usefully  employed  in  United  States, 
Mr.  MACARTNEY  tells  me,  in  interests  of  his  constituency.  Back 
again  now,  and  buckling  to  work  with  old  energy.  Has  always 
lome  out  strong  on  question  of  purity  of  election.  His  famous  White 
iVaistcoat  first  dazzled  House  of  Commons  nine  years  ago  on  question 
of  issue  of  writ  for  some  peccant  borough.  Now,  when  Bill  is  pro- 
K>sed  for  enforcing  purity  of  Election,  Mr.  LEWIS  naturally  to  the 
ore,  though  the  White  Waistcoat  is  a  thin*  of  the  past. 

"  Gone  away  in  the  Ewigkett,"  Captain  O'SHBA  says. 

Don't  know  what  Eicigktit  is.    Suppose  it 's  Celtic  for  washer- 
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•woman.  But  though  White  Waistcoat  flames  no  more,  all  the 
grace  and  culture  of  which  (taken  in  conjunction  with  the  square-cut 
black  coat  and  trousers  to  match)  it  was  the  emblem,  remain.  All 
very  well  for  ATTOBNEY-GENEBAL,  who  is  in  charge  of  Bill,  and 
resents  delay,  to  state  openly  in  the  House  that  Mr.  LEWIS  is  repre- 
sentative of  Solicitors  who  are  threatened  with  diminution  of  bills  of 
costs  by  operation  of  the  proposed  Act.  Everyone  knows  that  Member 
for  Derry  is  influenced  by  no  other  motive  than  the  desire  for  purity 
of  Election,  and  the  prevalence  generally  of  the  Good  and  the  True. 

Sir  TBEVOB  LAWBENCE  tells  pretty  story  in  support  of  his  Amend- 
ment. Parson  writes  to  him  on  behalf  of  congregation,  intimating 
that  they  think  Liberals  and  Conservatives  much  the  same  thing, 
specially  Liberals.  What  they  regard  as  of  much  more  importance, 
is  to  free  their  chapel  from  debt.  "  Those  who  give  most,"  writes 
this  model  Pastor,  "  are  regarded  as  our  best  friends,  and  thereby 
will  be  influenced  about  two  hundred  votes." 

"Now,  that,"  said  Mr.  GIBSON,  "is  a  style  I  like.  No  beating 
about  the  bush,  but  comes  direct  to  the  point.  Two  hundred  votes 
going  to  the  highest  bidder.  Boxes  will  be  held  at  the  door,  and 
voluntary  played  on  the  harmonium  whilst  competition  goes 
forward." 

Committee  inclined  to  take  matter  seriously,  and  Sir  TBEVOB 
LAWRENCE'S  Amendment,  designed  to  check  Pastors  with  evenly- 
balanced  minds,  likely  to  be  accepted. 

liusiness  done. — Carried  Clause  One  of  Corrupt  Practices  Bill. 

Friday.— Corrupt  Practices  all  afternoon.  Question  of  what  is 
undue  spiritual  influence.  Have  valuable  ruling  on  the  subject 
from  JOSEPH  GILLIS.  Mr.  CALLAN  also  contributes  to  general  infor- 
mation. Began  on  page  1,  line  26.  Left  off  at  26th  line  of  first  page. 

" This  Committee,"  mused  The  O'GOBMAN  MAHON,  "is  like  the 
farmer  and  the  claret.  You  get  no  forrader  with  it." 


PLAYS    UPON    PLAYS. 


Impulse. 


Kip  Van  Winkle. 


A  CHARITABLE  THOUGHT-READER. 

ABOUT  three  thousand  persons  were  assembled  last  week  in  the  Great 
St.  James's  Hall  to  benefit,  by  their  guineas,  five-shilling-pieces,  and 
half-crowns,  that  excellent  Charity,  the  Victoria  Hospital  for  Sick 
Children.  These  three  thousand  would-be  benefitters  of  the  afflicted 
infants  had  also  another  aim  in  view — they  had  come  to  see  a  really 
genuine  good  stand-up  "  row  "  between  Mr.  BISHOP,  an  American, 
and  the  Senior  Member  for  Northampton. 

Mr.  BISHOP,  when  he  appeared,  was  self-possessed,  but  indistinct. 
Finding  this,  the  half-crown  benefitters  of  afflicted  childhood  seated 
in  the  back  gallery  shouted  savagely  to  him  to  "speak  up."  Mr. 
BISHOP  did  "speak  up,"  and  proceeded  to  form  what  he  called  "a 
Committee."  He  nominated  Mr.  GEOBGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA  and  the 
Bishop  of  NEWCASTLE  to  belong  to  this  indefinite  body,  but  neither  of 
the  "inseparables"  just  mentioned  condescended  to  put  in  an  appear- 
ance. However,  a  Volunteer  Colonel,  an  ex-Chief  Constable,  an 
innocent-looking  old  Clergyman,  and  last,  but  unquestionably  not 
least,  Mr.  WADDY,  ft.C.,  M.P.,  did  step  up,  and  take  their  seats  on 
the  chairs  which  Mr.  BISHOP  said  he  had  reserved  for  them.  Then 
the  "  Thought- Reader "  had  a  good  deal  to  say  about  Messrs. 
LABOUCHEEE  and  FIBTH,  of  an  uncomplimentary  character,  and  the 
charitably-disposed  towards  suffering  babyhood  yelled  with  delight. 
But  when  he  proceeded  to  expose  some  well  known  "spiritualistic 
tricks  "  the  audience  were  less  satisfied. 

"We  have  paid  our  money  to  see  the  Thought- Reading !" 
shrieked  an  infant-soother,  "  and  we  don't  want  anything  else." 

Then  what  the  newspapers  usually  "call  a  "  scene  of  indescribable 
confusion  "  ensued,  until  oil  was  poured  upon  the  troubled  waters  by 
the  election  of  Mr.  WADDY,  Q.C.,  M.P..  to  be  Chairman.  From  this 
point  the  talking  was  incessant.  The  Chairman,  having  once  broken 
the  ice,  seemed  to  be  never  tired  of  taking  the  audience  into  his  con- 
fidence. He  walked  from  side  to  side  of  the  platform,  smiling  through 
his  spectacles,  and  holding  up  his  hand  to  the  now  very  noisy  and 
very  angry  friends  of  the  children,  to  demand  their  attention.  At 
length  Mr.  BISHOP  said  he  would  find  a  pin,  and  Mr.  LANE  Fox  was 
deputed  by  the  rage- maddened  audience  to  hide  it.  He  did  conceal 
it— in  an  opera  hat. 


Mr.  BISHOP,  after  being  blindfolded,  seized  upon  the  "  Eminent 
Electrician,"  and,  casting  aside  all  considerations  of  personal  dig- 
nity, hurried  him  hither  and  thither  about  the  hall.  At  last  the 
'  Thought  -  Reader "  stopped,  and,  after  declaring  he  could  do 
nothing  with  his  companion,  slapped  his  (Mr.  BISHOP'S)  forehead, 
dived  down  under  a  chair  (accompanied  by  Mr.  LANE  Fox),  and 
returned  (accompanied  by  Mr.  LANE  Fox)  holding  the  opera-hat  in 
which  was  sticking  the  now  safely-recovered  pin. 

The  fickle  friends  of  invalided  childhood  roared  with  applause. 
For  the  moment  Mr.  BISHOP  was  the  popular  hero,  and  everyone 
regarded  Mr.  LANE  Fox  (again,  only  for  the  moment)  as  a  personal 
enemy  of  several  years'  standing.  The  "  Thought- Reader  "  returned 
to  the  platform,  and  again  Mr.  WADDT,  ft.C.,  M.P.,  resumed  his 
harangue.  But  an  earnest  sympathiser  with  the  exalted  objects  of 
the  Victoria  Hospital  in  the  body  of  the  hall  objected  to  anything 
further  being  done  until  Mr.  BISHOP  had  discovered  the  number  of  a 
"fiver "  of  which  he  (the  earnest  sympathiser)  proudly  declared 
himself  to  be  the  owner.  His  suggestion  was  received  with  howls  of 
execration. 

Then  Mr.  WADDY,  ft.C.,  M.P.  (whose  flow  of  talk' seemed  to  be 
interminable),  with  uplifted  hand  and  eyes  smiling  through  spec- 
tacles, suggested  that  Mr.  BISHOP  should  guess  the  number  of  a 
bank-note  which,  although  belonging  apparently  to  Mr.  RUSSELL, 
ft.C.,  had,  somehow  or  other,  got  into  the  possession  of  Professor 
RAY  LANCASTEB.  Mr.  BISHOP  wavered.  Upon  this,  the  not-to-be- 
too  -  greatly-  trusted  -  alleviators  -  of  -  the  -  pains  -  of  -  infancy  turned 
upon  him  like  one  man,  and  savagely  jeered  at  him.  Then  Mr. 
RUSSELL,  ft.C.,  angrily  left  the  Hall.  This  proceeding  caused  fresh 
shouts  of  hate,  which  only  subsided  when  it  was  found  that  he  had 
left  his  note  behind  him.  Professor  LANCASTEB  explained  that  he 
was  the  happy  possessor  of  the  valuable  tissue-paper  in  question, 
and  refused;  on  any  consideration  whatever,  to  part  with  it.  And 
as  this  bold  and  determined  announcement  seemed  to  cause  the 
Entertainer  much  annoyance,  the  audience  applauded  the  Professor 
to  the  echo. 

I  heard  subsequently  that  Mr.  BISHOP  did  tell  the  number  of  a 
note  belonging  to  a  Gentleman  who  was  rather  coldly  received  as 
"the  friend  of  Mr.  STANHOPE,  M.P.,"  after  a  great  deal  of  bickering 
and  arrangement.  But  let  that  pass.  For,  in  or  about  the  time  of 
the  "Lancaster  incident,"  our  Entertainer  announced  that  any  of 
afflicted  childhood's  wealth-bestowing  friends  who  wanted  their 
money  returned  might  have  it  back  on  applying  at  the  Office. 
Acting  upon  this  suggestion,  I  rose  stealthily  and  left  the  Hall. 
And  now  a  most  remarkable  specimen  of  "Thought  Reading" 
occurred.  Just  as  I  imagined  I  had  a  guinea  (the  price  of  a  stall) 
well  within  my  reach,  the  attendant  at  the  door  discovered  that  I 
was  turning  it  over  in  my  own  mind  that  I,  personally,  had  not 
paid  for  admission.  Well,  well,  I  did  not  get  the  money.  What  of 
that — the  Victoria  Hospital  is  an  excellent  Charity ! 

APPEOPBIATE  BEWABD   OF  MEBIT. 

ON  DIT  that  Sir  PHILIP  CUNLIFFE  OWEN  and  the  energetic 
managers  of  the  Fisheries  Exhibition  are  to  be  made  Honorary 
Fellows  of  All  Soles  College,  Oxford. 


THE  IEISH  JUBOB.  BOYCOTTED. — Poor  Mr.  FIELD  !  His  is  a  very 
hard  case,  and  we  trust  the  subscriptions  will  come  in  handsomely 
to  start  him  in  a  new  country.  As  a  Juror  he  showed  himself  "a 
fair  FIELD,"  and  unfortunately  he  gets  "no  favour." 


THE  Dvs  OF  BEN  NEVIS.— An  Observatory. 


SKETCHES  FROM  "  BOX." 


Ashmead  Bartlett,  M.P.,  as 
Horatio  Sparking. 


University  Matches. 

As  the  old-established  Colleges 
at  the  two  great  Universities 
have  produced  the  College  Don, 
why  shouldn't  the  new  feminine 
foundations  of  Newnham  and 
Girton  develope  the  College 
Donna  ?  And  then,  barring  sta- 
tutes in  special  cases  imposing 
celibacy,  what  cause  or  just  im- 
pediment will  there  be  why  those 
two  personages  should  not  be 
joined  together  in  holy  matri- 
mony ? 

A  CARDINAL  POINT.— When  an 
Ecclesiastical  Dignitary  tries  to 
be  all  things  to  all  men,  he  gene- 
rally ends  by  being  "Nothing  to 
Nobody." 


TO  COBKESPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unless  aocompaiiod 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelope  or  Cover.       Conies  of  MS.  should  be  kent  bv  the  Senders 
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ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

KXTUACTKD    FKOM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

f.BMDlAVfri.     IN -me  I 


THE    WESTMINSTER    WAX-WORKS. THE    CHAMBER    OF    HORRORS. 


Haute  of  Commons,  Monday  Night,  June  18. — Mr.  I! RIGHT  "  been 
saying  things  "  down  at  Birmingham.  Mr.  JAKES  LOWTHBR  shocked. 
Lord  RANDOLPH  horrified.  Mr.  CHAPLIN  indignant.  Agree  that 
Sir  STAFFORD  must  do  something.  Sir  STAFFORD  not  quite  sure  about 
wisdom  or  safety  of  course  suggested. 

"  People  living  in  glass-houses  throwing  stones,  and  that  sort  of 
thing,  you  know,  he  murmured.  But  Truthful  JAMES  insistent. 

"  If  there's  one  thing  I  can't  bear,"  he  says,  "  it's  strong  lan- 
guage. Let  us,  above  all  things,  be  moderate.  We  differ  from 
Gentlemen  opposite  on  matters  of  opinion  ;  but  don't  let  us  there- 
fore accuse  them  of  maltreating  their  mothers-in-law.  BBIGHT'S 
example  might  be  followed  by  younger  Members  like  RYLANDS  and 
DILLWYN,  ifleft  unrebuked.  Practice  might  spread.  Might  reach 
even  our  side,  and  then  think  of  disgrace  to  our  cause !  " 

Sir  STAFFOHD  NORTHCOTE  still  doubtful,  but  yields  to  argument, 
and  here 's  Mr.  BRIGHT  to-night  dragged  up  for  judgment. 

"  Brought  a  sheet  with  you,  JOHN  ?  "  the  waggish  WILFRID  said 
as  the  Birmingham  Heavy  Weight  appeared.  "Got  a  candle  in 
your  pocket '(  You  '11  look  well  standing  at  the  Bar  doing  penance." 

Turns  out  to  be  a  mistake  somewhere.  Penance  last  idea  in  JOHN'S 
mind.  "  Seems,"  as  Sir  CHARLES  FORSTER  says,  "leg 'son  other  boot." 
The  Conservative  Party  are  had  up  for  punishment,  whilst  the  Irish 
"  rebel "  Party  get  a  slogging,  under  which  they  shout  and  toss  in 
impotent  pain.  Even  the  blameless  RANDOLPH  is  seized  by  collar, 
and  roughly  shaken.  Grand  CROSS  in  terrible  trepidation.  Almost 
piteously  begged  for  "  something  the  House  could  accept  as  apology." 

"  I  thought  we  'd  better  have  left  him  alone,"  says  Sir  STAFFORD 
NORTHCOTE,  wishing  it  were  over. 

In  excitement  of  moment  no  one  answered  Mr.  MARUM'S  conun- 
drum. Mr.  MAROTI  a  gentleman  with  red  face  and  inoffensive 
manners.  When  he  suddenly  sprang  up  in  interruption  of  PREMIER, 
House  painfully  surprised.  Didn't  expect  such  a  thing  of  him.  But 
MAKUM  once  aroused  not  easily  quelled.  Insisted  on  right  to  speak. 
House  yelled  "  Order !  "  Mr.  MAHTJM  defiantly  shook  his  head. 
Irish  Members  cheered  'madly.  SPEAKER  rose.  PREMIER  resumed 
seat.  MAHCM  still  on  legs  sternly  facing  uproar.  A  lull.  Then 
MARTJM  speaks. 

"Is  it  in  order,"  he  says,  amid  silence  appalling  by  contrast  with 
recent  uproar,  "  that  the  PRIME  MINISTER  should  assume  that  no 
one  should  speak  from  these  benches  when  they  have  not  got  the 
opportunity  of  speaking  as  they  are  prepared— OR  NOT  ?  " 

House  paused  a  moment,  trying  to  master  this  remarkable  pro- 
blem. Giving  it  up,  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter,  that  lasted 
several  minutes. 

"  Captain  Sumby,  by  gad  !  "  said  Lord  EHMOND  Frr/siAr/HiCE. 

The  bearings  of  this  observation  lay  in  the  application  on  it." 

An  alien  Legislature  might  laugh ;  but  Mr.  MARIJM  had  posed 
them.  Let  them  answer  his  conundrum,  or  honestly  give  it  tip. 

Bitsinett  done.— Agreed  to  one  Amendment  on  the  Corrupt  Prac- 
tices Bill. 

Tuesday   AY0M.— LYON   PLAYFAIR    (whom   really   don't   know 


whether  I  ought  to  call  Sir  LTON)  delivered  another  interesting 
lecture.  Subject  not  attractive.  Small-pox,  in  fact,  which,  on  the 
whole,  is  a  little  worse  than  vivisection.  But  the  lecture  so 
fascinating  that  unpleasantness  of  subject  lott  sight  of.  Lecture 
lasted  Professorial  hour.  Benches  rapidly  filled  up.  Students 
most  orderly.  No  shuffling  of  feet,  coughing,  or  other  noises, 
though  plenty  of  applause.  PETER  TAYLOR  sat  on  back  bench, 
shaking  his  head,  and  taking  voluminous  notes.  Pretty  to  see  the 
pitying  smile  of  Mr.  HOPWOOD,  as  he  regarded  the  applausive  crowd. 

''Wonderful  simplicity  about  this  House,  TOBT,"  he  said  to 
me,  afterwards.  "  A  little  learning  goes  a  far  way  with  them. 
Will  believe  anything,  if  figures  are  quoted,  and  scientific  illus- 
trations introduced.  I  could  have  rolled  up  PLATKAIR  in  ten 
minutes.  But  wasn't  worth  while:  and  perhaps  House  wouldn't 
have  heard  me.  They  don't  like  real  erudition." 

Great  hue  and  cry  after  Mr.  MAYNB.  Gone  of!  with  Sir  ARTHVB 
HAYTEB'S  hat.  Sir  ARTHUB,  worn  out  with  departmental  work, 
and  attendance  on  House,  falls  asleep  in  Library.  Puts  his 
hat  on  table  ;  new  one  last  week.  Cost  guinea-and-half.  Rather 
proud  of  it.  Division-bell  rings  ;  wakes  up  ;  seizes  hat  ;  fancies 
it's  limp.  Looks  again,  and  discovers  it's  positively  decrepit,  and 
hung  round  with  habiliments  of  woe,  in  shape  of  crape  band. 
Police  inquiry.  HOWARD  VINCENT  comes  down.  "  Who  was  in 
room  when  you  fell  asleep  P  "  "  Only  Mr.  MAINE."  Examine  hat. 
Find  A.  M.  written  inside  lining.  Cordon  of  Police  thrown  round 
the  House.  Police  boat  off  the  terrace  reinforced.  Search  for 
MAYNE.  Can't  be  found.  Look  out  for  him  next  day.  Doesn't 
turn  up.  Suspicions  deepen.  RICHABD  POWER,  threatened  with 
arrest  as  accomplice,  confesses  he  's  gone  to  Monaghan  on  Electoral 
business.  This  looks  serious.  Question  whether  to  canvas  votes 
in  new  hat  of  Minister  of  the  Crown  is  not  corrupt  practice. 

"Anyhow,"  says  Mr.  O'ScLLivAN,  "it's  a  very  Mayne  trick. 
I  Hayter  thing  of  that  sort." 

Sir  CHARLES  FORSTER,  soon  as  he  heard  of  it,  called  to  pay  visit 
of  condolence  to  Sir  ARTHUR.  "  I  know  what  it  is  to  lose  a  hat," 
said  the  Hon.  Baronet,  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

Butineti  rfon«.—  Anti-  Vaccination  craze  received  death-blow. 

Wt.dnetday.  —  More  conundrums  from  Irish  Members.  Mr.  SHIEL 
wants  to  know  what  section  of  Irish  Party  0'DowNM.L  belongs  to.  This 
worse  than  MALM'S.  House  gives  it  up  on  the  spot.  O'DoNNKU, 
himself  quite  taken  aback.  Thinks  SHIKL  should  have  given  notice 
of  question.  Answering  off-hand,  he  should  sav  he  represents 
FRANK  HCQH  O'DONSELL  ;  in  brief,  he  's  the  Fifth  Party. 

Terrible  young  man  when  once  roused,  is  young  SBIKL.  "Looks 
s  if  butter  wouldn't  melt  in  his  mouth,"  says  Josvrn 


GILLIM, 
Neat  hit  that  about 


as 

admiringly,  "  and  yet  he  goes  for  O'DoNNF.LL. 

using  the  stationery  of  the  IrUh  Parliamentary  Party  to  write  letters 

to  newspapers.    Must  cultivate  SHIEL'S  acquaintance.    Wonder  if 

he  's  partial  to  mild  breakfast-bacon.    Looks  aa  if  he  was.    Shall 

send  him  half  a  side."    Busine»  done.  —  Irish. 

Thursday.—  Criminal  Code  Bill  dropped.     Been  dropping  for  some 
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SOME    PEOPLE    HAVE    SUCH    A    PLEASANT 
WAY    OF    PUTTING    THINGS. 

"NOW  DO  LET  MB  PROPOSE  YOU   AS  A   MEMBER." 

"Btrr  supposu  THEY  BLACKBALL  MB?" 

"Poon!    ABSTTED!    WHY,  MY  DEAR  FELLOW,  THERE'S  NOT  A 
MAN  IN  THE  CLUB  THAT  KNOWS  YOU,  EVEN  ! " 


time.  Fall  precipitated  by  strategic  action  on  part  of  Mr.  WABTON. 
Got  up  early  this  morning.  At  door  of  Committee  before  twelve. 
Whenever  Conservative  Member  approached  with  intent  to  enter 
room,  WABTON  offered  him  pinch  of  snuff.  Member  took  it. 
Curious  effects  follow.  Great  drowsiness  came  over  him.  Began  to 
yawn.  Showed  strong  disposition  to  sit  down  on  floor.  Mr.  WABTON 
offered  arm.  Gratefully  accepted.  Led  Member  off  to  neighbouring 
Committee-Room  not  in  use.  Helped  him  to  a  chair,  and  left  him 
there.  Turned  key  in  door.  Went  off  to  watch  for  another  Member. 
Snuff-box  again,  with  same  result,  till  he  'd  got  from  fifteen  to 
twenty  Hon.  Gentlemen  sitting  on  chairs  fast  asleep. 

Meanwhile,  Sir  MATTHEW  RIDLEY  (no  relation  to  elderly  ROBEBT) 
sitting  in  chair  waiting  for  quorum.  AiTORNEY-GEtiEaAL's  usually 
sweet  temper  ruffled  by  mysterious  delay  on  part  of  Members  accus- 
tomed to  put  in  appearance.  Went  to  door  to  look  out.  Nothing  to  be 
seen  but  Mr.  WAKTON  pensively  surveying  the  ceiling  of  the  corridor. 

"Late    in    coming,    ain't   they?    Take  a  pinch  of    snuff,   Mr. 

ATTORNEY-GENERAL." 

JAMKS  glared  at  him.  Went  back.  Half -past  T  wel  ve  ;  no  quorum. 
Twenty  minutes  to  One;  twenty  Members  just  made  up.  WABTON 
softly  unlocked  Committee-Room  Door.  Honourable  Members  began 
to  stretch  their  arms  and  yawn.  WABTON  sitting  in  seat  and  listen- 
ing with  interest  to  Mr.  LABOCCHEBE'S  calculation  of  how  long  it 
would  take  Committee  to  finish  Bill.  Presently  Members  began  to 
stroll^  in.  Come  in  twos  and  threes,  looking  horribly  sleepy,  com- 
plaining of  closeness  of  day.  Exhausting  labours  in  House ;  up 
late  at  night.  Quite  sleepy  at  middle  of  day ;  must  have  Committee 
Room  better  ventilated. 

Too  late  to  save  Bill.  If  Members  won't  come  in  to  make  a  quorum, 
what's  the  use  of  struggling  with  it?  So  Bill  abandoned,  and 
Mr.  WABTON,  carefully  emptying  snuff-box  in  grate,  fills  it  from 
another  packet,  and  helps  himself  to  congratulatory  pinch. 

Butinett  done.— Passed  Clause  3  of  Corrupt  Practices  Bill. 

Friday.— Some  mistake  about  Sir  ABTHUR  HATTER'S  hat.  MATNE 


back  from  Ireland,  indignantly  denies   accusation.    Produces    his 
own  hat,  which,  as  JOSEPH  GILLIS  says,  is  quite  "  on  roi/gle." 

"  That's  all  very  well,"  siys  Sir  ARTHUR  HATTER,  a  little  crossly ; 
"  but  who 's  got  the  hat  ?  " 

Horrible  suspicion  seizes  the  mind.  Can  it  be  Sir  CHARLES 
FORSTEB  ?  Happy  thought.  Try  his  hat  on,  and  see  how  it  will 
B.t.  Sir  CHARLES  FORSTEB  tracked.  Seen  to  deposit  his  hat  in 
locker  accidentally  left  open  in  corridor.  Goes  away  and  forgets 
where  he  put  it.  When  out  of  sight.  Sir  ABTHUR  tries  it  on. 
Comes  down  to  his  ears.  Plainly,  Sir  CHARLES  is  innocent.  But 
who  is  the  culprit  ?  In  white  band-box,  hanging  on  hook  in  cloak- 
room, is  the  venerable  deposit  with  its  covering  of  rusty  crape. 
But  where's  Sir  AKTHUR  HATTER'S  hat  ? 

All  afternoon  at  Corrupt  Practices  Bill.  Made  precious  little  pro- 
gress. At  night  biter  bit.  WABTON  delivering  interesting  speech, 
when  JOSEPH  GILLIS  counted  him  out.  J.  G.  says  only  his  fun,  but 
WARTON  wrath.  Prospect  of  coolness  between  these  eminent  men. 


THE  BRITISH  ARMY— PAST,  PRESENT,  AND  FUTURE. 

(In  three  short  Essays.) 
ESSAT  No.  I.— ON  THE  ENGLISH  SOLDIER  IN  THE  PAST. 

EVERY  Regiment  was  filled  with  the  outcome  of  the  gaols,  and  the 
country  depended  for  a  second  line  of  defence  upon  a  compulsory 
Militia.  The  men  spent  their  whole  lives  with  the  colours.  They 
were  either  kidnapped,  or  decoyed  into  the  Army.  They  joined 
wearing  bonds  of  drink,  or  chains  of  penal  servitude.  For  all  this 
they  won  Blenheim,  Plassey,  Alexandria,  and  Waterloo. 

ESSAT  No.  II.— ON  THE  ENGLISH  SOLDIER  IN  THE  PRESENT. 

The  constitution  of  the  Army,  nowadays,  is  changed  annually. 
For  the  moment  the  recruit  is  enlisted  for  short  service,  then 
passed  into  the  Reserve,  then  recalled  by  a  large  bounty  to 
the  colours  to  fill  up  vacancies.  By  this  simple  means  the  Reserve  is 
turned  into  a  farce,  and  long  service  is  re-established  at  a  con- 
siderable additional  outlay.  Recently,  all  esprit-de-corps  has  been 
destroyed  by  giving  the  Regiments  new  titles,  and  thus  crossing  out 
with  a  stroke  of  the  pen  the  memories  of  a  long  li«t  of  British 
victories.  But  the  names  have  not  only  been  altered.  The  colour  of 
the  uniform  is  to  be  changed  from  red  to  drab,  and  the  standards, 
once  proudly  borne  aloft,  are  to  be  permanently  abolished.  More- 
over, the  Militia  are  neglected,  the  Yeomanry  ignored,  and  the 
Volunteers  laughed  at.  The  men  of  the  Regular  Army  are  treated 
like  slaves— they  are  passed  from  the  Regiment  they  prefer  to  the 
Regiment  they  dislike,  without  the  smallest  regard  to  their  feelings, 
and  everywhere  the  Queen's  livery  is  accepted  as  a  badge  of  dis- 
grace. In  fact,  the  British  troops  of  the  present  day  are  mis- 
managed, overworked,  and  insulted.  In  spite  of  this  they  were 
defeated  in  South  Africa. 

ESSAY  No.  III.— ON  THE  ENOLISH  SOLDIER  IN  THE  FUTURE. 

There  will  be  no  English  soldier  in  the  future ! 

OUR  OFFISHIAL  GUIDE. 

PABT  VI.— CONCLUSION. 

BEFORE  leaving  the  great  Fisheries  Exhibition,  it  is  the  duty  of 
every  visitor  to  partake  "of  the  celebrated  Sixpenny  Dinner.  This 
obligation  is  generally  admitted,  as  the  crowd  standing  before  the 
barrier  in  front  of  the  economical  refreshment  room  amply  proves. 
All  that  is  required  by  the  would-be  diner  is  patience.  However,  as 
a  guide  should  be,  if  not  "  a  philosopher,"  at  least  "a friend,"  it  may 
be  as  well  to  describe  the  process,  pour  encourager  les  autres,  who, 
on  this  occasion,  may  be  said  to  be  represented  by  the  luxurious,  the 
impatient,  and  the  wasteful. 

Golden  rule  — "  First  get  your  sixpence."  Have  it  ready  in  your 
right  hand,  so  that  it  may  be  tendered  at  exactly  the  proper  moment. 
Armed  with  your  coin  of  admission,  you  can  join  the  struggling 
throng  of  miscellaneous  humanity  who  continually  press  onwards 
towards  the  door  leading  to  the  plates  of  cheap  fish  and  boiled 
potatoes.  You  will  have  ample  leisure  to  study  that  grandest  of 
subjects  (according  to  POPK),  your  fellow-man.  By  degrees  you  will 
get  nearer  to  the  long-looked-for  portal,  and  then  the  rumour  will 
reach  you  that  the  Public  are  being  admitted  in  batches  of  twenties 
and  thirties.  By-and-by  you  will  work  your  way  to  the  spot  sacred 
to  the  presence  of  a  conversational  Policeman.  Then  you  will  obtain 
your  first  glance  of  the  banquet  which  is  the  object  of  your  greediest 
aspirations.  How  you  will  hate  the  dawdlers  who  play  with  their 
bread,  or  trifle  with  their  beer !  Unless  you  are  qualified  by  natural 
sweetness  of  disposition  for  canonisation,  you  will  mutter  a  curse  as 
you  watch  old  women  taking  five-and-twenty  minutes  to  discuss  a 
fried  slip,  and  twice  as  long  to  tell  a  seemingly  uninteresting  story 
to  their  kith  and  kin.  You  will  find  the  presence  of  the  conversational 
Policeman  quite  an  acquisition.  With  a  little  encouragement,  he 
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will  tell  you  all  his  sorrows  ;  how  long  he  has  to  stand  at  the  door, 
how  hot  it  is,  or  how  cold,  until  at  last  yon  will  almost  be  compelled 
to  force  a  shilling  into  his  honest  hand.  Restraining  yourself  with  a 
mighty  effort,  you  will  not  tip  the  blue-coated  representative  of  the 
Law.  In  spite  of  your  virtue  thus  honourably  exhibited,  the  Polioe- 
man  will  not  become  more  reticent.  M  ay,  it  is  possible  that,  on  the 
contrary,  he  may  even  describe  to  you  the  terrors  of  the  pangs  of 
thirst.  But  all  things  must  come  to  an  end — even  a  wait  before  the 
doors  of  the  Sixpenny  Dinner,  and  the  sorrows  of  a  conversational 
Policeman.  Of  a  sudden  a  Gentleman  will  appear  at  a  turnstile,  and, 
with  the  permission  of  the  perspiring  representative  of  the  Law, 
you  will  enter  with  a  rush,  after  hurriedly  exchanging  your  sixpence 
for  a  refreshment-ticket.  You  will  sit  down  at  a  table  with  a  dirty 
cloth,  and,  after  several  attempts  to  claim  attention,  at  length  catch 
the  eyes  of  an  overworked  young  person  in  a  cap. 

"Boiled  or  fried!"'  the  overworked  young  person  in  a  cap  will 
ask,  as  she  hurriedly  passes  you.  You  will  reply,  and  if  then  you 
answer  "  lioiled,"  you  will  be  supplied  with  a  mass  of  fish  covered 
with  melted  butter  ;  if  "  Fried,"  you  will  receive  a  gigantic  helping 
of  something  brown.  But  not  at  once  I  Oh,  dear.no!  You  must 
wait  your  turn  ;  and,  when  the  smoking  di&h  is  set  with  a  jerk  on 
the  dirty  cloth  in  front  of  you,  you  may  rest  and  be  thankful !  How- 
ever, while  you  are  still  diunerless,  an  occasional  glance  at  the  weary 
faces  outside  the  barrier  will  cause  you  to  thank  your  lucky  stars 
that  you  have  at  least  "got  in."  But,  when  yon  have  eaten  your 
sixpennyworth  of  fish,  bread,  and  potatoes,  it  may  possibly  occur  to 
you  that  the  game  may  not  have  been  exactly  worth  the  candle.  On 
leaving,  you  will  be  possibly  told  that  the  dinners  are  supplied 
at  a  loss,  borne  by  the  Bareness  BtfKDETT-Courrs.  Of  course,  this 
is  satisfactory,  so  far  as  it  goes— but,  emphatically,  no  further.  Six- 
pence for  a  hot  wait,  a  dirty  cloth,  and  a  plate  of  fish  is  extremely 
cheap.  It  will  be  as  well  to  bear  in  mind,  however,  d  propot  d«  rien, 
that  some  things  which  are  cheap  are  also  nasty  I 

And  now  our  task  is  done.  Among  the  miscellaneous  articles  of  in- 
terest in  the  Exhibition  may  be  enumerated  some  stuffed  fish  in  cases 
and  a  very  good  sort  of  custard-powder.  There  is  also  a  pleasant 
bookstall,  where  you  can  buy  paper- covered  novels.  Besides  these 
exhibits  there  is  an  Aquarium,  which  has  but  one  fault.  To  quote  a 


Lady's  opinion  anent  it,  "  The  tanks  would  be  charming  if  they 
didn't  contain  fish  I  " 

One  word  of  advice  in  conclusion.  Don't  try  to  see  everything, 
but  be  satisfied  with  what  seem  (in  the  eyes  of  the  Public)  to  be  the 
principal  objects  of  interest.  And  here  is  a  model  programme,  which 
if  followed,  will  secure  the  desired  result : — 


10  A.M.— Entering  the  Exhibi- 
tion. Sit  down  and  rest. 

1015  A.M.— Looking-  at  Lady 
BRASSET'S  feather-cloak. 

10  30  A.M.— Examining  the  fish 
knives  and   forks   made   out  of 
lobster  shells. 

10 '45  A.M.  —  Glimpse  at  the 
Prince  of  WALKS'S  Pavilion. 

11  A.M. — Waiting  for  admission 
to  the  Sixpenny  Dining-room. 

12  BOON.— Ditto. 


1  P.M.— Ditto. 

2  P.M.— First  mouthful  of  Six- 
penny Dinner. 

2  5  P.M.— Last  ditto  of  ditto. 

2 10  P.M.  —  En  route  for  the 
Bandstand. 

2'15  P.M.— Arrival  in  the  Hor- 
ticultural Gardens. 

3  P.M.— Still  waiting  for  the 
Band. 

4  30  P.M.— Enjoying  the  Band. 
7  P.M.— Home. 


In  conclusion,  as  a  general  rule  you  should  avoid  nets,  shun  life- 
boats, ignore  fishing-rods,  and  give  a  wide  berth  to  tmntd  provisions. 
If,  however,  you  are  perverse,  and  tcill  try  to  master  thoroughly  the 
various  entries  in  the  Official  Catalogue,  why  then,  unices  your  brain 
be  bother-proof,  you  will  run  a  good  chance  of  qualitjiug  tor  admit- 
tance to  the  excellent  establishment  s  >  honourably  associated  with 
the  name  of  Dr.  XEWING  rox.  Briefly,  if  you  tcill  attempt  too  much, 
you  will  commence  with  "sunny  ocean,"  and  end  with  "  lu-na-cy ! " 


H.R.H.  the  Duke  of  CAMBRIDGE  and  Lord  WOLSRLKT  have  pro- 
nounced decidedly  against  the  Channel  Tunnel.  They  consider  it 
dangerous.  Both  are  excellent  soldiers— Cela  r«  tans  dire  :  and  the 
above  expression  of  opinion  goes  to  prove  that  they  must  be  also 
first-rate  sailors ;  as,  if  they  were  not,  but  are  still  fond  of  a  run 
over  to  Paris  for  a  little  holiday,  they  would  probably  be  all  in 
favour  of  the  Tunnel,  and  dead  against  the  short  ( ! )  sea  passage— 
which  is  such  a  sad  passage  in  the  life  of  most  of  us  lubberly 
Islanders. 
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'  A  Manns  a  man  for  a'  that '  '— 
and  so  he  has  proved  hims  If. 


A    TURN    AT   THE    HANDEL. 

A  MARVELLOUS  sight !  Four  thousand  singers,  and  an  Orchestra  of 

four  hundred  and  forty-one  performers!    Why  forty-one  ?    Why 

couldn't  he  have  left  it  at  a  round  number,  and  stayed  away  f 

some  people  never  know  when  they 
are  not  wanted.  I  fancy  that  forty- 
first  man— the  "odd  man  out" — 
must  have  been  the  performer  on  a 
side-drum  who  broke  loose  (quite 
enthusiastically)  twice  on  the  first 
day,  getting  well  away  from  the 
chorus,  and  keeping  two  bars  ahead 
till  pulled  up  by  Mr.  MANNS.  If 
Mr.  MANNS  had  had  another  con- 
ducting-rod  by  him,  that  forty-first 
man  would  have  known  it.  What 
could  have  induced  this  extra  per- 
former to  present  himself  when  the 
round  number  of  four  hundred  and 
forty  had  been  arrived  at?  There 
are  some  people  who  never  know 
when  they  are  in  the  way,  and  here 
was  an  instance  in  point. 

While  all  the  approaches  to  the 
Palace  by  road  and  rail  are  thronged, 
the  Palace  gardens  are  deserted.  At 
a  side-door  an  idle  waiter  is  smoking 
a  quiet  pipe.  On  the  approach  of  our 

party  he  tries  to  look  as  if  the  pipe  had  got  into  his  mouth  much 

against  his  will,  and  turns  away  from  us  as  if  to  admire  the  view. 

He,  at  all  events,  does  not  seem  in  the  least  excited  by  the  grandeur 

of  the  occasion.    Our  party  of  three  enters  by  a  way  leading  into  the 

Aquarium,  up  a  damp  and  melancholy  staircase,  where  are  some  old 

ragged  and    half-faded  advertisements   on   the  walls,  and    some 

mouldy-looking  submarine  rocks 

in  a  glass  case,— suggesting  the 

idea   of   neglected  fish    having 

lived  and  died  there,  in   sheer 

despair  of  ever  being  noticed  by 

anybody.  Evidently  this  staircase 

is  not  much  used.   On  the  landing 

there  are  the  usual  turnstiles,  and 

a  man  in  authority  who  appears 

surprised  at  seeing  us.    He  nar- 
rowly scrutinises  our  party,  and 

carefully  examines   our    tickets 

before  committing  himself  to  the 

assertion  that  it  is  "  all  right." 

Haying      obtained      permission, 

which,   by  the   way,    is   grudg- 
ingly   conceded,    we    enter    the 

building    by   the    Conservatory, 

and     suddenly     find     ourselves 

between  two  lines  of  people  drawn 

up  in  military  fashion  to  receive 

somebody  of  importance.    There 

was  a  murmur  of   "Here  they 


"  A  sweet  little  Cherub  sits  perched 
up  aloft,  to  keep  watch  for  the 
life  of  poor  Jack. ' 


life  of  p 
come  I "  as  we  strolled  in,  followed  by  a  dissatisfied  antistrophe 


of  "  No,  they  don't ! "  accompanied  by  such  looks  of  resentment  and 
such  expressions  of  disappointment  as  convinced  me  at  once  that  it 
wasn't  our  party  which  had  been  anxiously  expected. 

In  the  distance  I  catch  a  glimpse  of  some  persons,  not,  apparently 
from  this  point,  many,  and  I  begin  to  wonder  what  has  become  of 

the  Handel  Festival,  when 
my  ear  catches  the  last  notes 
of  "  God  Save  the  Queen" 
which,  from  the  Conservatory 
door  by  which  I  am  still 
standing,  sounds  as  if  it  were 
being  sung  by  one  person  to 
a  weak  violin  accompaniment. 
The  Royal  Party,  expected 
to  arrive  here  (or,  if  not,  why 
these  two  rows  of  spectators 
marshalled  by  occasional 
police  ?),  have,  as  a  kind  of 
practical  joke,  entered  by 
another  way,  and  have  taken 
their  seats,  where  I  subsequently  get  a  good  view  of  them,  in  a  sort 
of  magnificent  Doll's  House,  beautifully  furnished,  with  the  fronl 
part  open  and  no  staircases  inside.  Here  they  sit,  looking  in  the 
distance  (everything  from  where  my  central  seat  is,  is  in  the  distance, 
more  or  less,  to  me)  like  the  dolls  themselves,  elegantly  dressed ;  the 
Prince  of  TECK  being  very  much  en  evidence  as  a  very  round,  com- 


The  Hand-all  Festival. 


"  When  lovely  woman  stoops  to  Foli." 


'ortable,  fresh-coloured  doll  in  morning  costume,  such  as  may  be 
seen  in  any  model  gathering  in  the  window  of  a  big  toy-shop  in 
iegent  Street,  or  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  de  Rivoli. 

The  first  part  has  commenced  as  I  pass  in  and  am  searching  for 
my  chair.  I  turn  round  and  take  in  everything  at  a  coup  d'ceil. 
There  is  Mr.  MANNS  conducting,  with  his  face  to  the  Chorus,  and  his 
sack  to  a  bust,  presumably  of  HANDEL.  The  Sculptor  had  evidently 
:aken  the  great  Composer  unawares  just  as  he  had  got  out  of  bed, 
apparently  after  a  hard  night 
of  it,  for  the  bust  looks  dread- 
fully bilious,  and  the  nightcap 
las  a  rakish,  devil-may-care 
sort  of  air— suggestive,  in  fact, 
of  anything  but  the  sort  of  air 
we  are  accustomed  to  associate 
with  the  name  of  HANDEL. 

On  Mr.  MANNS'S  right  sits 
Madame  TEEBELLI  in  a  morn- 
ing dress,  without  a  bonnet, 
Looking  as  if  she  were  quite  at 
borne,  and  intended  making  a 
day  of  it.  Next  to  her  is  Signer 
FOLI,  who,  when  not  vocalis- 
ing, appears  to  be  amusing 
himself  by  making  faces  at  no 
one  in  particular.  On  Mr. 
MANNS'S  left  sits  Mr.  MAAS, 
looking  as  much  at  his  ease  as 
a  gentleman  at  a  banquet  who, 
unaccustomed  to  public  speak- 
ing, has  been  informed  that,  in  the  absence  of  some  popular  indi- 
vidual, he  may  be  called  upon  by  the  Chairman,  at  any  moment,  to 
return  thanks  for  the  Ladies. 

A  polite  official  whispers  something  in  my  ear  as  to  the  position  of 
my  chair.  He  repeats  it.  I  cannot  catch  it.  Once  more  he  repeats 
his  information  louder.  "  My  dear  Sir,"  I  reply  to  him,  "  if  you 
will  only  stop  that  Chorus  "—which  at  this  moment  is  singing  a  jovial 
sort  of  air,  the  words  of  which  sound  to  me  something  like  "Bon 
merrily  "  repeated  over  and  over  again—"  if  you  will  only  get  that 
Chorus  to  be  quiet  for  one  second,  I  shall  be  able  to  hear  what  you 
are  saying."  The  Polite  Official  smiles,  shrugs  his  shoulders,  bows, 
points  to  block  B,  and,  referring  to  my  ticket,  I  pass  on,  and  arrive 
at  my  destination. 

Signer  FOLI  rises  in  his  place,  and  sings  "  And  I  will  shake  "- 
which  he  does  to  any  extent.  The  effect  conveyed  to  me  by  this 
basso  profondo  shake  is  the  notion  of  a  convivial  Gentleman  who 
having  come  away,  in  a  very  happy  state,  from  a  late  supper,  and 
having  somehow  lost  his  way  in  an  underground  passage,  is  trying 
to  make  the  best  of  the  situation  by  attempting  as  much  as  he 
can  remember  of  a  jovial  chorus  in  which  he  had  recently  been 
joining. 

It  occurs  to  me  that  Mr.  MANNS  is  considerably  annoyed  by  a 
screen,  placed  between  himself  and  the  elevated  Organ-man  who  is 
perched  up  aloft  like  "  the  sweet  little  cherub  who  keeps  watch  for 
the  life  of  poor  JACK  "—(Happy  Thought— suggestion  for  a  Kate 
Greenaway  Fishery  picture)— over  the 
top  of  which  appears  from  time  to 
time  the  head  of  a  Policeman  in  a 
helmet,  reminding  me  of  the  scene  in 
Macbeth  when  "  the  apparition  of  an 
armed  head  rises."  The  Policeman 
peers  about  cautiously,  his  movements, 
as  far  as  I  can  judge  from  the  head 
and  shoulders,  being  very  much  like 
those  of  a  Punch  doll  worked  from 
below,  or  of  one  of  those  dummy 
figures  employed,  also  behind  a  screen, 
in  Lieut.  COLE'S  Ventriloquial  Enter- 
tainment. Once  I  think  he  catches 
Mr.  MANNS'  eye,  and  so  energetic  is 
that  eminent  Conductor's  action,  that 
the  probability  evidently  occurs  to  the 
Policeman  of  his  catching  something 
else— Mr.  MANNS'  baton—  at  his  head,  if 
he  doesn't  disappear ;  and  so,  discretion  being  the  better  part  of  valour, 
he  does  disappear  accordingly.  He  comes  up  again,  however ;  only 
the  head  and  shoulders,  of  course — surreptitiously,  but  being 
invariably  detected,  and  immediately  baffled  by  Mr.  MANNS'  energy 
in  any  attempt  at  giving  an  entertainment  on  his  own  account 
(iust  to  lighten  the  Festival),  he  instantly  makes  a  sort  of  apolo- 
getic bow  towards  the  Conductor— who  is  not  to  be  softened  by 
this— and  vanishes. 

Between  the  parts  there  is  a  tremendous  run  on  the  buns,  ices, 
teas,  coffees,  and  sandwiches.  Waiters  do  marvels  in  the  way  of 
carrying  heavily-laden  trays  through  obstructive  crowds.  They 
remember  that  "  Who  breaks,  pays,"— and  I  don't  hear  a  smash 


On  the  Beat,  or  Waiting  for 
the  Conductor's  Baton. 
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anywhere.  After  a  few  refreshment-bars'  rest,  the  second  part  com- 
mences, and 'we  are  "  all  in  to  begin." 

I  come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  repetitions  in  an  Oratorio  are 
tedious.  After  a  grand  Chorus,  enter  on  to  the  platform  Madame 
AI.HANI.  Applause  from  audience,  chorus,  and  orchestra.  She 
wears  a  bonnet  and  elegant  walking  drees,  and  has  quite  the 
surprised  and  pleased  air  of  a  lady  who,  happening  to  be  passing 
by  the  Crystal  Palace  at  the  moment, 
heard  some  music  going  on,  and  has  just 
looked  in  to  see  it  she  could  be  of  any 
use.  Finding  a  few  thousand  persons 
here,  she  has  kindly  consented  to  give 
them  a  song,  but  steadily  refuses  to  join 
in  a  chorus. 

Mr.  SAHTusr  uproariously  greeted — 
that  is,  uproariously  for  a  Handelian 
audience— sings  magnificently,  and  then 
we  all  rise  for  the  "  Hallelujah  Chortu," 
and,  I  think,  most  of  us,  carried  away  by 
the  "  go  "  of  it,  join  in  festively— Handel- 
festively,  of  course — with  all  the  old 
spiritual  and  physical  fervour  which  Eton 
boys  used  to  throw  into  their  rendering 
of  a  popular  psalm- chaunt  in  their  College 
Chapel,— a  custom  which,  as  I  hear,  is 
nowadays  more  honoured  in  the  breach 
than  in  the  observance.  Which  quota- 
tion sounds  suggestive  of  the  punishment 
of  Cane — I  mean  Swish. 

1  am  so  carried  away  by  the  "  go  "  of 
the  "Hallelujah  Chorus"  that,  finding 
myself  in  the  train,  1  don't  return,  but. 
escaping  the  crush,  come  up  comfortably  to  Town.  Glad  I  've  heard 
it.  Don't  think  I  shall  trouble  an  Oratorio  again.  Prefer  taking  it 
in  selections.  But,  thanks  to  everybody  generally,  and  Mr.  MANNS 
particularly,  it  has  been  a  big  success. 


"  t'harley  is  our  Darling." 


THE  SONG  OP  THE  STATUE. 

FOB  many  long  years  I  confess  I  've  been  out  of  it, 

Atop  of  my  Arch  in  the  smoke  of  the  town  ; 
But  now  I  've  descended,  there  'B  not  the  least  doubt  of  it, 
'Twas  really  high  time  that  at  last  I  came  down  ! 

1  hud  there 's  a  riot, 

No  order  nor  quiet, 
A  tangle  of  traffic  that '•  quite  a  disgrace  I 

I  'in  not  a  believer, 

My  dear  SHAW-LEFEVRK, 
In  all  your  arrangements  at  Hamilton  Place ! 

Policemen  are  scarce,  and  their  movements  are  blunderf  ul, 

And  all  is  confusion,  one  hardly  knows  why; 
The  perils  of  passengers,  frequent  and  wonderful, 
If  crossing  the  roadway  they  venture  to  try. 
They  get  in  a  muddle, 
And  stand  in  a  puddle, 

They  're  terribly  frightened  when  drivers  shout  "  Hi ! " 
And  lucky 's  the  rover, 
Who  sometimes  gets  over — 
Without  a  smashed  hat  or  a  shaft  in  his  eye  1 

See  broughams  and  Victorias,  0.  it  is  pitiful, 

And  horsemen  jammed  in  as  they  go  to  the  Row  : 
And  busses  packed  tight  on  their  way  to  the  City  full, 
With  pole  upon  panel  and  wheel  upon  woe ! 

If  yon  're  in  a  hurry, 

It 's  no  use  to  worry. 
And  if  you  grow  frantic,  you  '11  find  it  in  vain ; 

Yon  've  this  consolation, 

On  reaching  the  station, 
You  '11  find  you  've  succeeded  in  missing  the  train  ! 

When  hopelessly  blocked  in  the  traffic  vehicular, 

And  coachmen  each  other  begin  to  abuse ; 
And  blatant  'bus-drivers  are  scarcely  particular 
In  choice  of  the  language  they  frequently  use  ! 

When  horses  are  sliding, 

And  drags  are  colliding, 
And  carriages  crawling  at  scarce  a  foot  pace — 

My  dear  SHAW-LEFEVHE, 

You  "re  scarce  an  achiever, 
Of  glory  and  order  round  Hamilton  Place ! 

"  How  happy  could  I  be  with  one  of  those  lovely  Miss  BOLLOCKS!  " 
exclaimed  an  enthusiastic  juryman.  "  I  could  live  happily  with 
her  for  heifer!  " 


FASHIONABLE    FIXTURES. 
By  Dumb-Crambo  Junior. 


One  hears  a  good  deal  juit  now  about  Brgi- 
mental  Dinners.  Tlu»  U  clearly  a  miino- 
miT,  for  the  real  Regimental  Dinner  is 
only  a  Kettledrum  in  the  Cavalry. 


A  Fancy  Fare. 


Crick-it. 


A  Putty  Good  Entertainment. 

THE  War  Office  Authoritiss  propose  to  fire  the  Eighty-one  ton 
guns  on  the  turret  of  the  Admiralty  Pier  at  Dover  on  July  2nd.  It 
is  supposed  that  the  inhabitants  will  take  a  holiday  and  go  far  away 
into  the  country  on  this  occasion.  On  July  3rd,  special  trains  will 
run  to  Dover  laden  with  crates  of  -window-glass,  an  army  of  glaziers, 
and  casks  of  putty,  "  'Tis  true,  'tis  putty,  putty,  'tis,  'tis  true." 


305 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JUNE  30,  1883. 


BOWLED    FIRST    BALL! 


Algy  (just  home  from  School,  and  about  to  escort  his  Sister  to  a 
dance.)  "BY  THE  u?»,  MOTHKK,  I 'va  QUITS  DECIDED  TO  GO  IN 
FOR  SANDHURST  ! " 

Mamma.  "THE  ARMY  is  STTCH  A  POOB  LOOK-OUT,  ALGY.     SCP- 

POSB  YOU  SHOULD  WANT  TO  MARRY  BOMB  DAY  !  " 

Algy.  "  POOH  !  MARRIAGE  is  AWFPL  ROT  !  /  SHALL  NEVER 
MARRY/" 


Algy  (next  morning,  after  breakfast).    "  I  SAT,  MOTHER,  WHAT  AN 

AWFULLY  JOLLY  GlRL   MlSS   BATES   IS  !      I   DANCED  SIX  TIMES  WITH 
HEB  !". 

Mamma.  "POOR  CISSY  BATES!    YES — A  VERY  NICE  GIKL,  BDT 

VIRY  BADLY  OFF,    I   FEAR  !  " 

Algy,  "  LOOK  HIRE,  MOTHER,  I  'VE  QUITS  DECIDED  TO  GIVB  UP 
THE  ARMY,  AND  GO  INTO  THE  GOVERNOR'S  BUSINESS  ! " 


THE  DARING  DUCKLING. 

OH,  where  is  he  going1,  and  what  will  he  do  ? 

And  will  he  to  warning  give  ear  and  turn  back  ? 
Or  will  he  prove  deaf  to  the  hullaballoo, 
And  make  his  own  choice  between  cackle  and  quack  ? 
Clnckitty-eluck  I 
Audacious  young  duck ! 
Is  he  off,  prematurely,  to  try  bis  own  luck  ? 

He  seemed  pretty  docile,  whilst  callow,  but,  lo ! 

He  has  fledged  very  fast,  his  wing-feathers  are  strong  ; 
And  look  at  him !    Chicks  are  not  apt  to  do  »o, 
True  chicks  that  to  genuine  Partletts  belong. 
Floppitty-flop ! 
Hi  I  paddler,  stop  I 
What  a  broad  bill  1    What  a  precious  plump  crop ! 

And  then  such  an  appetite !     JJ'antt, — oh !  no  end. 
A  true  Oliver  Ttaitt,  always  "  asking  for  more." 
Not  content  with  the  food  that  the  farmyard  can  lend, 
He  is  off  on  the  forage  afar  from  the  shore. 
Splashitty-splash ! 
Terribly  rash  I 
Looks  quite  suicidal  this  desperate  dash. 

A  web-footed  enfant  terrible  like  him 

Is  likely  to  flutter  the  best-managed  brood  ; 
He  might  cackle  and  strut  at  his  pleasure,  but  iwitn  f 
An  unnatural  freak  that  can  end  in  no  good. 
Wobblety-wobble ! 
Oh,  what  a  gobble  ! 
Better  return,  or  you  '11  get  in  a  hobble. 


Won't  f    What  a  wrong-headed  youngster  it  is ! 

Leads  the  old  hen,  oh  !  no  end  of  a  life. 
Something  not  right  in  his  feathers  and  phiz 
Bothers  the  brood,  and  keeps  stirring  up  strife. 
Unackitty-quack ! 
Off !    Ah,  good  lack, 
That  we  could  stand,  but—  how  will  he  come  back  '( 


A  CRUEL  FASHION. 

How  is  it  that  Fashion  and  Cruelty  so  often  go  hand  in  hand  ? 
We  are  not  speaking  of  the  Cruelty  with  which  fashionable  women 
treat  themselves  by  screwing  up  their  waists  and  displacing  many  of 
their  internal  organs,  but  of  the  manner  in  which  they  wear  birds 
and  the  plumage  of  birds,  and  thus  cauee  wholesale  slaughter  of  the 
fairest  denizens  of  the  air.  The  latest  horror  in  this  way,  according 
to  a  fashion  article  in  a  recent  number  of  the  Daily  Telegraph,  is 
"  white  doves'  wings,"  of  which  the  writer  says,  "  Fashion  has  pro- 
duced nothing  so  chaste  [Faugh !]  for  some  time  "  :  and  considerately 
adds,  that  it  would  be  better  taste  only  to  wear  two  or  three,  as 
"half-a-dozen  is  the  average  number  now  chosen !"  We  speak  of 
the  "  gentle  sex"  when  we  mean  the  fairer  portion  of  humanity,  but 
Ladies  iwill  not  deserve  the  epithet  if  they  cling  to  these  cruel 
fashions,  and  despoil  the  pretty  doves  for  their  adornment. 


A  SLY  DOG'S  MAXIM  (from  Toby's  collection,  entitled  "Forty 
Winki "). — Don't  let  somebody  else's  right  eye  know  what  your  left 
is  doing.  (N.B.— This  may  be  also  applied  pngilistically.) 


NOTES  FROM  THE  DIVORCE  COURT. — (1)  There  are  two  sides  to 
almost  all  questions,  and  there  is  a  Ban  in  every  case.  (2)  A  new 
moon  every  month.  But  this  does  not  apply  to  Honeymoons. 
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MUSIC    HATH    CHARMS;" 
OR,  SWEET  ARE  THE  USES  OF  ADVEBTISEMENT. 


rriHE  ROYAL  COLLEGE  OF  MUSIC, 


u 

T 


NDER  EXALTED  PATRONAGE. 


HE  LORD  MAYOR,  assisted  and  sup- 
ported by 

THE     ENTIRE     CORPORATION     OF 
THE  CITY  OF  LONDON,  will  give 

A  GRAND  MEDLEY  ENTERTAIN- 
MENT, introducing  clog-dancing:, 
double  back  somersault  throwing,  daring 
feats  on  the  inverted  trapt-ze,  ditch-dredg- 
ing, the  African  high  jump,  deep-sea  diving, 
and  other  miscellaneous  feats  of  skill  ana 
strength,  the  whole  concluding  with  a  mid- 
night steeple-chase  in  Epping  Forest,  for 
the  purpose  of  raising  a  fund  to  provide 

A    PERMANENT  UMBRELLA.-STAHD 

-£A-    for  the  use  of  Students  frequenting 

THE  ROYAL  COLLEGE  OF  MUSIC. 
Tickets,  seven  Guineas,  five  Guineas, 
and  a  few  places  still  vacant  on  the  Mansion 
House  root  at  £1  15«.  6rf. 

THE     MUSICAL     OMNIBUS""  COM- 
PANY Limited. 

THE  MUSICAL  OMNIBUS  COM- 
PANY. Extract  from  abridged  Pro- 
spectus : — "  This  Company,  formed  for  the 
purpose  of  supplying  suitable  means  of 
communication  between  the  outlying  sub- 
urbs and  the  Royal  College  of  Jfiuic,  has 
entered  into  a  contract  with  a  well-known 
firm  of  mechanical  piano-makers,  for  the 
construction  of  twenty  of  their  new  recrea- 
tive vehicles.  As  they  will  all  at  each 
revolution  of  the  wheel  rapidly  repeat  an 
elegant  and  original  melody  arranged  for 
not  less  than  three  strings,  and  as  a  distin- 
guished European  Conductor  will  accom- 
pany each  journey,  it  is  confidently  believed 
a  recourse  to  their  use  will  materially 
stimulate  the  musical  taste  of  both  inside 
and  outside  passengers.  N.B.— The  atten- 
tion of  investors  is  specially  directed  to  the 
fact  that  as  the  hind  wheels  of  the  Com- 
pany's Omnibuses  have,  with  a  view  to  the 
practical  illustration  of  an  occasional  perfect 
cadence  and  inversion  at  intervals,  been  left 
purposely  loose,  there  is  every  reason  to 
believe  that  when  the  scheme  is  in  full 
operation,  the  annual  turn-over  will  be  con- 
siderable. For  further  particulars  apply 
tothe  Secretary.^ 

SINGING  IN  THE  EARS.- Persons 
desirous  of  contracting  this  elegant 
and  melodious  malady  in  a  perfectly  in- 
curable shape,  can,  communicate  with  A.  B., 
College  Flats  facing  the  College,  where  a 
few  vacant  sets  of  apartments  may  still  be 
had  on  early  application. 

TO  THE  MEDIAEVAL  AND  ECCEN- 
TRIG. 

A  GENUINE  MINSTREL,  who  hw 
for  seventy  consecutive  years  taken 
the  First  Prize  in  the  Annual  Harp  Compe- 
tition at  the  Royal  College  of  Mutic,  desires 
an  engagement  in  a  quiet  and  romantic 
family,  where  the  services  of  an  aged  but 
accomplished  Bard  would  be  considered  an 
adequate  return  for  board,  lodging,  carriage 
exercise,  and  the  use,  if  required,  of  a 
coffin.  As  the  Advertiser,  who  has  a  long 
flowing  beard,  and  is  of  effective  appear- 
ance, will  by  ninety-seven  on  his  next 
birthday,  a  speedy  answer  is  solicited. 
N.B.— Would  beglad  to  hear  from  the  Pro- 
prietor of  tb'e  "  Welsh  Harp  "  at  Hendon. 


T 


HE  ORPHEUS  HAIR-BRUSH. 


THE   ORPHEUS   HAIR- BRUSH  has 
been  specially  designed  for  the  use  of 
bald  students  attending 

1HE  ROYAL  COLLEGE  OF  MUSIC. 


THE  ORPHEUS  HAIR-BRUSH  iscom- 
posed  of  the  finest  selected  Sebastian 
Bach  Hairs. 

THE  ORPHEUS  HAIR-BRUSH  should 
be  used  at  normal  intervals  confuoco. 

THE  ORPHEUS   HAIR-BRUSH  gives 
tone  to  the  head. 

SIR    GEORGE    GROVE  says,  "I  like 
the  look  of  it.     Send  one  to  MAC- 

FARRKN." 

8-  IR    GEORGE    MACFARREN   writes, 
"The  Handel  is   quite  a  Creation. 
Send  one  to  GROVK." 

SIR  ARTHUR  SULLIVAN  has  already 
received     several     anonymously    in 
registered  envelopes. 

THE    ORPH  EUS~~HAIRT  BRUSH^ 
Keep  ordering  of  your  Musical  Pub- 
lisher till  you  get^it. 

WASHING  WANTED.-A  Graduate, 
who  has  taken  high  honours  in 
Harmony  at  the  Royal  College  of  Music, 
having,  owing  to  the  unexpected  return  of 
an  Oratorio,  several  suspended  chords  in  his 
back -garden  for  which  he  has  no  further  use, 
will  be  happy  to  make  arrangements  with 
families  for  taking  in  their  washing. — 
Address,  B.  PIPER,  Mus.  Doc.,  Nightingale 
Lane,  E.  

TO  THE  INFIRM  AND  AGED.— A 
Powerful  and  acccomplinhed  kettle- 
drum player  (Savage  -  Club  Student, 
Chinese-Gong  Medallist,  First-class  Prize- 
man in  Slrepitibut  Inhumanioribtu,  Mus.  B. 
&  S.  of  Oxford  and  Cambridge)  is  desirous 
of  meeting  with  an  aged  couple  a  little  hard 
of  hearing,  to  whose  declining  years  his 
constant  performance  on  two  full-sized 
Bavarian  kettle-drums  might  prove  an 
agreeable  and  stimulating  solace.  Can  do 
thunder  -  salvos,  double-side  tattoo,  the 
Styrian  surprise,  flog-beating,  and  give  a 
capital  imitation  of  the  Storming  of  Ran- 
goon. Open  to  any  offer.  Would  not  object 
to  taking  turns  with  a  fog-signal  on  a 
Channel  steamer.  —  By  letter,  X.,  Post 

Office,  Deafenham.  

yOOLOQiCAL  AND  URGENT.  —  An 
/ 1  Indian  Rajah  anxious,  in  response  to 
the  appeal  of  a  distinguished  personage,  to 
assist  the  Royal  College  of  Music,  has, 
through  a  mistaken  translation  of  the  list  of 
wind  instruments,  presented  it  with  a  large 
consignment  of  full-grown  Cobras.  As  the 
Secretary  is  greatly  hampered  by  the 
presence  of  these  fine  but  deadly  creatures, 
who  are  now  loose  in  the  dormitory,  and 
greatly  excited  by  the  practice  of  the 
Violoncello  Class,  he  will  be  happy  to  part 
with  them  on  easy  terms  for  the  purpose  of 
founding  a  Scholarship  on  the  proceeds. 

MTJSICAL  PITCH.— A  large  "Surplus 
Stock  of  this  useful  commodity  now 
on  hand,  and  to  be  disposed  of  at  less  than 
cost-price.  As  the  Pitch  is  in  very  fine 
condition,  Amateur  Yachtsmen  who  have 
been  hitherto  unable  to  go  to  C  comfortably, 
should  order  without  delay.  Apply,  en- 
closing remittance,  to  the  Secretary,  as 
above. 


rnilE  ROYAL  COLLEGE  OF  MUSIC 
-L     ALE.          _ 

rriHE  ROYAL  COLLEGE  OF   MUSIC 
I      ALE  U  a  fine  diatonic  beverage. 

THE  ROYAL   COLLEGE  OF    MUSIC 
ALE  i«  much  stronger  than  Treble  X. 
THE  ROYAL   COI.IJJii:  OF   MUSIC 
ALEii  far  juperipr  to  Double  Bats. 
THB  ROYAL  COLLEiii:    o|     Ml  >ic 
ALE  is  more  sparkling  than  Monday 
Pop.  _  ___ 

THE  ROYAL  COLLEGE  OF  MUSIC 
ALE  can  be  had  in  barrel  organs. 
THE  ROYAL  COLLEGE   OF   MUSIC 
ALE  may  be  ordered  in  octaves. 
TIHE   ROYAL  COLLEGE    oF    MUSIC 
ALE  it  supplied  in  reputed  counter  - 
pints. 

THE   LANCET  says,  "We  have  tested 
the  Royal  College  of  Music  Ale,  and 
for  dancing  purposes  consider  it  equal  to 
Hop  Bitters.1' 

SIR  JULIUS   BENEDICT  writes,   "I 
prefer  it  to  Meyer-beer." 
rriHE   ROYAL   COLLEGE  OF  MUSIC 


RADUATES  IN  DIFFICULTIES 
vJT  from  having  been  unable  to  dispose 
of  their  own  musical  compositions,  can  by 
applying  to  Mr.  F.  Sharp,  be  assisted  in 
effecting  one  on  easy  and  harmonious  terms 
with  their  creditors,  as  above.—  Ledger 
Line  Bow.  EC.  _ 

WHY  N011  HAVE  A  MUSICAL 
FUNERALf  Anyone  sending  three 
postage  stamps  to  "  MAJHTCMO,  care  of  the 
Secretary,  at  the  College,"  will  receive  by 
return  an  exhaustive  pamphlet  satisfac- 
torily answering  this  trite  and  cheerful  little 
question. 

/CAUTION  TO  TRAVELLING  FEL- 
\U  LOWS.  The  Peninsular  and  Oriental, 
Orient,  White  Star,  and  National  Ocean 
Steamer  Companies,  give  notice  that  on  and 
after  the  First  of  next  month  they  decline 
to  carry  in  any  part  of  their  vessels,  under 
any  pretence  whatever,  holders  of  Travelling 
Fellowships  of  the  Royal  College  of  Mniio, 
without  receivinga  written  undertaking  that 
they  bring  with  them  no  ophicleide,  bassoon, 
double  baits,  piccolo,  triangle,  cymbals,  side- 
drum,  trombone,  or  other  dangerous  instru- 
ment, and  are  willing,  if  desirous  of  prac- 
tising their  scales  at  sea,  to  be  let  down 
into  the  hold  with  sealed  hatchways. 

A  RURAL  DEAN  in  a  large  and  popu- 
lous neighbourhood,  to  whom  it  has 
been  intimated  that  an  exalted  Royal  per- 
sonage would  be  gratified  by  his  making 
some  special  effort  to  raise  funds  for  the 
Royal  College  of  Music,  will,  on  the  termi- 
nation of  the  Evening  Service  on  Wednes- 
day next,  endeavour  to  stand  on  his  head 
in  his  own  pulpit.  As  it  is  his  first  essay  at 
any  feat  of  the  kind,  it  is  confidently  hoped 
that  the  attendance  will  be  proportionately 
large,  and  that  his  parishioners  will  con- 
tribute to  the  Offertory  on  the  occasion, 
which  will  be  devoted  solely  to  the  estab- 
lishment of  a  Triangle  Scholarship,  tenable 
for  life.  Further  particulars  will  be 
announced  shortly. 


BROKEN-DOWN.  O.UEEV8 

requi 
few  Bars'  rest,  will  be  glad  to  hear  from 


COUNSEL,  requiring  immediately  a 


the  Secretary,  9lA,  Lower  Serjeants'  Inn. 
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CLERICAL  DISCRETION. 

ON  the  part  of  "  the  oppo- 
nents of  the  Deceased  Wife's 
Sister  Bill,"  a  morning  paper 
declares  that ' '  they  have  great 
reason  to  complain  of  the  trick 
•which  has  been  played  them 
hy  its  promoters."  That  trick, 
BO  called,  is  simply  the  intro- 
duction into  the  Bill  in  Com- 
mittee of  a  clause  enabling 
(not  compelling)  Clergymen  to 
solemnise  the  marriages  which 
the  Bill  sanctions  in  churches. 
What  is  the  objection  to  this 
most  fair  and  equitable  pro- 
vision ?  That  "  it  will  throw 
on  every  parson  who  may  ob- 
ject to  officiate,  the  onus  of 
justifying  himself  in  not  doing 
that  which  an  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment says  may  lawfully  be 
done."  But  how  much  can 
that  onus  weigh  ?  His  justi- 
fication will  be  that  the  law 
allows  him  to  officiate  or 
refuse,  as  he  thinks  right. 
The  clause  c  iruplained  of  is  a 
conscience  clause  for  him,  and 
surely  the  onus  it  imposes  on 
him  is  not  an  ounce— indeed, 
is  less  heavy  than  a  scruple, 
or  even  than  a  grain.  Besides, 
what  is  the  permission  of 
Clergymen  to  celebrate  the 
marriages  which  an  Act  of 
Parliament  appoints  Regis- 
trars to  effect,  but  a  just  allow- 
ance of  the  liberty  to  use  their 
own  discretion,  if  they  have 
any,  as  probably  very  many 
of  them  will  be  found  to  have, 
with  respect  to  a  ministration 
which  they  conscientiously 
account  not  only  lawful  but 
right  ?  la  fact,  it  is  a  sort  of 
Parliamentary  Dispensation 
Clause. 


READING  the  Cornhill 
Magazine  is  taking  real  plea- 
sure with  a  great  deal  of 
PAYW. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    142. 


LORD  EDMOND  FITZMAURICE, 
A  FOREIGN  OFFICB  UNDER  SECRETARY-BIRD  AT  QOEITION  TIME. 


THE  TOOLE  BIRTHDAY 
BOOK. 

Alf  Irving  Birthday  Book 
has  just  been  published  by 
Messrs.  ROCTLEDGE  AND  SONS. 
Its  immediate  success  justifies 
the  compilation  of  the  Tools 
Birthday-Book,  dedicated  to 
the  hero  of  The  Birthday  of 
Podgers,  unique  farce,  in  one 
Act,  by  JOHN  HOLLINGSHEAD. 
We  are  enabled  to  give  the 
following  extracts : — 

For  every  Day  in  the  Year. 
— "  I  'm  a  working  man,  and 
I  've  only  a  hour  to  gtt  my 
dinner." — Podgers. 

Excursion  in  Aupust. — "I 
like  to  go  as  near  Nature  a« 
I  can  for  sixpence." — Caleb 
Plummer. 

Fireside  Amusements  in 
November.  —  "I  '11  have  a 
game  of  Bolo  and  Kachorka." 
—Artful  Cards. 

December.  —  "  Still  I  am 
not  happy"— (but  wheu  not 
"  still,"  I  am).— Aladdin. 

Masher's  Motto  when  offered 
a  Glass  of  Port.— •"  Not  before 
'  the  Boy.'  "—Aladdin. 

"Excuse  my  glove."— Spi- 
talfields  Weaver. 

For  Tennyson's  Birthday, 
— "  Give  it  to  the  Bard."— 
Chatoles. 

A  North  -  East  Wind  in 
March.— "It  does  make  me 
so  wild." — Steeple-chase. 

Wedding  Day  Anniversary. 
— "  I  married  a  girl  from 
Warsaw,  and  she  became 
Warsaw  and  Warsaw." — Stage- 
Dora. 

Disappointment.  —  "  He 
never  could  catch  the  Speaker's 
eye."—  Gujfin. 

Domesticity. — "  He  always 
came  home  to  tea." 


DCXNESS      ON      THE      STOCK 

EXCHANGE. — Old  Joes  quoted 
at  a  discount. 


A  PLAYFAIR  TO  THE  RESCUE. 

IF  there  is  one  scientific  fact  more  certain  than  another,  one  that 
has  been  proved  beyond  the  reach  of  cavil  or  controversy,  it  is  the 
efficacy  of  Vaccination  as  a  preventive  of  small-pox.  Thus,  when 
Mr.  PETBR  TAYLOR  got  up  in  the  House  of  Commons,  one  day  last 
week,  and  said  that  there  was  a  mass  of  testimony  to  show  that 
Vaccination  was  a  failure,  he  stated  that  which  was  not  the  fact. 
And  when  he  added  that  small-pox  had  increased  since  Vaccination 
had  been  compulsory,  he  said,  with  all  due  respect  to  the  Honourable 
Member,  that  which  was  not  true.  We  are  not  sorry,  however,  that 
these  monstrous  mis-statements  were  made,  for  it  gave  Sir  LYON 
PLAYFAIR  an  opportunity  of  drawing  hu  lancet,  so  to  speak,  and 
smiting  Messrs.  TAYLOR  and  HOPWOOD  hip  and  thigh.  A  man,  as  he 
said,  had  a  perfect  right  to  procure  for  himself  an  attack  of  small- 
pox, if  he  lived  entirely  isolated ;  but  he  had  no  such  right,  if  he 
was  a  member  of  a  community,  to  make  himself,  either  in  person  or 
by  deputy,  a  focus  of  contagion. 

Well  might  Sir  CHARLES  DILKE  say  that,  after  the  speeches  of  the 
Anti- Vaccination  fanatics,  his  own  feeling  was  one  of  astonishment 
that,  having  been  frequently  vaccinated,  he  was  still  alive ;  and  the 
House  showed  its  full  agreement  with  Sir  LYON  PLAYFAIH,  for  only 
sixteen  Members  sided  with  Mr.  TAYLOR — erotchetty  Radicals  most 
of  them  like  Mr.  COWEN,  for  example,  who  belongs  to  one  party  and 
always  votes  with  the  other.  The  large  majority  of  270  has,  it  is  to 
be  hoped,  settled  the  question  for  the  present  generation  at  all  events, 
and  the  terrible  scourge  of  small-pox  will  still  continue  to  be  suc- 
cessfully combated  by  the  immortal  discovery  of  JENNER— one  of 
the  greatest  gifts  bestowed  by  Providence  upon  suffering  humanity. 


SONGS  OP  THE  STREETS. 

THE  POLITE  POLICEMAN  AT  HAMILTON  PLACE. 

(Sings.) 
WHAT  will  you  do,  Ma'am,  when  you  are  going— 

With  smart  dress  flowing — towards  the  Row  '? 
What  will  you  do,  Ma'am,  with  all  the  hurry, 

The  crush  and  worry '?—!  don't  quite  know  1 
When  people  scurry,  and  cabs  advancing, 

With  horses  prancing  taeir  course  pursue  ; 
Don't  take  alarm,  Ma'am ;  you  '11  take  no  harm,  Ma'am  ; 

But  take  my  arm,  Ma'am -I  '11  see  you  through  ! 

What  will  you  do,  Ma'am,  when  Hansoms  clatter, 

And  panels  shatter,  and  drivers  swear  ? 
What  will  you  do.  Ma'am,  with  horses  sliding, 

And  drags  colliding  ?— You  're  in  despair  ! 
But  gently  chiding,  with  voice  seraphic, 

I  stop  the  traffic,  at  once  for  you ! 
So  oome,  you  see,  Ma'am,  in  charge  of  me,  Ma'am. 

I  want  no  fee,  Ma'am— I  '11  see  you  through  ! 


A  REAL  HARPY  THOUGHT.— Mr.  JOHN  THOMAS'S— the  Bard's— 
Concert,  with  an  Orchestra  of  Harps.  What  an  entertainment  for 
the  "  Welsh  Harp"  at  Hendon,  if  he  had  only  happened  to  think  ot 
it  at  the  time. 


COEEESPONDENTS.  —  In  no  aasx  can   rnntrihnfi™.    ^Ti 


T>,-;,,toj   *r«»». 


rptnfTlpH       nnlail 
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v  Ouy'd  f  FheX  144 
Additional  Verne  to  an  Old  Song,  Hi 
Adjutant'^  HIM  Again  !  (The).  VW 
AdvertlHing  Suggestion  (An).  81 
Affirmation  Dobate  in  a  NuUhull  (Tho), 

2!tl 

Alter  the  Private  View,  217 
Amateur  Actors  "11  the  Line,  117 
Amatuir  Piny-bill  (An),  117 
Annexation  made  Ea*y,  207 
Another  Little  Holiday.  92 
Anson  Apology  (An),  877 
Ap-py  Thought,  1(8 
Arriving  at  Amateurity,  103 
'Arry  on  his  t'ntics  and  Champion*,  ISO 
Art  too  much  at  Home,  62 
At  Bow  Street,  201 
Attractive    Bait    at    the    In'i  ruational 

Fisheries,  238 
Avis  in  TerrK  96 
BAIIV  in  the  Tr»in  (Tl.o),  1!3 
Buck  to  the  Play,  48 
Hank  Note*.  98 
Beautiful  l>anulx>(The),  90 
"  Bells  "  (The).  152 
Biographical  Bogie  (The),  IS 
Blessings  of  the  Budo-et,  )»2 
BosvA-Bchofll  AccompllUIMnl    A),  l.'iS 
Bobeaud  lijdgcs,  41 
Boiling  Pot  (Tho),  149 
Bold  Roman  Hand  (A),  2(2 
BombaHtes  Bobadil  at  Home,  184 
Bound  for  Moscow,  !43 
Bracing  Atmosphere  (AX  240 
Brittfh  M.P.  (The).  Ill 
Broken  Reid  (A),  17S 
Bumble  and  the  Troglodyte,  119 
Bumbledom  Again.  73 
"  Bumbledom  Again  " — once  more,  86 
Bumper  at  Parling(A),  !98 
Bumptious  Boy  (The),  174 
CACKLE,  147 

"  Caste"  in  our  Eye  (A),  100 
Cast-iron  Editor  (AX  191 
Cave  Prlem  1 174 

Charitable  Thought-Reader  (A),  :!CO 
Charity  Balls  and  Concerts,  6 
Cheek  and  Colour,  •.  05 
Chew  ;  or,  All  on  the  Square,  128 
Children's   Fancy  Cotton   Dura  Ball  at 

the  Marsion  House  (The),  14 
City  Intelligence,  270 
City  of  Dreadful  Dlit(The),  S 
Clear  the  Way  !  2(4 
Colloquy  on  Army  Economy,  178 
Colomba,  Ac.,  Iffi 
Coming  Ribbon  (Tho),  185 
Companion  to  the  Weather  Forecast*,  23 
tViii)  l.rto  Letter- Writer  on  the  Nile,  233 
Conspirators'  Chorus  (The),  21!> 
Cor|x>rations  and  Quittances,  £7 
Cornet  Chord  (The),  118 
"  Corrupt  Practices,"  S97 
Criuolelte,  I.' 3 
Cruel  Faehion  (A),  80(1 
Cry  from  the  Shop  !  (A),  267 
DARING  Duckling  (The),  S06 
Declaration  and  Tavy.  202 
Diary  of  the  Premier  Abroad,  M 
Dloky-Birds  at  Dinner,  286 
"  Dictionary  of  Common  Wants"  (A),  J7 
Dies  Non,  9 
Discretion  and  Valour,  S£6 


Disclaimer  (AX  10 

"  Distribution."  140 

Dlx's  Land.  149 

Dlz-tinction  (A).  14! 

Doctor's  Dream  (The).  38 

Doing  the  Grand  1  1(3 

"  Doubtful."  310 

Dowager  Ducher-a's  Caprice  (The),  1(8 

Dramatic  Notes,  SIT 

Dramatic  Tonic  (AX  "S 

Drury  Lane  and  Klsewhcio,  4 

Du'chrnan's  Big  Dog  (The',  157 

Duties  to  Dumb  Animals,  226 

Duty  on  Doctors  (AX  2"6 

EASTER  Holiday  In  Paris  (An),  U6 

Baiter  Rcvltw  (Ao).  133 

Echo  on  the  Hltuntion.  Ill 

Empire  in  Danger  Again  (TheX  129 

Encore  Verse  (An),  1 8 

Enraged  Mutlciau  (The),  258 

Epitaph  by  a  Fellow,  39 

Fpsom  Epigrams,  249 

Etmenlda,  177 

Ktbooco  of  Parliament.  75,  87,  102,  Ac. 

Kxp  lied  Pretenders,  51 

Extraordinary  Play- Bill  (AnX  195 

FANUT  at  the  great  Fish  Show,  237 

Fancy  Dress  Rail  at  the  Mansion  Houne,  41 

Farewell  to  the  "  Festive  Season,"  II 

Fedora  on  the  "Tappy,"  73* 

Festive  gale  (A).  274 

Fisheries  Exhibition  (The),  202 

Flora's  Protest,  21* 

Klotow,  61 

Fog  on  the  Brain,  11 

Foiled  !  Ac.,  II* 

Foolish  Forty.  S5 

Footman's  Grievance  (A ',  204 

For  Joe  I  1(8 

Forlorn  Hope  (A).  96 

For  Royal  Musical Colligians,  185 

"  Fratcr  Alfred  ataue  Vale  "  UO 

Free  Trade  for  Farmi  rs,  504 

French  Andromeda  tThoX  66 

F.iend  John,  282 

OAHTY  Gossip,  28 

Gaiety  Novice  iTho),  70 

Gambetta  and  Chanzy— Statesman  and 

Soldier,  18 

Gammon  of  Bacon,  f  3 
Get!  ing  Out  of  a  8cr  ape.  36 
Ghost's  Btnevtleut  Association  (TheX  S5 
llhoulith  Railway  (TboX  U9 
Ulud  Sew  Year(A).  10 
Gleanlups  from  the  Papers,  ?SS 
Golden  Words  from  a  Van  of  Metal,  2S1 
Good  Fairy  Competition  (The),  2S 
Good"  Impulse  r' (A).  188 
Gocd  New  Times  (The),  166 
Grand  Opening  of    the  New  Piccadilly 

Water-works,  216 
Gtutave  Doro.  (2 
HALF  8rA8  Under.  S14 
Handbook  of  Knowledge  (A',   ISC,  J27, 

277 

Handel  Festival.  278 
"  Happy  Family  "  (The),  153 
"  Happy  Uy  Jropot  "  (TheX  37 
Harcourt's  "  Rapid  Act,"  186 
Harlequin  Sacred  Jackass,  257 
Harvest  of  the  Sea  (The).  484 
Hat  that  Braved  (TheX  8* 
Heard  on  the  Bill,  25J 


"  Hidden  Hand"  (TbeX  101 

Hints  from  the  Hindoo,  45 

His  Flnt  Budget,  158 

His  Own  Proscription,  SO 

History  of  the  Next  War  (The1,  261 

Holiday  Haunts,  242 

Holiday  Plots.  S40 

Home  Comfort*.  1 59 

Home-truths  from  Abroad,  It) 

Honours  Undivided,  63 

Hope  fur  All,  191 

How  Bull-Apis  went  up  ajraioit  Tel-el- 

Keblr.  It 

Howl  from  the  Hansom  (AX  60 
How  to  Amuse  the  Children,  17 
Hvgiea  Victrlx.  72 
Hysterical  Religion.  18 
INDUSTRIOUS  and  Idle  Warriors  (Hie)  US 

n  Earnest,  190 

nmy  E«sy  Chair,  M 

otereaiing  Discovery,  111 

n  the  Nor  1)1  Countiee,  154 

nvalid's  Notes  (An),  39 
Purltanl.  U» 

rlsn  Ideas,  113 

Italiano  in  Co  vent  Garden,  189 
JEREMIAD  (A),  DO 
John  Brown,  168 
John  Riihard  Green,  121) 
John  to  John,  45 
.lolly  Young  Rifleman  (The),  135 
Justice  Out  In  the  O.ld,  7  J 
Justice  to  the  Doctors.  SSI 
Ktirbivis  Pocket-Book  (The),  131 
King  Hob,  170 
••  Knights  at  the  Play,*  16S 
Know  ye  the  Land  t  88 
LA  I  Giocor.da  !  280 
Lake*  and  Locomotives,  96 
Law  and  Equity  tinder  one  Roof,  118 
Lawn-Tennis  in  Winter,  58 
Law  t>.  Honey,  Sis 
Lay  of  Modern  Russia  (A).  »57 
Lay  of  the  Ai  nied  Burglar  (The),  33 
Lay  of  th"  Iclitbyophigist  (Tlio,  41 
Layaofa  Lazy  Minstrel.  278,  UO 
Le  Chemln  du  Parody  pour  Too!e  Monde, 

173 

Leg«l  Delight*.  SI 
•'  Lea  Malades  M.lgro1  Eux,*  48 
Letter  to  the  Editor,  51,  99 
l.iH.vi  lit.  Lyrist  (A).  S9S 
Little  Abroad  (AX  64 
Little  Farah  and  her  Youthful  Bailies,  1(9 
L  ttle  too  Late  (A),  130 
Local  Option,  226 
-Look  at  the  Clock  I "  12S 
Lord  Mayor's  Nest  (A),  188 
Love  and  Law,  125 
MAGIC  Spectacles  (The\  265 
Magnate  ami  the  Silver  Streak  (The),  1C6 
Making  a  Mountain  of  Monte  Carlo,  180 
Maklnx  of  a  Magazine  (The),  141 
March  Madrigal  (A).  ISO 
Marrird  Woman'*  Property  Act  (The),  11 
May-l)iy.  J-.9 
Mayor's  Nest  (The),  146 
Medals  and  Mufti,  168 
Mems.  of  a  Distinguished  Amateur,  1 
Midwinter  Annuals.  9 
Ministerial  Srateuii-lit  (A),  106 
Ministry  and  the  Mint  (TheX  165 
Mistaken  Impressions,  2(8 


Modern  Got  In  (The',  tg 

Modern  King  Pest  (TheX  It 

Modest  Spread-Eagle  (TheX  141 

Molly-Coddling  Legislation,  193 

More  Light  I  47 

More  Remarkable  Statement*,  197 

More  W.x  than  Honey,  IV4 

Mr.  Greenhorn's  Experience*,  155 

Mr.  Punch'*  Metropolitan  Improvement 

Acts.  J67 

Mrs.  Gamp  on  the  "  Royal  Red  Crow,"  stt 
Mrs.  Genina.  178 
Musical  Note,  219 
"  Music  bath  Charm*,'  f<W 
Musician  of  the  Future  (TheX  H* 
My  Derby  Day,  S64 
My  Kale.  S18 
Miatic  Rite  (AX  66 
My  TVlescope.  .16 
My  Unearned  Ii.-CTement,  Ml 
NAME  I  Name  I  113 
Napoleon  pour  Rire  I  41 
Neglected  Musical  Inurnment*,  110 
New  Baronet  (The),  138 
New  Colour  for  the  Army  (Tb»X  1(1 
New  Departure  in  Criticism  (TheX  12 
New  l-amps  for  Old,  145 
New  Passenger  I  The),  6 
New  Piccadilly  Water-work*.  1«8 
New  Theatrical  Regulation  Bill  (A),  115 
NevTiiil  I  A).  34 
New  Ver>|.  n.  263 
New  "Whip  "(A),  114 
Night  of  Waterloo  (Place)  (TheX  S26 
No  Ball  I  »»7 
Noctes  Atnbroaiaraj,  S29 
Not  Deed  yet!  SI 

"  Note  of  Buky  Preparation  "  (The),  SI 
Notes  at  Commemoration,  198 
Note*    by  Plcisman  X.   at  Cumber  lard 

Gate.  1/4 

Note*  from  *  Whistler.  113 
Note*  from  the  Disry  r.f  a  City  Walter,  190 
Notions  for  the  New  Year,  10 
Novelty  (A).  7S 
Nursery  Rhyme  (AX  14S 
ODE  to  Spring,  S06 
Official  Answer  I  AnX  176 
"  Of  what  I*  the  Old  Man  thinking ! "  191 
Old  "Stroke"  (TheX  lit 
On  a  Certain  Debate,  113 
On  a  Drag,  2(9 

On  the  Hlxhcet  Authority,  33 
On  the  Trail,  f  0 

Opening  of  the  New  Fish-Market,  Sin 
"O  Tampon !"  143 
Our  Academy  Guide,  StO,  237 
Our  Adv(rti-er»,  47 
Our  Agreeable  Birthday-Book  Series,  9, 

49.97 

Our  Dsrk  Blue  l.'ne.  186 
Our  Future  Lord  Mayor.  121 
Our  Glut  of  Great  Men.  S9 
Our  M"sic  of  the  Future,  11! 
Our  Offishial  lin. ,'.,-,  !42,  216,  171  *c 
Our  Opening  Day,  SI 
Our  1'lei  for  <),n-u  Spice*,  2(6 
PA  IN rf  I.  Dcutj»liy.  *4 
Pair  of  SiKctaclea  and  Different  Sigl-ts 

(A).  1.1 

Passenger  Duties.  1(5 
Pen  and  the  Petticoat  (The).  129 
Plgcon-Enftluh,  132 
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Plaint  of  the  Plumber  and  Builder  (TheX  27 

Playbill  of  the  Future  (The),  288 

PJnyfair  to  the  Rescue  (A),  310 

"  Play 's  the  Thing  "  (The),  86 

Plimsoll's  Pa-an,  159 

Plimsoll's  Petition,  166 

Plou-Plon  in  Chains,  37 

Plon-Plon  in  England,  (9 

Poetical  Licences,  76 

Poetry  and  Pathology,  249 

Poetry  of  the  Scottish  Peerage,  118 

Poor  Duke  (The),  74 

Popular  Superstitions  Explained,  110 

Prattle  from  the  Provinces.  140 

Preparations  for  the  Acalemy  Banquet, 

SOS 

Primrose  Day,  502 
Princes  and  the  Fishmongers,  251 
Private  and  Confidential,  110 
Private  Bills  and  Projects,  53 
Proclamation  (A).  47 
Programme  and  Progress.  113 
Prosecuting — a  Search.  192 
Psalm  of  Death  (The),  89 
QOESTIO.I  of  Colour  (A),  274 
Question  of  Wind  (A>,  143 
RARE  Artistic  Opportunity,  66 
Bather  Crafty,  190 
Rather  Irregular,  $10 
Rational  Dress  Show  (The),  151 
Ready  I  62 

Real  Domestic  Bliss,  89 
Real  Easter  Holiday  (A),  157 
Reckless  Writing  and  Careless  Puffing,  125 
"  Regular  Owd  an'  Owd  'Un  "  (A),  163 
Reports  of  Our  Own  City  Commissioner,  17 
Research  with  Humanity,  228 
Reynard's  Diary  for  1893,  129 
"Richardson's"  Revived,  137 
Richard  Wagner,  92 
Robert's  Christmas  Story,  12 
"  Robert"  Interviewed,  108 
Romance  of  Journalism  (The),  33 
Rough  and  the  Rail  (The).  124 
Round  about  the  City  Courts,  58 
Round  about  the  Law  Courts,  40 
Round  of  Amusements  (A),  181 
Royal   Society   of    Painters    In    Water- 

Colours  (The).  213 
BAOE  Greeu,  156 
Sarah's  Sale,  84 

Sauce  for  the  Goose  and  the  Gander,  34 
Scene  in  the  Court  of  Queen's  Bench,  204 
School-Board  (The),  282 
"  Scratched  I  "  270 
"Seasonable  Weather,"  22 
Sensible  Advice,  250 
Shakspearian  Meditation  (A),  131 
Short  Commons,  42 
Show  Sunday,  Ac.,  178 
Shy  at  the  Sticks  (A),  249 
Signs  of  the  Season,  250 
••Silver  Streak"  (The),  216 
"  Silver  Thames  "  (The),  70, 137 
Silver  Wedding  (The).  107 
Sixpenny  "  Wire"  (The),  161 
Social  Revolution  (The),  34 
Society  Dramatist  (The).  160 
Solitary  Weeper  (The),  61 
Some  Day,  198 
So  Much  Improved  !  241 
Song  of  a  Centre,  154 
Song  of  Sixpence  (A),  286 
Song  of  South  London  (A),  73 
Song  of  the  Shoap-Farmer  (The),  85 
Song  of  the  Statue  (The),  305 
Bongs  of  the  Streets,  310 
Sortes  Derbyame,  250 
Sportsman  on  Rational  Dress  (A).  267 
Sportsman's  Exhibition  (The),  65 
"  Spring's  Delights,"  202 
"  Starving  Doctor  "  (A),  122 
Stave  for  Easter  Monday,  142 
"Stay "Not!  73 
Step  by  Step,  61 
Stray  Sunbeams,  194 
St.  Stephen's  Ferry,  16J 
"Supply,"  193 
TALE  of  Troy  (TheX  276 
Teaching  the  Toung  Idea,  69 
Telegram,  288 
That  Dreadful  Doctor  !  201 
That  Kirby  Green  !  86 
That  Three  Ha'pence  !  173 
Theatre  of  the  Future  (The),  183 
Theatre  Royal,  Westminster,  1C9 
"  Thin  Red  Line  "  (The),  179 
Three  Fishmongers,  249 
Threefold  Security,  14J 
Thoughts  on  the  New  Primate,  11 
"Tiddy  follul!"255 
To  Aquarius,  99 
To  "  Hubert"  from  Toby,  147 
Toilers  and  Spinners,  178 
To  Lord  Coleridge.  262 
Tokens  Up  There  !  59 
Toole  Birthday  Book  (The),  310 
Trial  by  Judge,  3 
Trying  it  on,  239 
Turn  at  the  Handel  (A),  S04 


Two  Hundred  (The),  190 

Two  Lights,  153 

Two  Queens  of  Beauty,  50 

Two  Roses  (The),  154 

"  Two  to  One  on  the  Field  !  "  214 

UXHAPPV  by  Act  of  Parliament,  276 

Unrequited  Advance.  1B6 

Up  a  Family  Tree  !  6 

"  Uprouse  ye,  then,  my  Merry  Men,"  26 

VENETIAN  Dinner  Song  (A),  148 

Ventilating  Questions,  97 

Venus  and  Mars,  238 

Very  Private  View  of  the  Grosrenor  (A>, 

213 

Viceroy  for  Africa  (AX  261 
Vindicating  the  Law.  48 
WAIL  from  the  City  (The),  86 
Waiting  an  Answer.  76 
Wanted,  a  Test  Act?  202 
Wanted,  a  Water-League,  85 
Wants  to  Know,  130 
'Ware  Horoes !  292 

"Warham  Comer"  in  the  Strand(A),293 
Watt's  This?  166 
Way  the  Money  Goes  (The),  155 
What  shall  We  do  witb  it?  117 
What  They  will  Come  to,  180 
"  W  hat  will  he  Do  with  him  !  "  76 
"  Where  are  the  Police  ?  "  174 
Whistler  in  Venice,  107 
Wbitcy-Browniug  Society  (The).  192 
Why  Brighton  is  Chosen  for  the  Easter 

Review,  70 

Will  and  the  Way  (A).  161 
William  Chambers,  255 
Will  it  all  End  in  Smoke  ?  107 
Witty  Ma»ee,  235 
Word  for  the  Doctors  (A),  170 
Word  in  the  Season  to  the  New  Piccadilly 

Water-colour  Works  (A),  298 
Word  with  Bismarck  (A),  25 

LARGE  ENGRAVINGS. 

BrjMpnous  Boy  (The),  175 

4 '  By  your  Leave  !  "  2U5 

Daring  Duckling  (The),  307 

"Doubtful,"  81 1 

Dream  of  the  Future  (AX  199 

Easter  Review  (An),  139 

Exit  Caliban,  223 

French  Andromeda  (The),  67 

Harvest  of  the  Sea  (The).  235 

"  Hidden  Hand  "  (The),  103 

His  Own  Prescription,  31 

Momentous  Question  (A),  259 

Xapoldon  pour  Rire,  43 

New  Passenger  (The),  7 

Old  "Stroke "(The),  115 

On  the  Trail,  91 

Our  Opening  Djy,  78,  79 

Our  "Vigilance  Committee,"  55 

"  Police  Intelligence."  187 

Republic  is— Peace  (The),  19 

Rough  and  the  Rail  (The),  127 

"  Scratched  1  "271 

Shy  at  the  Sticks  (A),  246,  247 

Silver  Wedding  (A),  283 

Spoiling  the  Spoilers,  151 

St.  Stephen's  Ferry,  163 

SMALL  ENGRAVINGS. 

ACADEMY  Sketches,  220,  537,  244 

Agriculture  on  the  Floods,  94 

Alfred  Austin,  Esq.,  107 

Algernon  Bertram  Mitford.  C.B.,  59 

Amateur  Painter  in  Water-Colours,  174 

Aphrodite  and  Alexandra,  50 

Aristocratic    Amateur    and     Provincial 

Manager,  222 

Aristocratic  Amateur's  Experience,  290 
Aristocratic  Banner-Bearer  (An),  243 


Artist  who  Sold  his  Picture  (The),  217 
Ascot  Sketches,  276 

Barber's  Opinion  of  a  Crack  Regiment,  159 
Battle  of  Waterloo  Station  (The),  303 
Big  Dog  that  likes  Bones  (A),  68 
Binks's  Black  Gloves.  229 
Bishop  and  the  little  Yankee,  51 
Boat-race  Sketches,  132 
41  Bronzes  "  and  "  Bluenettes,"  83 
Butler  and  Oil-Painter,  179 
Cabby  and  the  Blue  Ribbon,  13 
Cabinet  of  "  Brio-bats"  (A).  131 
Carrier  and  Artist's  Picture,  167 
Cetewayo  as  Paul  Pry,  15 
Chief-Superintendent  Williamson,  190 
Guilders  returns  Three -halfpence,  171 
Conscience-stricken  Elder  (A;,  239 
Cricket  Prospects,  288 
Crowd  at  Hamilton  Place  (A),  292 
Cruise  of  the  Crews,  101 
Cuckoo  without  the  Clock  (A),  157 
Dancing  Lldy's  Indifferent  Partner,  186 
Daughter  or  Grandmother?  99 
Design  for  New  Wall  Paper,  231 
Difference    between  Printing  and  Pub- 
lishing, 71 

Dr.  Andrew  Clarke,  34 
Drop  of  Essence  (A),  75 
Dr.  Richaidson  retorting,  88 
Ducal  Lord  Mayor  (A).  82 
Effie  and  her  Nurserymaid,  100 
Egyptian  Staff  v.  Crutches,  45 
England's  Invisible  Army,  161 
Equestrian  in  Vehicular  Throng,  215 
Euclid's  Trustworthiness,  207 
Fashionable  Fixtures,  305 
Fisheries  Exhibition  (The),  189 
Fond  Mother  and  Good  Son  (A),  150 
Francis  Kuollys,  Esq.,  C.B.,  22 
Frank  Holl,  Esq.,  R.  A.,  166 
French  Washerwomen   and  Gladstone's 

Collars,  79 

George  returns  home  tipsy,  95 
German  Lady  on  Euglish  Complexions, 

162 

Gladstone  and  Northcoto  at  Monaco,  46 
Going  to  book  Places  for  a  Play,  275 
Grandmamma's  "  Miserable  Table,"  119 
Grand  Old  Giant  (The),  29 
Grigsby  as  a  Wine-Merchant,  219 
Grosveuor  Gallery  Gems,  253,  297 
Hairdresser's  Waterpipes  (The),  230 
Hartington  dyeing  Army  Uniforms,  153 
Hats  in  the  House  of  Commons,  Iti5 
Impressionist  Pictures,  2*8 
Inebriate's  Opinion  on  Whiskey,  242 
Invitations  to  Dances,  85 
Irish  Car-Driver's  Thin  Horse,  23 
Irish  Officer  and  the  Late  Train,  35 
Jamei  Nasmyth,  39 
James  Staats  Forbes,  Esq.,  73 
John  Morloy,  Esq.,  M.P.,  154 
Jolly  John  Bright's  Song,  98 
Jones's  Compliment  to  Mrs.  Quiverful,  54 
Judkins's  Fresh  Horse,  25 
Juvenile  Sketches  from  Royal  Academy, 

285 

Ladies  retiring  from  Dlning-Room.  30 
Lady  and  Scientific  Young  M*n,  256 
Lidy  Midas  and  the  Railway  Train.  102 
Lady's  Ideas  on  Foxhunting  (A),  155 
Lay  Figure  in  Amateur's  Picture,  133 
Leaning  against  a  Soft  Head,  106 
Lewis  and  the  Public  Prosecutor,  182 
Lieut.-Colonel  James  R.  Farquharson,  70 
Life-boat  Man  (The),  61 
Little  Ducks,  29 

Lively  End  of  Dinner-Table  (The),  282 
Lives  of  Plutarch  (The1,  93 
Living  in  a  Menagerie,  135 
Long  Parliamentarians  and  Short  Com- 
mons, 203 


Lord  Elward  Fitzmaurice.  307 
Lord  Henry  Lennox,  M. P.,  178 
Lord  Lansdowne,  262 
Lord  Wolseley  and  Sir  F.  Roberts,  255 
Mamma  and  Athletic  Daughters,  234 
Mamma's  Opinion  of  Euclid,  3 
Marlborough  Street  and  Bow  Street,  122 
"Masher's"   reason   for  coming  Homo 

late,  14 

Maud's  Account  of  the  Play,  74 
Mayor's  Neat  (The),  146 
Miss  Masham  objects  to  Blue  Ribbon,  24 
Miss  Robinson  meets  Lady  Friend,  254 
Mr.  Brown  Seeking  his  Own  House,  299 
Mr.  Justice  Chitty,  130 
Mr.  Justice  Field,  118 
Mrs.  Brown's  badly-made  Dress,  263 
Mrs.  Smith  leaving  Jones's  Party,  114 
Murphy's  "  Mixing  "  iu  Society,  169 
Musical  College  Nursery  Rbymo,  69 
Musical  Notes,  153 
Northampton  Valentine  (The),  82 
Old  Gent  and  Female  Cadger,  2&7 
O'd  Gent  and  Income-tax,  J56 
Old  Lady  and  Briefless  Barrister,  52 
Opening  of  the  New  Law  Courts,  26 
Orleatiut  Princes'  Dismiss  il  (The),  111 
Oxbridge  Coxswain  and  Dancing  Lady,  1 26 
Painting  Dukes  and  Duchesses,  1^3 
Pantomime  of  the  Future  (The),  21 
Paris  v.  Miidstono,  63 
Parliamentary  and  Theatrical  Celebrities, 

124 

Parliamentary  Chess-Board,  87 
Paying  the  Cook's  Fare,  206 
Peculiarity  of  the  Tortoise,  81 
Photojri(,hin?  a  Poultry-Dealer,  6 
Piscator  hooks  a  Fryiug-Pan,  58 
Plays  upon  Plays,  300 
Policeman  and  Armed  Burglar,  96 
PrepaTing  Pupils  for  Confirmation,  277 
Prince  George  of  Wales,  2!)S 
Prince  of  Wales  playing  to  Fishes,  231 
Prodigal  Son  and  Stern  Father,  278 
Prospects  of  the  Brighton  Beview,  113, 137 
Punch,  Gladstone's  Thought-Reader,  291 
Punch's  Premier  Puzzle,  60 
Queen  of  Hearts  and  the  Ace,  117 
Reading  Snuggery  (A),  11 
Reading  the  Belt  Case,  47 
Heading  the  Lancet.  42 
Reason  for  not  being  Blackballed,  802 
Reasons  for  a  Bottle  of  "  Pipor,"  191 
Recruit  Describing  his  Brigade,  289 
Rector's  Wife  arid  Greengrocer,  172 
Red  Nose  and  East  Wind,  141 
Rejected  Suitor(A),  37 
Result  of  Ally's  First  Ball,  306 
Returning  Love-Letters,  251 
Right  Rev.  Edward  White  Benson,  10 
"  Robert"  and  the  Yankee,  108 
Rosobery  Jockey  thrown  (The),  279 
Royal  Academy  Maypole  Dance,  218 
Sending  and  Accepting  Invitations,  210 
Shakspearian  Commentators,  84 
Shaving  Up  or  Down?  14" 
Shelley  Birthday-Book  (A),  27 
Shooting  at  Terra-cotta  Plates,  89 
Sir  Archibald  Levin  Smith,  274 
Sir  George  B.  Airy,  214 
Sir  Gorgius  Midas  in  the  Chair,  198 
Sir  Gorgius's  Display  of  Plate,  90 
Sir  James  T.  Ingham,  22U 
Sir  R.  Cunliffe  Owen,  283 
Sir  Spencer  Wells,  Bart.,  238 
Sir  Watkin  Williams- Wynn,  202 
Sketches  from  "  Boz,"  160,  300 
Snobley  and  American  Belle,  265 
Specimens  of  Marriageable  Men,  258 
Spill  in  Mud-Salad  Market,  281 
Spring  and  the  City  Children,  266 
Spring  Cleaning  (A),  I'.'l 
Steam  Demon  (The),  134 
Stock  Exchange  Joke  (A),  109 
Straits  of  Macassar  (The),  170 
Sunday  or  Wednesday  ?  li>6 
Titled  Actors  in  Green-room,  270 
Todeson  Carries  a  Countess's  Luggage, 

294 
Tommy's  Talk  with  the  French  Cook, 

18 

Treading  on  a  Lady's  Foot,  219 
Triumph  of  Sir  Pigeon  1  123 
Twelfth-Night  Characters,  2 
Two  Men  met  on  Academy  Stairs,  227 
Turf  Guy'd  (The),  241 
Universities'  Boat-race  (TheX  121 
Vacciitated  Lady-Love  (A),  110 
Vehicular  Block  near  Marble  Arch,  267 
Viscount  Rauelagh  and  Baron  Jones, 

142 

Wagstaff's  Creditors,  61 
Wedding  Dinner  Failure  (A),  88 
Westminster  Waxworks  (1'he),   268, 

i'Ol 

Why  little  Ida  didn't  Langh,  129 
Why   the    Scullery    wasn't    White- 
washed, 33 

Why  Tommy  hadn't  Wished,  143 
Winner  of  the  Derby  (The),  250 
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I"  DRAW,  and  am  not  '  drawn,' "  said  Mr.  PUNCH,  with  significant,  though  courteous  sententiousness. 
-L       Brother  JONATHAN  cast  his  eyes,  gleaming  with  appreciation  and  an  imminent  joke,  around  the  Sage's  "  snuggery." 

"  Wai,  Siree,"  said  he,  winkishly.  "  I  don't  know  about  '  drawn,"  but  I  '11  be  hanged  if  you  are  not  comfortably 
'  quartered.' " 

TOBY,  who  was  enacting  the  part  of  canine  Ganymede,  for  the  occasion,  yapped  suggestively. 

"  I  guess  the  genius  loci  inspired  me  that  time,  TOBY,"  said  JONATHAN,  accepting,  and  appropriately  applying,  a 
tumbler  of  (sophisticated)  hot  water.  "  But  won't  you  come,  Mister  PUNCH  ?"  he  continued,  entreatingly  ;  "  won't  you  really, 
now,  old  boss  ?  " 

"  Too  old  a  '  ho?s '  to  be  '  trotted  out,'  friend  JONATHAN,"  returned  the  Sage,  with  a  genial  wink. 

"  Why,  everybody,  who  is  anybody,  stumps  the  States,  now,"  pursued  Mr.  PUNCH'S  visitor,  persuasively. 

"  Zero  multiplied  by  a  million  is — zero,"  remarked  Mr.  PUNCH,  oracularly. 

"  The  bearings  of  that  observation  lie  in  its  application,  I  suppose,"  said  the  American,  after  a  pause  and  some  digital 
manipulation.  "I  confess  I  can't  quite  'cipher  it  up'  myself." 

"How  many  WILDES  make  a — precedent?"  queried  his  host,  pleasantly. 

"  Oh  !  pass  OSCAR,  and — and  JUMBO,"  said  JONATHAN,  showing  his  teeth.   "  Preposterously  puffed  Pachyderms,  both  !  " 
BARNDM'S  Big  Show  is  not  confined  to  the  Pachydermata,  I  presume,"  said  Mr.  PUNCH,  suggestively. 

"  But  7  V/i  not  touting  for  the  Big  Showman,  you  know,"  responded  JONATHAN.  "  Pyramids  and  six-foot  posters.  No  ! ! ! 
I  'm  on  my  own  hook,  I  am.  I  invite  you  as  the  great  ^ntj-Humbug.  Law  and  Literature,  Beauty  and  Beauty's  lisping 
Parasite,  Grotesque  Art  and  Lucid  Culture,  all  have  had  their  turn.  We  are  a  Big  Country,  Sir,  and  we  like  to  have  a  look  at 
'em  all.  If  your  Madame  TDSSAUD  could  get  her  whole  collection  animated,  a  la  PYGMALION'S  statue,  and  just  send  'em  round 
posing  or  preaching,  or  lolling  or  lecturing,  we  should  rayther  relish  it.  We  can't  have  too  many  opinions  upon  the 
Atlantic  and  Niagara  Falls,  upon  New  York  City  and  ligneous  Nutmegs,  upon  Democratic  Manners  and  the  Republican 
Outlook !  COLERIDGE  wasn't  half  bad,  and  IRVING  is  more  than  half  good.  But  we  yearn  for  you,  Sir !  " 

"  Very  natural  and  proper,"  said  Mr.  PUNCH. 

"  Then  you  '11  come  ?  " 

"  The  inference  is  precipitate.  All  natural  yearnings  are  not  to  be  gratified.  The  child  yearns  for  the  Moon.  You 
Americans  yearn  for  the  '  Stars ' — our  '  Stars.'  You  have  had  a  perfect  galaxy  of  them  '  cavorting  round '  amongst 
you  lately.  But  the  Star  of  Stars  is  not  a  Wardering  Star." 

The  American  gentleman  looked  disappointed. 

"  Wai,  Sir,"  he  pursued,  after  a  pause,  devoted  to  deglutition  ;  "  it 's  mighty  good  of  you  to  allow  me  to  interview 
jou  here.  I  suppose  I  am  at  liberty  to " 
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"  Libbaty's  a  kind  o'  thing  That  dou't  agree  with — interviewers,"  interjected  his  host,  pleasantly.  "  My  good  friend 
LOWELL — his  health  ! — will  pardon  the  adaptation,  I  'm  sure." 

"  But,"  continued  the  pertinacious  Yankee,  "  if  you  travelled  with  me,  you  could  have  your  own  special  '  Inter- 
viewer' and  Opinion  Collector.  Vox  ttellarnm—ihe  Voice  of  the  '  S'ars,'  as  Old  MOOBE  hath  it — san  now  be  transmitted 
to  the  Public  through  the  '  Star's  '  private  phonograph,  as  it  were.  And  just  fancy  what  a  da/zling  sensation  you  wou'd 
be!  NORMAN  LOCKYER'S  wonderful  sunrises  wouldn't  be  in  it  with  your  auroral  avatar!' 

"You  will  not  get  that  particular  '  rise  '  out  of  me,"  responded  MB.  PUNCH,  with  decision.  "There  's  a  flavour  of 
BARNUM  about  the  while  business  uncongenial  to  the  soul  of  PUNCH." 

"  Himself  the  gr.  at  original  Showman  !"  subjoined  Brother  JONATHAN,  slily. 

"  And,  therefore,  not  requiring  to  be  '  run  '  by  any  other  '  Boss,'  "  added  MB.  PUNCH,  quietly.  "  TOBY,  another 
tumbler !  " 

"  Sounds  as  if  he  were  in  the  acrobatic  line." — (Tour  gave  a  sly  pug-chuckle  all  to  himself.) — "  Would  he  crme  ?  " 
irquired  the  American,  gazing  admiringly  upon  the  Dog  of  Dogs. 

"  TOBY,"  said  MR.  PUNCH,  "  is  as  Cosmopolitan  as  his  Master,  and  as  indisposed  to  be  exploite.  TOBY  loves  your 
country,  as  I  do.  Witty  LOWELL,  and  delightful  ABBEY,  and  beautiful  MARY  ANDERSON  share  MR.  PUNCH'S  warmest 
regards  with  classic  ARNOLD,  and  honeyed  COLERIDGE,  and  weird  IRVING,  and  witching  ELLEN  TERRY.  But  I  cannot  follow 
them  to  the  platform  or  the  Stage." 

"  I  guess,  Siree,  you  're  just  tarnation  particular,  the  platform  has  already  had  a  pretty  fair  show.  It  has  been 
brushed  by  the  wing  of  PEGASUS.  It  has  been  graced  by  the  sock  of  MELPOMKNE  and  the  buskin  of  THALIA.  Even  the 
•wig  of  THEMIS  has  disported  therfon.  I  con-elude  that  in  time  it  will  have  trotted  out  all  the  Graces,  and  most  of  the 
Muses,  with  a  gocd  square  contingent  from  the  Olympian  Upper  Circles.  But  the  baton  and  bells  of  the  modtrn  MOMUS 

are,  it  appears,  to  be " 

Conspicuous  by  their  absence.     Precisely  so,"  completed  Mr.  PUNCH,  politely. 

"  Wai,"  said  the  American,  rising  reluctantly,  "  what  must  be,  must  be.  But  our  people  will  be  disappomted,  you 
bet.  You  '11  send  'em  your  love,  and — well,  no — not  a  lock  of  your  hair,  I  suppose,"  added  JONATHAN,  airily. 

I  will  do  more,  Sir,"  said  the  affable  Sage,  beaming  effulgently  upon  his  wistful  guest.  "  I  will  send  them  my  best 
representative,  my  spirit's  quintessence,  my  voice  of  voices,  my  alter  ego.  Take  it!  it  will  brighten  your  voyage  home  !  It 
will  not  disappoint  you  as  the  Atlantic  did  OSCAR  !  You  will  find  it  pleasanter  than  pop-corns,  and  more  exhilarating  than 
llop  Bitters.  It  is  more  portable  than  JUMBO,  and  brighter  than  a  Fashionable  Beauty.  It  will  give  you  more  sound 
judgments  than  COLERIDGE,  and  more  sweetness  and  light  than  the  Gospel  according  to  MATTHEW  ARNOLD.  It  will  make  your 
peace  with  the  insatiable  '  Platform,'  and  save  you  from  the  Interviewing  ERINNYES.  Finally,  it  will  bless  you  and  all  men, 
without  BarnumiMiig  them.  Take  it,  and  ba  happy ! !  " 

And  Mr.  PUNCH  presented  to  the  delighted  American  his 
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ALL    AT    SEA; 

OR,  THE  PILOT,  THE  PEER,  AND  THE  PREDICAMENT ! 

(A  Story  dedicated,  without  their  permission,  to  Hie  Lords  of  the 
Admiralty.) 

HER  Majesty's  steam-ship  Joyful  was  gaily  careering  before  the 
wind,  off  the  coast  of  Ireland,  in  a  chopping  sea. 

"  If  I  can  but  escape  the  Sow  and  Piggies,"  murmured  the  Admi- 
ralty-elected Pilot,  all  may  yet  be  well.  The  dreaded  rocks  in 
question  should  be  here — that  is,  if  I  understand  the  chart  rightly." 

And  the  mariner  anxiously  regarded  the  horizon,  and  gave  a  new 
order  to  the  eager  crew. 

"  I  must  speak  with  you  at  once,"  cried  a  person  who  had  ascended 
from  below.  "  You  must  immediately  hug  the  shore." 

"  Hug  the  shore  !  "  echoed  the  Pilot  (who  was  somewhat  inexperi- 
,  doubtfully.  "  Why  should  I  but,'  the  shore?" 

"  Heeausc  it  is  his  Lordship's  wish,"  continued  his  visitor.  "You 
understand — his  Lordship's  wish,  conveyed  to  you  by  his  Lordship's 
Hairdresser." 

The  Pilot  bowed  respectfully,  and  nervously  gave  fresh  orders  to 
the  crew.  Still  the  ship  rocked  to  and  fro,  and  was  anything  but 
steady.  The  Hairdresser  had  retired,  but  his  place  had  been  taken 
by  a  second  official. 

"My  fellow,  why  you  not  do  what  Milord  he  vant ':  "  asked  the 
new-comer,  sternly.  "Milord  he  say  you  not  hug  the  shore 
snongh." 

"  What  have  you  to  do  with  it?"  asked  the  Pilot,  angrily. 
"  Who  are  you?" 

"  Who  am  1  ?  Mn  fni !  How  it  please  me  !  Who  am  I  ?  Why, 
of  Milord  his  French  Cook !  " 

On  hearing  this,  the  respectful  manner  dropped  upon  his  knees, 
and  gave  fresh  orders  to  the  crew,  whieh  were  obeyed  with  alacrity. 

lint  soon  the  place  of  the  "  eonlun  l>/i'»  "  was  taken  by  another  of 
his  Lordship's  household.  In  turns  the  Valet,  the  Coixchman,  the 
Librarian,  the  Chaplain,  the  Travelling  Tailor,  the  Consulting 
Dentist,  and  the  Cigarette-Maker  put  in  an  appearance  to  make  the 
same  request — "  His  Lordship  -\yas  most  anxious  to  get  nearer  to  the 
shore,  and  trusted  that  the  Pilot  would  be  able  to  oblige  him." 
Accordingly,  again  and  again  the  Joyful  changed  her  course,  and 
turned  her  bows  towards  dry  land. 

"  Sir.  you  are  trifling  with  us  !  "  at  length  said  a  young  man  of 
commanding  appearance  who  had  taken  the  place  of  the  others. 
"  You  are  trifling  with  us !  His  Lordship  is  still  suffering  inconve- 
nience. Yes,  listen  and  tremble.  I  am  his  Private  Secretary,  and  I 
tell  you  so.  He  is  absolutely  suffering  inconvenience !  " 

"No,  no!"  cried  the  Pilot,  with  his  hands  before  his  tear-be- 
dimmed  eyes. 


"  But  I  say,  Yes,  yes.  You  have  not  hugged  the  shore  nearly 
enough." 

"  With  the  Sow  and  Piggies  before  us,  it  would  be  unwise  to  go 
nearer— there  might  be  danger,"  and  the  Pilot  wrung  his  hands  in 

spair. 

If  you  didn't  there  would  be  danger  of  his  Lordship  being " 

and  the  young  man  of  commanding  appearance  whispered  the  rest. 

"  Anything  rather  than  that !  "  shrieked  the  Pilot,  beside  himself 
with  respectful  horror.  "Ease  her!  Stopper!  Turn  her  astarn,  and 
port  your  helm !  " 

These  orders  were  promptly  obeyed,  and  five  minutes  later  "there 
was  a  crash,  and  the  Joyful  lay  wrecked  upon  some  jagg«d  rocks. 
Clinging  to  a  masthead  appeared  the  Pilot  talking  to  a  Peer  of  the 
Realm. 

"Oh,  my  Lord  ;  this  is  too  much!  I  am  not  worthy  of  such  an 
honour !  "  and  the  Pilot  actually  blushed  with  pleasure. 

"  Pardon  me";  you  are  worthy  of  the  honour,  replied  the  Peer  of 
the  Realm,  firmly ;  and  he  shook  hands  for  the  second  time  with  his 
unfitted  companion.  "  I  repeat,  I  am  personally  obliged  to  you." 

"  No,  no-^-my  Lord,  my  Lord,  how  can  I  thank  you?" 

"  I  require  no  thanks ;  on  the  contrary,  you  nave  deserved  my 
respeot-^nay,  gratitude — yes,  gratitude,"  and  the  eyes  of  the  noble 
filled  with  tears.  Mastering  his  emotion,  he  continued,  "  Yes :  the 
gratitude  of  the  whole  world  is  most  justly  your  due  ;  for,  had  you 
not  lost  your  ship  by  hugging  the  shore,  the  Earl  of  HACETET  Dowxg 
might  have  been — sea-sick !  " 


A  BLOW  FOR  THE  BLOWHOLES. 

THE  RAILWAY  VENTILAIOBS.—- Before  the  Select  Committee,  Mr. 
SprNMDGE  examined :  Is  a  practical  chemist,  and  a  Shareholder  of  a 
Railway  Company ;  also  a  frequenter  of  the  Thames  Embankment. 
In  relation  to  that  magnificent  Terrace,  considers  the  Ventilators 
vast  improvements.  Thinks  them  both  useful  and  ornamental  at  the 
same  time.  Ornamental  not  only  in  an  architectural  sense,  but  also 
by  reason  of  the  products  of  combustion  of  coke  and  coal,  which  iame 
from  them  in  steam  and  smoke,  and  in  so  doing  so  gracefully  curl, 
as  the  poet  sings.  Useful,  too,  in  virtue  of  those  same  ingredients — 
the  disinfecting  gases  and  vapours  they  exhale,  whieh  include  fumes 
of  carbonic  acid  as  well  as  carbonic  oxide,  and  sulphurous  acid,  and 
sulphuretted  hydrogen.  Believes  that  their  exhalations  likewise 
contain  a  very  considerable  proportion  of  ozone,  an  aeriform  sub- 
stance of  acknowledged  remedial  agency  in  bronchitis  and  asthma. 
Is  aware  of  the  meaning  of  the  Virgilian  word,  "  Mephitis  ;  "  sup- 
poses it  meant  Slephistopheies,  and  considers  that  expression,  applied 
to  the  sanitary  and  odoriferous  effluvia  of  the  Ventilators  o.i  the 
Thames  Embankment,  a  reckless  calumny.  Is  accustomed  to  send 
his  children  to  that  open  space  for  change  "of  air. 
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SIC    VOS    NON    VOBIS    DRAMATISATIS,    WRITERS! 

Wife  of  hit  Eosom  (just  home,  from  the  Play).  "  AND  THEN  THAT  OAKLING 
WALTER  I.is>c>s,  LOOKING  LIKE  A  GREKK  GOD,  DREW  HIS  STILETTO,  AND  DELI- 
VERED, OH  !  Al'C/f  AN  EXQUISITE  SOLILOQUY  OVT.R  HER  TOMB— ALL  IN  BLANK 

VERSE-LIKE  HEAVENLY  Music  ON  THE  ORGAN  !" 

He.  "WHY,  HE'S  GOT  A  VOICE  LIKE  A  RAVEN,  AND  CAN  NO  MORE  DELIVER 
BLANK  VERSE  THAN  HE  CAN  FLY." 

She.  "All,  WELL— IT  WAS  VERY  BEAUTIFUL,  ALL  THE  SAME— ALL  ABOUT 
LOVE  AND  DEATH,  YOU  KNOW  ! " 

He.  "WHO  WROTE  THE  PIECE,  THEN  ?" 

She.  "Wuo  WROTE  THE   PIECE?    OH -EH -WELL — HIS  NAME'S  SURE  TO  BE 

OS  THE   BILL  SOMEWHERE— AT  LEAST   I  SUPPOSE   IT   IS  !  " 


LAYS  OF  A  LAZY  MINSTREL. 

A  RIVERSIDE  LUNCHEON. 

Oun  Crew  it  is  stalwart,  our  Crew  it  is  smart, 

But  needeth  refreshment  at  noon ; 
Let 's  land  at  the  lawn  of  the  cheery  "  White  Hart," 

Now  gay  with  the  clamour  of  June  ! 
For  here  can  we  lunch  to  the  music  of  trees — 

In  sight  of  the  swift  river  running— 
Off  cuts  of  cold  heef  and  a  prime  Cheddar  cheese, 

And  a  tankard  of  bitter  at  Sonning  ! 

The  garden  is  lovely,  the  host  is  polite, 

His  rose-trees  are  ruddy  with  bloom, 
The  snowy-clad  table  with  tankards  bedight, 

And  pleasant  that  quaint  little  room  ; 
So  sit  down  at  once,  at  your  inn  take  your  ease— 

No  man  of  our  Crew  will  be  shunning — 
A  cut  of  cold  beef  and  a  prime  Cheddar  cheese, 

And  a  tankard  of  bitter  at  Sonning ! 

"We  've  had  a  long  pull,  and  our  hunger  is  keen, 

We  've  all  a  superb  appetite  ! 
The  lettuce  is  crisp,  and  the  cresses  are  green, 

The  ale  it  is  beady  and  bright ; 
New  potatoes  galore,  and  delicious  green  peas— 

The  Skipper  avers  they  are  "  stunning   - 
With  cuts  of  cold  beef  and  a  prime  Cheddar  cheese, 

And  a  tankard  of  bitter  at  Sonning ! 

The  windows  are  open,  the  lime-scented  breeze 

Comes  mixed  with  the  perfume  of  hay  ; 
We  list  to  the  weir  and  the  humming  of  bees 

As  we  sit  and  we  smoke  in  the  bay  ! 
Then  here  's  to  our  host,  ever  anxious  to  please, 

And  here 's  to  his  brewers  so  cunning ! 
The  cuts  of  cold  beef  and  the  prime  Cheddar  cheese, 

And  the  tankards  of  bitter  at  Sonning  ! 


BENJAMIN  THOMPSON,  potted  meat  manufacturer,  was, 
on  Tuesday  last  week,  sent  to  prison  for  two  months,  for 
preparing  to  use  horse-flesh  in  the  composition  of  his 
potted  meats.  BENJAMIN'S  mess  this  !  Serve  him  right. 
The  case  ought  to  have  been  heard  before  the  LOUD  MARE. 

CRICKETING  QUESTION  SENT  re  TO  COUNSEL.  —What 
is  the  difference  between  a  Westminster  Senior  briefly 
bowling  a  maiden  over,  and  a  Temple  Junior  being  bowled 
over  by  a  maiden  brief  ? 

"  COMMONS  PRESERVATION  SOCIETY."— Names  will  now 
be  taken  of  Members  wishing  to  join  the  "  Lords'  Pre- 
servation Society."  Mr.  CHAMBERLAIN  will,  of  course, 
be  at  the  head  of  the  list. 


THE  REAL  "BIRKBECK"  INSTITUTION. 

THIS  should  be  the  title  of  the  Fisheries  Exhibition  at  South 
Kensington,  where  Messrs.  BIRKIIECK  have  done  so  much  for  the 
'." -ii'  ral  pr»Ml.  \Vlicti  our  young  man  had  finished  compiling  his 
Oftinhial  (iuide,  \\,-  went  to  see  the  show,  and  have  no  hesitation  in 
(•commending  l!  to  everybody  M  the  place  par  excellence  where  to 
spend  a  Happy  l)uy. 

On  entering,  you  will  see  something  "lent  by  the  Princess  of 

AN"  M.I  s"-  we  ton."  t  exactly  what   it   is,  but  it   is'vcry  kind  of  Her 

Boyi]  Hiirhiu->s,  and  we  hope  it  will  be  returned  all  safe  and  sound — 

"  safv  and  sound,"  like  a  cod  in  a  refrigerator]  -  and  that  the  children 

will  not  have  missed  it  very  much. 

The  pictures  are,  of  course,  rather  piscatorial,  but  they  are  to  the 

purpose,  and  that 's  something.     Pass  on— do  all  the  models— and  all 

the  departments,  not  staying  too  long  in  the  waterproof  and  oil-skin- 

hshing-wrappers'  place,  which,  like  the  skull  in  Hamlet,  "  smells  so  ! 

pah  !     and  made  us  feel  so  ill,  as  it  conjured  up  reminiscences  of  a 

i-ty  passage"  and  the  sailors  bringing  unpleasantly  odoriferous 

roofs,  &c.,  that  we  could  only  just  stagger  across  to  the 

pfreshment  room,  and  call  faintly  for  an  American  drink.    Then, 

an  enfeebled  giant  slightly  the  better  for  a  glass  of  anti-Lawson 

•veragf ,  we  lighted  a  cigarette,  with  a  Sir-Henry-Thompson  holder 

ur  own  patent,  about  which  we  shall  make  a  great  cry,  but  there 's 

no  wool     in  it)  and  strolled  out  into  the  Horticultural  Gardens, 

Grenadier  Guards'  Band  was  playing,  and  the  people— the 


real  people — thoroughly  enjoying  themselves.  They  applauded  discri- 
minatingly, and  encored  heartily.  There  were  our  Country  Cousins 
and  our  Sisters  and  our  Aunts,  all  looking  hot  and  happy  in  the  Sun,  or 
cool  and  comfortable  under  the  shade  of  the  wide-spreading  trees. 

Here  the  old  glories  of  the  Polytechnic  are  revived,  and  there  is  a 
real  Old  Diver  going  down  in  at  least  four  feet  of  water.  I  fancy 
he  is  stooping  to  hide  himself,  and  then  standing  up  erect  to  appear 
as  if  he  were  coming  up  again,  with  a  great  deal  of  trouble,  from  the 
vasty  deep.  The  effect  is  good,  and  safety  is  an  object.  So  is  the 
l)iver  an  extraordinary  object.  But  we  love  him,  and  next  time  we 
can  get  near  him  we  will  be  Polytechnic  boys  again,  and  chuck  him 
a  copper.  An  immense  crowd  was  gathered  round  the  basin  where 
the  Diver  was  washing,— we  mean  bathing,— and  the  junior  portion 
evinced  a  strong  tendency  to  throw  him  buns,  under  the  impression 
that  he  was  either  a  seal  or  a  bear.  Ah !  the  C Ihildren's  Education 
is  sadly  neglected  now  that  there  is  no  longer  a  Polytechnic ! 

The  diving  operations  were  most  interesting  as  long  as  an  official 
in  charge  of  the  man  in  the  iron  mask— we  mean  steel  helmet— was 
tying  him  up  as  if  he  were  a  Davenport  brother,  but  the  excitement 
cooled  down  when  the  enterprising  operator  had  disappeared  from 
view,  and  his  helmet  had  ceased  to  afford  a  clear  mark  for  the  sur- 
reptitious nut.  There  was  a  sort  of  half-expressed  hope  that  the 
Diver  might  not  come  up  again,  which  gave  a  languid  interest  to 
what  would  have  been  otherwise  a  very  dull  five  minutes  while  the 
Diver  was  under  water.  The  Band  and  the  lounge,  however,  are, 
and  will  be,  the  great  attraction. 

Now,  why  on  earth  cannot  these  Gardens  be  continued  just  as  they 
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WHAT    THE    STATUE    WILL    COME    TO,    IF    LEFT    WHERE     IT    IS    MUCH    LONGER. 

(-•/   ll'arnlny  from  the  Ghost  of  the  old  Leicester  Square  Statue.) 


are.  open  to  the  Public  for  One  Shilling  from  as  early  as  possible  up  to  in  the  Musical  College  interest,  with  several  refreshment  Bars'  rest)  ; 
midnight  r  Bands  playing  turn  and  torn  abont;  electrically  lighted :  that  is,  for  those  who  can  afford  a  Shilling  in  anyone  of  five  days 
no  fireworks,  except  on  a  rare  fete  day  perhaps,  and  with  the  kind  out  of  the  six,  to  go  in  and  spend  a  happy  day  and  evening  too. 
permission  of  Cromwell  Road  and  South  Kensington  generally,  but  Then  on  Sundays  let  it  be  opened  free,  a  boon  to  all  who  cannot  get 
luncheons,  teas,  dinners,  and  suppers  at  all  prices,  and  at  all  hours.  ,  out  on  any  other  dav  or  night  of  the  week,  and  let  a  first-rate  Band 
then,  if  it  rains,  m  they  could  all  go  under  cover,  and  the  Concert  i  be  supplied  by  the  Royal  College  of  Music.  There  'a  a  programme  ! 
could  be  continued  inside  the  building,  with  smoking  and  coffee  " 
among  the  plants  and  Conservatories.  This  is  what  London  wants, 
and  this  place  could  be  made  a  Summer  and  Winter  Garden  instead 
of  its  being  given  up  to  "  building  purposes,"  and  the  life  smothered 
out  of  it  by  mountains  of  bricks  and  mortar. 
The  BIEKHECKS  have  done  a  good  deal  here  for  which  all  Londoners 


Music, 
for  the  Birkbeck  Institution  ! 


"  I  AM  quite  amazed,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  IlAMSBonr-Uf,  the  other 
day,  "  at  the  number  of  Peers  who  are  hung  at  the  Academy  this 

_ ~  — ^.. . — .„„   year ;  my  Xicce  tells  me  there  are  pictures  there  by  Viscount  COLE, 

have  much  to  be  thankful.     Now  let  them  get  II.K.H.  to  lead  the  !  the  Marquis  of  STOXE,  and  Prince  SEITE." 

way  (it  is  all  to  advance  the  interests  of  Music,  who,  "  Heavenly  

Maid,"  is  still  "  young")  and  this  ground  may  yet  be  rescued  to  be  | 

one  of  the  grandest  and  most  enjoyable  of  all  the  projected  open       MADAME  PATTI  has  determined  to  retire  when  she  is  forty.    To 

spaces  for  the  people  ("  Open  Spaces,"  your  Koyal  Highness  ;  more   avoid  tliis,  she  is  always  going  to  be  piano. 
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(Splendid  Collection  of  Parliamentary  Portraits,  done  by  "  The  Other 


m.       Ld.it.  dun-chill,  by  W.  E.G 


Fellows."     The  Spcakiny  Likenesses  speak  for  themselves  and  for  the  Artists.) 


La.  Hartington,  by  Sir  S.  Xorthoote.      Sir  S.  Northcote,  by  Ld.  Hartington . 


Mr  \V.  Harcourt,  by  Sir  II.  Crow.  Sir  R.  Cross,  by  Sir  W.  Harcourt.  J.  Chamberlain,  by  J.  Lowther.  J.  Lowthcr,  by  J.  Chamberlain. 


W.  E.  Foroter,  by  C.  S.  Parnell. 


C.  S.  Parnell.  by  W.  E.  Forster. 


The  Serjeant-at- 
Arms,  by  himwlf. 


J.  C.  HoCoan,  by 
J.  J.  O'Killy. 


J.  J.  O'Killy.  liy 
J.  C.  McConn. 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


BXTRACTBD   FROM 


THE   DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


Home  of  Comment,  Monday  Night,  June  25. — Asked  RANDOLPH 
was  it  true  he  was  going  to  Gasteii  in  first  week  in  August.  Ad- 
mitted accuracy  of  report.  "  Why  Oastcin,  and  why  first  week  in 
August  ?  " 

' '  Ah,  TOBT  ! "  says  he,  playfully  pulling  my  ear,  "  there 's  no  get- 
ting over  you.  You  know  everything.  But  I  hope  you  won't  say 
anything  about  it." 

Said  I  certainly  would  not.  Pledge  given  with  more  confidence 
since  I  didn't  know  anything.  Hadn't  the  slightest  idea  what  he 
was  at.  But  grinned  and  looked  knowing. 

"  Yes,  TOBY,"  continued  his  unsuspecting  Lordship,  thoughtfully 
arranging  his  moustache,  "You've  hit  it,  and  I'm  only  afraid  that 
when  people  notice  that  Emperor  of  ACSTKU  and  Emperor  of  GEB.- 
HAXY  art  to  be  at  Gaatcin  in  the  first  week  of  August  they  will  put 
two  and  one  together  with  natural  result  of  making  three  of  it. 
Emperor  WILLIAM  insists  upon  my  joining  the  conference  this  year. 
I  RAXCIS-JOSKMI  sees  importance  of  it.  1  You  are  old,  Father  WIL- 
I.I.IM,"  the  younger  Emperor  cried.  '  and  the  future  is  to  the  young, 
have  RANDOLPH  on  our  side,  and  we'll  make  all  Europe  sit 
up.  But  I  shall  be  cautions,  TOBY.  You  may  trust  me.  Care  no 
more  for  an  Emporor  than  I  do  for  a  Bishop  or  Home  Secretary,  and 
that  you  know  isn't  much.  There  are  many  things  taking  place,  or 
t  to  take  place,  in  Europe,  it  would  be  just  as  well  to  have  a 
.r  understanding  about.  Been  so  much  occupied  of  late  on  home 
policy,  had  no  time  to  look  up  foreign  affairs.  But  have  not  for- 
gotten them.  Mean  to  travel  incognito.  There  would  be  awful 


rumpus  in  Russia  and  trouble  in  France  ii  they  knew  what  was  in 
the  wind.  Not  quite  sure  how  Portugal  would  take  it.  So,  for 
goodness  sake,  don't  you  mention  it." 

Said  I  wouldn't,  and  I  won't. 

Still  on  Corrupt  Practices.  Fatal  subject  to  start.  Every  Member 
full  of  special  information  on  the  case.  Hp  one  would  suppose  PETER 
had  any  knowledge  of  corrupt  practices.  In  fact,  he  emphatically 
deprecated  any,  but  told  the  Committee  a  good  deal  about  the  epi- 
demic of  butchers'  carts  that  broke  out  during  contested  Election  at 
Warrington,  and  had  much  to  do  with  result.  Every  Member  has  his 
personal  experiences,  relates  them  at  length,  and  Clause  stands  aside. 

"  Experiences  accumulate,  and  the  Bill's  delayed,"  as  SOLICITOE- 
GENEBAL  says. 

Business  done. — Passed  Clause  Five  Corrupt  Practices  Bill. 

Tuesday. — Lord  REDESDALE  sometimes  accused  of  coercing  House 
of  Lords.  Remember  Lord  BEACONSFIELD  one  day  saying  to  mo, 
"  REDESDALE  is  the  only  man  I  fear.  "Would  any  day  rather  drive  a 
pig  to  market,  or  ride  the  length  of  the  Row  on  an  obstreperous 
donkey,  than  have  dealings  with  him." 

STHATHEDEN  tells  me  (and  CAMPBELL  confirms  statement)  that 
REDESDALE  has  been  offered  more  appointments  in  foreign  parts  than 
any  Peer  of  his  age. 

"  DIZZY  entreated  him  to  go  out  and  g9vern  India ;  Earl  GHAN- 
VILLE  has  induced  GLADSTONE  to  offer  him  Canada ;  whilst  there 
isn't  an  Ambassadorship,  with  the  exception  of  Paris,  not  been 
pressed  upon  him  from  time  to  time." 
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"Xo."  says  hi>  l.i.riNhip,  shortly.  "  If  I  were  to  leave,  the  House 
of  Lords  would  go  to  pieces  in  a  Session." 

So  stops  in  town,  turns  up  with  painful  regularity  every  afternoon, 
takes  Chair  in  Committee,  sits  on  Woolsack  in  absence  of  LORD 
('HIM  i.i.i.oi;,  anil  M uips  round  wherever  he  be. 

"  NM  M-hool  lives  in  such  terror  of  Head-Master  as  House  of  Lords 
does  of  Earl  REDESDALE,"  says  the  Karl  of  WT.MYSS,  who  is  new  to 
the  place.  "  Even  BOBBY  LOWE  is  quelled,  and  daren't  open  his  lips." 

To-night  Lord  KI:IH:SI>U.I:  in  new  mood.  Generally  when  he  has 
proposition  to  make,  flaps  it  down  on  Table,  growls  out  "  There  '." 
and  regards  with  awf  ul  visage  the  trembling  circle  of  noble  Lords. 
To-nignt,  haying  Resolution  with  respect  to  alteration  of  Standing 
Order  prohibiting  payment  of  interest  out  of  capital,  took  quite  new 
line.  Don't  be  frightened,"  lie  said,  bringing  down  his  ruler  with 
•li  uncomfortably  near  knuckles  of  Lord  AUCKLAND,  who  had 
Amendment  on  the  paper,  and  happened  to  be  standing  by  Table. 
"  It  is  true  Motion  stands  in  my  name,  and  in  ordinary  way  you 
would  agree  to  it  without  wasting  time  in  talk.  Hut  tn-nieht  speak 
out  freely,  (iive  me  your  independent  opinion  on  the  question. 

Lords  couldn't  believe  this  at  first.  Thought  it  was  a  trap,  and 
that  anyone  who  spoke  would  be  instantly  fallen  upon  with  ruler. 
Lord  Mm  i.  IITON  ventured  a  few  remarks,  out  was  so  agitated  as  to 
be  quite  inaudible.  As  he  was  not  eaten  up,  Lord  AUCKLAND  moved 
his  Amendment,  "  and,"  as  Lord  ]>IM:\\IN  observed,  "like  TOM 
MOOKL'S  I'Yeeilom.  'stillhelives.'"  When  I.<IHI>('IIAXCELLOB, keeping 
well  out  of  arm's  length  of  Chairman  of  Committees,  ventured,  with 
his  eye  on  the  ruler,  to  differ  from  th>'  Beaolntkm,  and  nothing 
happened,  noble  Lords  began  to  see  it,  and  Lord  CAIRNS,  who  had,  of 
course,  supported  the  Motion,  began  to  tremble.  Lord  REDESDALE, 
thou</h  hi-  Inn/  xi/liniitti'i/  thi'  Mohan,  iliil  not  ir/nit  it  carried.  When, 
by  cautious  feeling  out  on  part  of  LORD  CHANCELLOR,  this  was 
established,  it  became  plain  sailing.  Everybody  (including  the 
(!o\ eminent,  who  had  supported  it  in  the  other  House)  went  against 
Motion,  which  was  negatived  without  Division. 


Practices  Bill. 


JI  'i'dm'xi/,11/.— Lot  of  Members  went  off  down  the  river  to  the  Tower 
to  see  the  improvements.  Pleasant  journey.  First  Commissioner 
came  out  handsome  with  tea  and  shrimps  served  by  marge  of  river. 

"  As  near  as  we  can  get  to  Marge-gate,  you  know,"  he  said,  plea- 

ntly,  as  he  helped  himself  to  another  slice  of  bread-and-butter. 

Seems  a  pleasant  interlude  in  the  week,  but  Mr.  HICKS  very 
gloomy  on  the  subject.  Says  there 's  more  in  it  than  meets  the  eye. 
Always  feel  inclined  to  call  him  "  HICKS  Pasha"  since  that  name 
turned  up  in  the  East.  He  would  look  well  in  a  fez.  In  fact  he  'd 
look  well  in  anything.  A  trifle  annoyed  just  now ;  perhaps  Hicks- 
aspcrated. 

"It'll  the  thin  end  of  the  wedge,  my  dear  TOBY,"  he  said.  "  It 's 
beginning  ab  oro.  Once  let  it  become  a  matter  of  custom  that  Mem- 
bers shall  get  into  steamer  at  river  steps,  and  be  carried  down  to  the 
Tower,  and  difficulties  removed  from  the  path  of  imperious  minister 
like  GLADSTONE.  Some  time  critical  Bill  on.  Perhaps  for  abolition 
of  Bishops.  Second  Reading  fixed  for  a  Thursday.  On  Wednesday 
afternoon  First  Commissioner  comes  smiling  round,  inviting  Members 
of  Opposition  to  take  trip  down  the  river,  see  the  Tower,  and  accept 
some  light  refreshments.  They  unsuspectingly  accept  ;  when 
Thursday  comes,  and  Division  Bell  rings,  Opposition  absent.  I  may 
be  wrung,  or  I  may  not :  but  when  I  take  tea  and  shrimps  it  shan  t 
be  in  company  with  GLADSTONE  and  his  mvrmidons." 

Mr.  WARTON  stopped  behind  with  Mr.  HICKS,  and  as  soon  as 
steamer  out  of  sight  counted  out  House. 

Thursday.—"  Pater'*  a  little  dull,"  RANDOLPH  said,  as  we  stood 
below  bar  in  House  of  Lords,  listening  to  Duke  of  MAJILBOBOTJGH. 
moving  rejection  of  Deceased  Wife's  Sister  Bill.  "  W.  H.  SMITH  would 
have  done  it  better  ;  CROSS  couldn't  have  done  it  worse  ;  STAFFY  would 
have  shone  by  comparison.  And  to  think  what  pains  I  took  with  him  \ 
Put  him  up  to  the  reference  to  CHAMBERLAIN'S  speech  at  Birming- 
ham. '  Where  shall  I  bring  it  in '( '  says  he.  '  Anywhere,  where 
you  feel  stuck,'  says  I.  '  Sure  to  fetch  'em.'  But  he  gets  stuck  in 
wrong  place,  drags  CHAMIIMUI.AIN  in  head  and  shoulders,  and  the 
Lords  laugh  instead  of  cheer." 

RANDOLPH  very  wrath.  Expect  the  Duke  will  have  a  bad 
quarter-of-an-hour  when  he  gets  across  him. 

Debate  not  relieved  from  dulncss  even  by  Duke  of  ARGYLL,  who 
crows  and  flaps  his  wings  with  usual  energy.  Bishop  of  EXETER 
delivers  sermon  of  ordinary  twenty  minutes'  length,  but  interrupted 
by  unoanonieal  cries  of  "  Divide  !  "  LORD  CHANCELLOR,  his  voice 
streaming  with  tears,  renews  protestations  against  the  Bill. 

Great  excitement  as  the  surplieed  Bishops  pass  out  to  vote  against 
the  Bill — a  thin  white  line  in  the  throng  of  black-coated  Peers. 
Whisper  gone  round  that  they  have  sold  Lord  DALHOUSEE.  Led  him 
to  believe  Opposition  yielded.  Kept  quiet  on  going  into  Committee ; 
accepted  compromise  in  Committee ;  made  no  fight  on  report  stage  ; 


let  it  be  understood  that  Division  on  Third  Reading  was  morcly 
formal  prote$t.  Friends  of  Bill,  lulled  into  false  security,  did  not 
turn  up  as  they  had  done  at  Second  Reading.  Duke  of  CONXAUGHT 
gave  dinner-party  ;  perhaps  Peers  went  to  his  house  instead  of  to  their 
own.  Consequence  is  Bill  thrown  out  by  Majority  of  Five. 


A  Hatch  at  Lords.    "  Out !— Third  Ball !  " 

"Think  we've  done  a  pretty  good  day's  work,"  says  Bishop  of 

v  to  his  Right  Reverend  brother  of  Exeter. 

"  Yes ;  but  not  for  ourselves,  I  fancy,"  says  Dr.  TEMPLE,  who  has 
not  lost  all  his  clear-sightedness  since  ne  became  a  Bishop. 
Business  done  in  Commons. — Votes  in  Army  and  Navy  Estimates. 

Friday. — Commons  still  harping  on  Corrupt  Practices  Bill.  Get 
along  at  the  rate  of  two  lines  of  Bill  a  day.  At  this  rate,  and  in 
absence  of  unforeseen  accident,  hope  to  get  finished  by  middle  of 
November.  At  evening  sitting,  HAKCOCUT  brought  in  Bill  to  make 
new  Scotch  Minister. 

"  It  is  not,"  he  said,  with  wave  of  right  hand,  "  a  grandiose 
measure." 

House  tittered.  Truthful  JAMES  audibly  whispered:  "No;  but 
what  a  Grandiose  Old  Man  :  " 


HOLIDAY  HAUNTS. 

By  Jingle  Junior  on  the  Jaunt. 

HENLEY  BEGATTA. 

Ali  right — here  we  are — quite  the  waterman — jolly — young — white 
flannels — straw  hat — canvas  shoes — umbrella — mackintosh — provide 
against  a  rainy  day !  Finest  reach  for  rowing  _in  England — best 
regatta  in  the  Eastern  Hemisphere — finest  pic-nio  in  the  world ! 
Gorgeous  barges — palatial  houseboats — superb  steam-launches — skiffs 
— randans — punts — wherries — sailing-boats — dingies — canoes !  Red 
Lion  crammed  from  cellar  to  garret — not  a  bed  to  be  had  in  the  town — 
comfortable  trees  all  booked  a  fortnight  in  advance — well-aired 
meadows  at  a  premium !  Lion  Gardens  crammed  with  gay  toilette* — 
Grand  Stand  Hke  a  flower-Show — band  inspiriting — Church-bells  dis- 
tracting— sober  grey  old  bridge  crammed  with  carriages — towing-path 
blocked  up  with  spectators — meadows  alive  with  pic-nio  parties:  Flags 
flying  everywhere — music — singers — niggers — conj urors — fortune- 
tellers !  Brilliant  liveries  of  rowing  clubs — red — blue— yellow — green 
— purple — black — white — all  jumbled  uptogether — rainnow  gone  mad 
— kaleidoscope  with  delirium  tremens.  Henley  hospitality  proverbial 
— invitation  to  sixteen  luncheons — accept  'em  all — go  to  none !  Find 
myself  at  luncheon  where  I  've  not  been  asked — good  plan — others  in 
reserve !  Wet  or  fine — rain  or  shine — must  be  at  Henley !  If  fine, 
row  about  all  day — pretty  girls — bright  dresses — gay  sunshades.  It 
wet,  drop  in  at  hospitable  houseboat  just  for  a  call— delightful 
damsels — mackintoshes — umbrellas !  Houseboat  like  Ark — all  in 
couples  —  Joan  of  Ark  in  corner  with  Darby  —  Who  is  she  ?  — 
Don't  No-ah — pun  effect  of  cup.  Luncheons  going  on  all  day — 
cups  various  continually  circulating  — tine  view — lots  of  fun — 
delightful  very!  People  roaring — rowists  howling  along  bank — 
lot  of  young  men  with  red  oars  in  boat  over-exerting  themselves 
— lot  more  in  boat  with  blue  oars,  also  over-exerting  themselves — 
bravo  ! — pick  her  up ! — let  her  have  it !— well  pulled — everybody 
gone  raving  mad !  Bang !  young  men  leave  off  over-exerting  them- 
selves— somebody  says  somebody  nas  won  something.  Seems  to  have 
been  a  race  about  something — why  can't  they  row  quietly  ?  Pass  the 
claret-cup,  please — Why  do  they  want  to  interrupt  our  luncheon  ? — 

Eh :-  

STANDING  Committee  on  Law  to  be  re-named  the  Standing-Still 
Committee.  

PEERS  OF  THE  HorsE  OF  COMMONS.— The  Counts  Out. 
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MISTRESS    AND    PUPIL. 

Mrt.  PonKnby  de  Tomkyns.  "  AND  HOW  ABOUT  TOUR  DINNER- PARTY,  LADY  MIDAS?    AVuo's  COMING?" 
Lady  Mida*.    "\VKLL.    IT'S   SMALL,   BUT   PRECIOUS   SELECT,  I  CAN   TELL  YOU.     THE  MARQUIS  AND  MARCHIONESS  OF  CHEPE, 

VISCOUNT  AND  VISCOUNTESS  SILVERLACKE   THE  HON.  OLEO  AND  LADY  MARGARINE   DELARDE,  SIR  PULLMAN   AND  LADY  CARR,  AND 

THE  CUOLMONDEI.F.Y  M.UNWARINO-CARSHALTONS." 

Mrs.  P.  dt  T.  "Mv  DKAR  LADY  MIDAS,  YOU  DON'T  MEAN  TO  SAY  YOU'VE  ASKED  ALL  THESE  FINE  PEOPLE  TO  MEET  NOBODY  BUT 

XACII  OTIIfR!  WHY,  THEY  -LL  BE  BORED  TO  DEATH,  AND  NEVER  FORGIVE  YOU  !  IT  'S  NOT  AS  IF  YOU  WERE  ALREADY  01TB  OF  THKIT- 
SILVSS.  YOU  KNOW  I  YOU  MUST  WIRE  TO  CrRIrtSBY  AT  ONCE  TO  COME  AND  DlNE  AND  BRING  HIS  BANJO,  AND  I  'LL  GET  YOU  NELLIE 
MlCKI.F.MASII  AND  HER  HUSBAND  FROM  THE  JOLLITY.  SHE  '8  NOT  ACTING  NOW." 

Lady  M.  ''Bur,  MY  DEAR,  SHE'S  NOT  RESPECTABLE,  I'M  TOLD  1" 

Mrs.  P.  de  T.  "  No,  BUT  SHE  's  AMUSING,  AND  THAT  's  Evsnrraisa !    AND  LOOK  HERE,  I  'LL  THROW  OVER  THE  BOTHERBT  JONESES, 
AND  COME  NntLfl" 


ATHWART  THE  COURSE. 

Sninll  Jtntj  loquitur — 
Out  „'  tt,i-  trni/  .'    Oh,  vos,  I  like  the  notion, 

What  am  I  here  for  but  to  block  the  course, 
Anil  raw  the  doosc  and  all  of  a  commotion  - 

I/ir'  blMi  yon,  you  may  shout  till  you  arc  hoarse, 
I  cm  won't  scare  me,  my  tine  aquatic butter*. 

./  ';/  *ui'»,j'y  rrste  .'  'I  'm  here  and  here  I  '11  stay  ; 
/  //  not  Iw  driven  by  you  noisy  duffers, 

Out  of  the  way ! 

I  hit  of  the  way,  indeed  '.     Whotf  way,  I  wonder  ? 
Like  the  whole  mvr  to  yourselves,  no  doubt ' 

to  hare  th-  lot  of  us  knock  under, 
Ami  clear  the  course  like  strain  when  ,/„„  are  out, 
\\  aUcer,  old  cockalorums '.    .Not  »,,/  fash'ion, 

l  nil  t  cut  me  down,  you  know  that  wouldn't  pay 
v>  what  s  the  pood  of  howling  in  a  nation 

<  »ut  of  the  way  '. 
My  tympanum's  not  tender  I  assure  you 

And  not  the  hardest  words  will  break  'mv  bones, 
And  as  to  pleading,  yah  !  I  can't  endure  vou, 
And  so  it  s  no  use  trying  suppliant  tones. 
t  1  could  swamp  the  lot  of  you  together 
Id  do  it.     Anyhow  your  pace  I  '11  stav, 
other  your  cos   and  spoil  your  stroke  and  feather. 
Out  of  the  way ! 


All  very  well  for  you  to  mock  my  sculling, 
Laugh  at  my  tub  and  make  a  butt  of  me  ; 

My  present  purpose  is  to  spoil  ynnr  pulling;. 
And  when  you  're  out  of  it — why  we  shall  sec. 

I  '11  foul  a  heat  whene'er  the  Blues  will  let  me, 
Don't  care  a  pin  for  charges  of  foul  play  ; 

And  anyhow  you  '11  rind  it  hard  to  get  mo 
Out  of  the  way  ! 


PARLIAMENTARY  POSERS. 

SrrrosE  I  stand  a  contested  election  for  M.P.,  and  bet  any  number 
of  my  constituents  five  pounds  to  one  farthing  that  my  opponent  will 
be  returned.  Suppose  he  isn't  and  1  am,  and  then  1  honourably  pay 
them  all.  Will  that  be  a  case  of  Bribery  or  Corrupt  Practice  ? 

Suppose  my  Committee  is  composed  of  Ladies,  that  all  my  agents 
also  are  of  the  gentler  sex,  employed  imder  a  Woman  in  the  Moon. 
Suppose  they  limit  their  operations  to  bribing  the  electors'  wives  only. 
Under  the  law  which  now  secures  the  acquisition  of  separate  property 
to  married  women,  can  it  be  that  those  who  bribe  them  will  be  held 
also  to  bribe  their  husbands  'i  If  not,  then  how  will  it  be  possible 
for  women  to  bribe  women — for  non-electors  to  bribe  non-electors  'f 

In  order  to  secure  absolute  puritv  of  election,  will  it  not,  therefore, 
be  necessary  to  supplement  the  Corrupt  Practices  Bill  by  the  con- 
cession of  t  emale  Suffrage  ? 


MOTTO  FOR  THE  BAK  COMMITTEE.—"  Mostly  Stuff!  " 
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Jl'XK   .".. 


<  >h  !  within  that  car- 
tranoled  skin,  what  a  con- 
tusion of  confusions  sits 
bottled ! 


XK   9. 


Vanish,  vile  sorceress, 
into  space ! 


Ji-xi:  -'3. 


JUXE  27. 


They  did  tcant  him, 
greatly ! 


Black  falsehood  has  in- 
effaceably  soiled  her  name. 


An  unimportant,  wan- 
dering, sorrow  -  stricken 
man  ;  not  much  note  was 
taken  of  him  while  he  lived. 


JULV  3. 


JULY  10. 


s^~^\ 


A  strange,  hold  girl,  huh' 


By  Heaven, 


-  •— -i    ,          ^F  »    •  i . , .  >  -  M  ,   you  are  a 
coquette,  half  romp;   do-  Beater  blockhead  than  I 
sirotis  ot  attracting  atten-  thnnofct  vnn  t 
tion  by  the  freedom  of  her 
manners  and    loudncss  of 
her  conversation. 


thought  you ! 


•ll-l.v  15. 


JULY  28. 


More  of  a  bully  than  a 
hero. 


The  ugliest  and  most 
conceited  coxcomb  I  ever 
met  with. 


JULY  31. 


The  society  of  half-a- 
dozen  clowns  to  play  at 
whisk  and  swabbers  would 
give  her  more  pleasure 
than  if  AUIOSTO  himself 
were  to  awake  from  the 
dead. 


AUGUST  12. 


AUGUST  16. 


A  hideous  mountebank. 

owing  the   daily    bread  of 


daily  hypocrisy  to  (in  adroit  niv  beat, 
with  wonN. 


The    most    troublesome 
and    abusingest    girl     on 


But  you  always  were  a 
fool! 


AUGUST  21. 


AUGUST  28. 


You  've  just  one  of  those 
noses  that   liquor   always 

flics  to. 


She  seemed  to  make  the 
atmosphere  about  her  cold 
by  her  very  looks. 


To  a  District  Shareholder. 

XKXT  timi-  the  Parliamentary  sword  you  wield, 
'1  were  well,  if  for  your  pocket  you  would  cater  ; 

i  our  Bill  should  come  less  early  in  the  field,— 
Your  blowhole  prove  a  little  Vonti-later  ! 

NOTWITHSTANDING  recent  continued  rainy  weather,  the  Tourist 
Season  appears  to  have  commenced  this  year  tolerably  early  in 
Eastern  Europe,  An  Austrian  paper  announces  that  "The  lim  i- 
already  full  to  overflowing." 


FOOD  AND  DUIXK. — A  Public  Meeting  the  other  daylbolden  at  the 

stiTs'  Hall,  Clerkenwfll,  in  support  of  a  particularly  excellent 
Charity,  the  "  \Vater-cress  and  Flower  Girls'  Mission,''  is  reported  to 
have  been  preceded  by  "  a  plentiful  meat-tea,  relished  with  evident 
zest  by  700  women  attached  to  the  Mis-ion.''  "  Dis,"  said  the  Itev. 
J UM no  Ciiiiisi  Y,  the  Converted  Minstrel,  "  Dis  am  de  sort  of  meat- 
ting  one  like  to  hear  ob.  Gollee !  I  'm  dere,  Massa." 


THE  Counsel  for  the  Dynamiter  who  wanted  to  blow  up  West- 
minster Abbey,  pleaded  Abbey-ration  of  intellect. 
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TAPPING   THE  WIRES. 

Telegram  (Thursday  last)  from 
Jl.H.H.  Prince  of  ll'altx  to 
1I.R.II.  Duke  of  'C'onnauglit. 
CojraAVGHT,  come  and  vote  for 

D.  W.  S.'s  Bill. 

From  H.R.II.  Duke  of  Con- 
naught  to  H.R.II.  Prince  of 

ir,iifs. 

Got  jolly  dinner-party.  Tote 
for  D.  V^  S.'s  Bill  next  year. 
Connaught  come  now.  'Scusejoke. 

Leo  XIII.  to  the  President  of 
the  French  Republic.  [Free 
Translation.'] 

If  you  don't  take  care,  in  at- 
tempting to  dish  the  Church 
yousll  find  you  have  only  suc- 
ceeded in  spilling  the  GREW. 
Take  our  paternal  advice,  or  there 
will  be  [using  English  pronun- 
ciation] a  (/rare  incummoaum. 


FBOil  THE  IBT1JJO  BIKTHDAT- 
BOOK. 

Henry  Irving  to  Lord  Coleridge. 

IT  doth  appear  you  are  a  worthy 

Judge, 

You  know  the  law,  your  expo- 
sition 
Hath  been  most  sound :  1  charge 

you  by  the  law 
'Whereof  you  are  a  well-deserving 

pillar, 
Proceed  to dinner. 

[Lord  Coleridge  lakes  the  Chair 

OPPOSITION  MAXIM.  —  "  When 
you  've  no  case,  abuse  CHAMBER 
LAIS."  

NOT  VEBT  CHEEKPUL.  —  Th 

I. inly  Court-martial! 
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PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.   L43. 


"OUR   MR.    ERRINGTON,    M.P.," 
THE  UNCOMMERCIAL  TRAVELLER. 


ELECTORAL  PROGRESSION. 

THE  Corrupt  Practices  Bill,  as 
oted  by  the  House  of  Commons. 
Itogether  forbids  treating,  and 
otally  prohibits  the  payment  of 
xpenses  for  the  conveyance  of 
•oters.  As  long  as  the  former  of 
he  two  interdicted  practices  was 
awful,  the  latter  was  in  a  great 
measure  necessary  to  give  it 
ffect.  The  majority  of  the  Elec- 
ors  who  had  been  treated  to  their 
learts"  content  were  in  such  a 
condition  that  it  would  have  been 
mpossible  for  them  to  record 
heir  votes  at  the  polling-place  if 

hey  could  not  have  been  carried 
thither  from  the  public-house. 
1'hey  will  in  future  be  subject  to 
10  influence  calculated  to  oblige 
;hem  to  ride  in  order  to  poll,  or 
;o  occasion  thorn  to  vote,  or  to  walk 
either,  otherwise  than  straight. 
1'oast — in  tonst-and-water  there- 
fore : — Here  's  to  Temperance  and 
Purity  of  Election ! 

IF  Mr.  IRVING  BISHOP  accepts 
Mr.  LABOUCHEEE'S  polite  intima- 
tion as  to  how  to  proceed  in  an 
aetion  for  libel,  and  sends  to 
Messrs.  LEWIS  AND  LEWIS,  he 
may  probably  find  it  a  rather 
Lewis-ing  game.  If  we  read  his 
thoughts  rightly,  he  isn't  thinking 
of  attempting  it. 

MES.  RAMSBOTHAM:  says  she's 
going  to  see  a  game  of  Roley- 
poley  on  ponies  at  Hurlingham. 
Her  Nephew  told  her  she  ought 
to  call  this  "  real  jam." 

A  VERY  NAREOW  MAJORITY. — 
The  Majority  of  live  in  the  House 
of  Lords  against  the  Deceased 
Wife's  Sister  Bill.  No  majority 
could  be  narrower. 


THE  NEXT  LOUD  MAYOR  INTERVIEWED. 

Lv  consequence  of  the  intense  excitement  caused  in  Civic  circles  by 
the  reports  of  the  interviewing  of  the  next  Lord  Mayor,  Mr.  Punch 
has  telegraphed  to  the  reporter  of  the  JVVtc  York  Herald,  and  is 
now  enabled  to  publish  the  following  additional  interesting  par- 
ticulars : — 

Mr.  Alderman  HADI.EY  is  a  gentleman  of  commanding  presence 
but  affable  demeanour,  and  reminded  us  muchly  of  the  late  General 
JACKSON.  He  is  about  fifty  years  of  age,  and  unmarried.  We 
report  this  last  interesting  fact  for  the  benefit  of  the  unmarried 
Ladies  of  the  Fifth  Avenue.  The  next  Lady  Mayoress  of  the  City 
of  London,  who,  as  is  well  known,  takes  precedence,  on  all  State 
occasions,  next  to  the  Princesses  of  the  Roval  Family,  and  is  allowed 
by  the  wealthy  and  generous  Corporation  the  handsome  allowance  of 
£10,000,  or  50,000  dollars,  a  year  for  pin-money,  and,  in  case  of  a 
certain  interesting  event  occurring  during  her  reign,  a  solid  silver 
cradle,  or  two  solid  silver  cradles  in  case  of  the  double  event,  is  still 
unchosen. 

Perhaps  the  greatest  compliment  ever  paid  to  the  Ladies  of  the 
United  States — the  most  lovely  and  accomplished  of  the  whole 
civilised  world,  as  we  all  know — is  the  fact  that  the  next  Lord 
Mayor  of  London  has  been  requested  by  Her  Majesty's  Government  to 
spend  a  month  or  two  among  us,  in  hopes  that  something  of  an  inter- 
esting character  might  occur  that  would  tend  to  relieve  the  somewhat 
strained  relations  between  the  two  countries  at  the  present  moment. 

Upon  suggesting  this  to  the  gallant  Alderman  as  a  probable  solu- 
tion of  the  reason  of  his  visit,  nis  manly  brow  was  suffused  with  a 
modest  blush,  but  he  at  once  changed  the  subject,  by  asking  what  I 
would  drink.  This  afforded  me  the  opportunity  I  had  long  wanted 
of  learning  the  opinion  of  a  real  London  Alderman  on  the  important 
subject  of  liquoring  up,  and  I  availed  myself  of  it  to  the  fullest 
extent,  both  theoretically  and  practically. 


It  appears,  then,  that  the  ordinary  drink  of  an  Alderman  is  47 
Port,  which  costs  about  a  guinea  a  bottle.  In  former  times  the  usual 
quantity  was  two  bottles  a  man,  but  in  these  degenerate  days  it  has 
declined  to  one.  Any  Butler  or  Waiter  shaking  a  bottle  of  this 
costly  fluid  is  at  onee  dismissed  without  a  character.  No  cork  is  ever 
allowed  to  be  drawn  from  a  bottle  of  '47  Port,  but  each  Member  of 
the  Court  of  Aldermen  wears  on  his  forefinger  a  splendid  diamond 
ring,  with  which  he  cuts  off  the  neck  of  the  bottle,  so  that  not  one 
drop  of  the  precious  contents  should  be  spoilt.  n 

He  expressed  great  disappointment  at  our  dinners.  '  Dinner, 
said  he,  "being  the  important  event  of  the  day,  must  never,  under 
any  circumstances,  be  hurried.  Two  hours  is  the  least  amount 
of  time  that  should  be  dedicated  to  this  matter.  A  long  experience 
has  enabled  us  to  decide  with  certainty  the  wines  proper  to  each 
course.  Madeira  with  Turtle,  Chateau  Yquem  with  Fish,  Cham- 
pagne with  Entrees,  Burgundy  with  Game,  and  old  Port  with 
Dessert,  will  enable  any  man  to  fill  any  station  to  which  he  may  be 
called,  with  grace,  wisdom,  and  understanding.  To  prove  the  truth  of 
my  assertion,"  continued  the  gallant  Alderman,  "if  proof  be  wanting, 
listen  to  this  remarkable  fact.  Kings  die,  Princes  die,  Presidents  die, 
ay,  even  Aldermen  die,  but  a  Lord  Mayor  never  dies.  Despite  his 
hard  work,  despite  the  fearful  responsibility  that  weighs  upon  him, 
his  regular  living  of  five  courses  at  dinner,  each  with  its  appropriate 
wine,  keeps  him  with  a  healthy  mind  in  a  healthy  body,  and  he 
retires  at  the  end  of  his  brilliant  year  in  as  splendid  condition  as  a 
favourite  on  the  eve  of  the  Derby." 

I  listened  with  becoming  reverence  to  these  words  of  wisdom,  and 
inwardly  resolved,  should  the  opportunity  ever  occur,  to  follow  most 
i  implicitly  the  directions  so  kindly  given. 

I  then  left  the  gallant  Alderman  and  expectant  Lord  Mayor,  with 
the  sad  conviction  impressed  upon  my  patriotic  soul  that,  although  in 
almost  everything  of  importance  we  lick  the  Britisher,  as  we  do  al 
creation,  in  the  article  of  Alderman  he  wins  in  a  canter,  and  with 
both  hands  down. 


Jn.Y  7,  1883.] 
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DENTAL. 

Village  Veteran  (to  SenevokiU  Rector).  "ONLY  OOT  ONE  LEFT,  SIB,  AND  AIN'T 

DOT  ENOUGH   FOB  HE  TO   DEW,    Sill  !" 

THE  THAMES    NUISANCE. 

LET  every  pat  lent  angler  who  loves  to  spend  a  few  hours  on  the  beautiful 
waters  of  the  Upper  Thames,  finding  the  delicious  ripple  of  its  gliding  water  so 
Miming  and  cooling  to  his  weary  brain — let  every  boating-man  who  glories  in 
one  of  the  most  fascinating  and  invigorating  and  healthy  of  exercises—let  everv 

._£*!_  „     \ *;  i*_ _!_.•_.  .  i      »     .^  *      n>  i>          -  *i 


Every  fisherman  on  the  Thames,  and  every  boating  man,  and  every  boating 
woman,  knows  what  the  one  nuisance  is  that  interferes  so  terribly  with  their 
peaceful  enjoyment,  and,  if  asked  to  name  it,  they  would  shout  with  one  accord, 
"Strain  Launches,  badly  managed!"  And  it  is  for  more  power  to  regulate 
tMM  headlong,  tearing,  noisy,  and  dangerous  nuisances  that  the  Thames  Con- 
servancy Board  are  applying  to  Parliament.  The  evidence  tendered  to  the 


complained  of  the  destruction  of  the  ova  and  small  fry,  the  Artists  hoped  their 
brother  Artist  in  his  evidence  "  would  give  it  'em  hot.1'  The  Boat ing-men  spnkr 
of  the  nuiaanoe  and  danger  of  the  great  swells  caused  by  these  great  snobs  :  the 
Eton  Master,  of  the  contemptuous  insolence  with  which  the  grinning  idiots 
treated  all  attempts  at  remonstrance. 

Of  course,  the  Launches  had  their  defenders.  There  were  but  two,  however, 
out  <>t  the  210  launch-owners,  but  they  made  up  in  quality  for  what  they  lacked 
m  number. 

Sir  GILBERT  EAST,  Chairman  of  the  Steam-I.aunch  Association,  of  course 
considered  everything  perfectly  satisfactory.  "  He  had  once  spent  a  whole  day 
m  a  punt,  and  every  Launch  that  passed  him  '  eased.'  "  No  doubt  they  did,  and 
probably  saluted  their  President. 

,.jSirT'f'"°,MAS  ,Xlasnx>  Viec-Chairman,  agreed  with  Sir  GILBERT,  of  course  he 
did.  He  should  consider  the  painting  of  a  number  on  his  beautiful  mahogany 
Launch  .which  was  his  hobby,  an  indignity.  AVas  a  Knight  to  be  treated  like 
a  mere  Cabby,  or  a  driver  of  an  omnibus  ?  The  thought  was  too  painful  to  be 
dwelt  upon. 

After  long  discussion,  the  important  clauses  were  mostly  agreed  to,  and  the 
Bill  passed  through  Committee ;  so  we  may  reasonably  hope  to  be  able  to  have 


a  day's  fishing  or  a  few  hours'  boating  on  the  beautiful 
waters  of  the  Upper  Thames  without  much  danger  of 
being  either  unset,  or  swamped,  or  grinned  at,  or  discom- 
forted by  the  loungers  on  board  their  hissing,  smoking, 
steaming,  whistling,  shrieking  Launches. 

Carefully  steered  Launches  can  be,  if  their  owners  or 
hirers  like,  of  great  service  to  the  small  craft  in  towing, 
tor  example ;  and  their  advantages  to  those  who  wish  to 
make  the  most  of  the  little  leisure  at  their  disposal  are 
obvious.  To  well-managed  Launches  there  can  be  no 
more  objection  than  to  dear  old  Maria  Wood  in  all  her 
past  glory.  _ 

SONGS  OF  THE  STREETS. 

A  BALLADE  OF  BOXD  STREET. 

THE  Season  is  now  at  its  height, 

And  crowded  each  street  and  each  square  ; 
At  nightly  receptions  we  fight, 

And  pant  for  a  place  on  the  stair ! 

If  you  're  getting  as  cross  as  a  bear, 
If  life  you  consider  a  bore, 

If  not  quite  the  man  that  you  were — 
Oh,  toddle  down  Bond  Street  at  Four ! 

The  scene  is  bewitching  and  bright, 

The  street  is  beyond  all  compare  ; 
The  shops  are  all  richly  bedight, 

The  jewellers'  windows  are  rare. 

If  money  you've  plenty  to  spare, 
And  want  to  buy  presents  galore, 

Or  wish  to  burke  trouble  and  care — 
Oh,  toddle  down  Bond  Street  at  Four! 

In  Art  if  you  take  a  delight, 

Of  pictures  you  '11  find  plenty  there  ; 
And  stalls  you  may  take  for  to-night, 

Or  visit  your  artist  in  hair. 

If  dulness  you  hope  to  forswear, 
And  wish  to  meet  friends  by  the  score, 

Or  revel  in  sunshine  and  air — 
Oh,  toddle  down  Bond  Street  at  Four ! 

L'ENYOI. 

If  driven  by  duns  to  despair, 

If  snubbed  by  the  girl  you  adore ; 
If  feeling  quite  out  of  repair — 

Oh,  toddle  down  Bond  Street  at  Four ! 


THE  LORDS  AND  THE  (OLD)  LADIES. 

FOR  a  time  the  obstructive  "Old  Ladies"  of  the  Upper 
House  and  elsewhere  have  their  way.  They  have  post- 
poned yet  a  little  longer  the  coming  of  what  thev  deem 
the  "  evil  day"  when  one  more  artificial  and  arbitrary 
restriction  upon  personal  liberty  shall  be  removed.  The 
evil  day  !  To  the  Old  Ladies  of  history,  the  future  has 
ever  appeared  as  a  long  perspective  of  evil  days.  And 
if  they  had  been  successful  in  postponing  indefinitely  the 
dreaded  advent  of  those  "  evil  days,"  how  many  good 
days  would  history  have  shown  ?  But  they  are  never 
successful,  for  very  long — these  fluttering,  woe-invoking 
Old  Ladies,  or  progress  would  be  an  impossibility,  and 
the  stream  of  history  turned  into  a  ditch  or  a  duck-pond. 
This  "evil  dav,"  like  so  many  others,  will  come,  and 
soon.  It  will  be  found — like  so  many  others,  again — to 
be  a  good  day. 

The  Old  Ladies  themselves  will  admit  it,  all  in  due 
time.  They  will  then  have  to  cast  about  for  some  other 
case  in  which  irrational  restriction  does  cruel  wrong  to 
natural  instincts  and  righteous  needs.  They  will  denounce 
the  removal  of  that  restriction  also  with  equal  fervour, 
andj  in  the  long  run,  with  equal  fruitlessness.  For  the 
instincts  of  Old  Ladies  do  not  change  ;  they  learn  nothing, 
and  forget  everything.  They  must  have  something  to 
oppose.  An  "  evil  day  "  is  an  essential  of  their  moral 
perspective,  and  when  they  have  perforce  to  drop  one, 
they  take  up  another.  They  will  shortly  have  to  drop 
the  "  Deceased  Wife's  Sister1'  Bogey.  In  the  meanwhile, 
they  have  the  satisfaction — a  strange  one— ^of  prolonging 
for  yet  a  little  time  the  imposition  of  arbitrary  prohibi- 
tion, the  existence  of  absurd  prejudice,  and  the  infliction 
of  needless  pain. 

Or  COCRSE  ! — The  very  place  for  a  fowl— Henley  '. 
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as  will  be  seen  below,  is 
lew  years  since 


occurred, 
them? 


AFTER    IT    IS    OPEN. 

IBfing  a  little  furthtr  important  rnVni.v,  as  given,  infuiuro,  before  the 

"Channel  Tunnel  Closing  Commit- 
The  Duke  of  Hythe  and  It'esfailianger's  Opinion. 

THIS  irreat  and  distinguished  soldier  was  yesterday  examined  at 
considerable  length  before  the  Joint  Committee  of  both  Houses,  now 
nittin"  on  this  subject,  and  as  his  evidence  as  will  be  —  -  1"1— 
in  distinct  contradiction  to  that  tendered  by  him  some  fa  . 
when  called  upon,  as  Lord  WOLSELEY,  to  express  his  Mews  as  to  the 
desirabilitv  of  constructing  the  Tunnel  at  aft,  it  can  scarcely  fail  to 
be  read  with  considerable  interest  by  all  those  who  have  hitherto  re- 
garded the  military  verdict  as  unfavourable  to  this  now  almost 
popular,  if  not  easy  method  of  avoiding  the  occasional  discomforts  of 
the  Channel  passage.  -1,1  j  j 

He  said  that  he  had  now,  after  a  varied,  and,  he  might  almost  add, 
a  "  livelv  "  experience  of  the  working  of  the  submarine  communica- 
tion at  present  connecting  this  country  with  the  Continent,  to  admit 
that  the  judgment  he  passed  upon  the  scheme  in  its  infancy,  appeared 
to  him  not  only  hasty,  but  quite  unsound.  He  opposed  the  construc- 
tion originally  as  a  soldier,  because  taking  a  soldier's  too  rough  and 
ready  review  of  the  situation,  he  thought  that  an  invasion  or  two 
might  follow,  and  probably  do  the  country  a  considerable  amount  of 
serious  damage.  And  he  was  right  thus  far  ;  several  invasions  had 
But  where,  he  asked,  was  the  harm  that  had  come  of 

After  the  Bank  of  England  had  been  five  times  emptied  by  an  in- 
vading host,  it  is  true,  there  was  a  good  deal  of  annoyance  felt  in 
commercial  circles  ;  but,  in  his  opinion,  commercial  men  did  not  form 
the  true  staple  of  the  country.     When  he  was  a  comparative  youngster 
in  the  Service,  the  British  Army  was  a  mere  expensive  toy,  consisting 
of  but  a  handful  of  men.  quite  unfit  to  cope  on  equal  terms  even  with 
the  smallest  Continental  power.     The  military  man  of  those  days 
was,  he  granted,  an  insignificant  factor  in  the  national  existence. 
But  look  at  things  now.  Thanks  to  the  Tunnel  that  had  made  involun- 
tary service  compulsory  on  every  male  adult  between  the  ages  of 
fifteen  and  ttve-and-sixty,  you  never  met  a  man  out  of  uniform.    The 
taxpayer  might,  perhaps,  find  the  expense  a  little  heavy,  still  he  had 
something  better  than  a  toy  to  show  for  his  money.    Every  man  was 
in  fact  a  well-drilled,  well-equipped,  hard-  worked  soldier  ;  and  what 
with  our  three  permanent  second-class  garrisons  of  80,000  men  at 
Dover,  Canterbury,  and  Pegwell  Bay,  who  could  but  say  that  we  were 
ready  to  dispute  the  passage  of  the  Tunnel  again  to-morrow  with  all 
the  spirit,  and  probably  with  more  than  the  success,  that  we  had  met 
with  on  the  last  sixteen  occasions  on  which  invading  armies  had 
managed  to  force  their  way  through  it  ?    As  for  himself  he  had  no 
reason  to  wish  that  exeiting  risk  averted.    Did  he  not  owe  the  very 
title,  of  which  he  was  so  justly  proud,  to  the  memorable  action  in 
which,  under  cover  of  the  Lord  Warden  Hotel,  he  withdrew  the  30C 
men  who  were  protecting  the  coast  from  Westeate  to  Bpgnor,  and 
managed  to  get  them  in  time  to  Hythe  to  catch  the  last  train  to  town, 
and  so  bring  the  news  that  in  the  course  of  eighteen  months  roused 
the  whole  country  north  of  the  Tweed  to  pass  a  resolution  to  the 
effect  that  it  was  desirable  to  drive  out  the  invader?    He  would 
ire  l>>  i  xtranely  sorry  to  see  the  Tunnel  closed.    Though  now 
:  ;in,  he  still  enjoyed  the  prospect  of  a  good  brush  with  the 
in>  my.     1  1  c  would  be  unworthy  of  his  profession  if  he  did  not  feel 
MBUtmng  of  tliis  sort.     His  opinion  was,  therefore,  that  to  block  up 
tli«'  opening  as  contemplated,  would  be  to  ruin  the  national  spirit, 
embalm     ;  h>   \Var  Office,  and  degrade  the  country  to  the  position  of 
comparative!  military  insignificance  it  too  long  was  contented  to 
oeeupv  in  former  times.     At  the  conclusion  of  the  noble  and  gallant 
1  Mike's  evidence,  that  produced  some  sensation,  there  was  a  slight 
attempt  at  cheering  made  by  a  body  of  Army  Contractors  in  the 
lobby;  tint  this  was  speedily  suppressed.     The  next  witness  called 
"'ii.!"HN  BRIGHT,  V.'C.    Subjoined  is  the  illustrious  hero's 
evidence  :  — 


xpectant  Continent.    But  what,  he  asked,  had  been  the  upshot  of 
lis  dream  ? 

He  had  seen,  on  the  contrary,  to  his  intense  astonishment,  a  flood 
of  better,  cheaper,  and  more  useful  articles  whelm  in  from  the  other 
side  upon  the  defenceless  markets  of  this  country ;  and  the  Tunnel 
;hat  he,  in  his  wild  frenzy  of  progress,  had  fancied  would  simply 
serve  to  fill  the  pockets  of  a  few,  had  merely  helped  to  diminish 
:he  price  of  the  necessaries  of  life  for  the  benefit  of  the  community 
it  large.  This  was  the  chief  curse  this  vile  engineering  monstrosity 
lad  entailed  on  the  long-suffering  people  of  the  realm.  Still,  it  had 
involved  another,  and  one  scarcely  less  terrible,  in  its  results. 
Millions  of  armed  men  had,  in  spite  of  the  dictates  of  common  sense, 
:he  eternal  principles  of  Free  Trade,  and  the  benefit  of  Manchester, 
rushed  through  that  nefarious  subway  to  slaughter  and  enslave  by 
thousands. — he  could  hardly  speak  of  it  with  patience, — the  meek 
;onsumer!  And  the  marauders  had  not  stopped  short  even  here. 
They  had  even  sacked  his  own  premises,  and  carried  off  his  own 
j-oods  wholesale,  without  demanding  the  fiction  of  an  invoice  !  This 
lad  forced  him  into  the  very  van  of  resistance.  It  was  to  the  ter- 
rible and  bloody  contests  in  which  this  attack  upon  what  he  might 
term  "  his  commercial  honour,"  had  hurried  him,  that  he  owed  the 
valour  that  had  won  him  the  insignia  that  now  adorned  his  breast, 
and  the  Continental  distinction  that  even  his  enemies,  no  less  asto- 
nished than  he  was  himself  at  his  prowess,  had  attached  to  his  name. 
A  great  philosopher  had  said,  Not  till  you  pick  a  man's  pocket  will 
vou  discover  his  principle.  "Whoever  said  that,  was  a  wis 


and  those  who  thought  with  him  had  had  their  pockets  picked.  _  And 
what  was  the  result  ?  He  appealed  to  that  Committee  to  say  if  the 
military  organisation  of  the  country  could  boast  at  that  moment  a 
tougher  or  gamer  set  of  dare-devil  fighting  cocks  than  the  "No- 
Quarter-Peace-at-any-Price  Manchester  Fencibles  "  ?  (Applause.) 
Of  those  "  Fencibles''  he  was  proud  to  be  the  Colonel ;  and  until  he 
got  the  good  glorious  old  prices  of  former  days  back  again,  he  would 
never  lav  down  his  sword — no,  nor  sell  his  flag  !  (Renewed  applause.) 
He  thanked  the  assemblage  for  that  manifestation.  It  would  encou- 
rage him  to  persevere  without  ceasing  until  the  Tunnel  was  either 
battered  in.  blocked  up,  or  blown  to  pieces,  and  the  unpatriotic  and 
dastardly  Shareholders  relegated,  if  need  be,  to  the  gallows.  He  had 
but  one  word  more  to  say.  Whoever  urged  that  the  Tunnel  and  its 
promoters  should  not  be  thus  summarily  disposed  of,  was  fit  only  for 
Bedlam  ! 

Upon  the  conclusion  of  the  illustrious  Baron  s  testimony,  there  was 
a  scene  of  considerable  excitement,  during  which  he  was  carried  on 
the  shoulders  of  a  few  Manchester  friends  in  triumph  to  the  Horse 
Guards.  The  proceedings  were  then  further  adjourned  until  to-day. 

"EXITS  AND  ENTRANCES." 

THE  model  theatre  of  the  future  will  be  built  like  a  pigeon-trap, 
with>ides  that  lift  up  and  let  down  at  the  whim  and  fancy  of  the 
audience.  Chapels  and  churches  will  have  to  copy  this  model,  and 
so  will  concert  and  music-halls.  The  schoolrooms  of  the  country  and 
the  temples  of  the  London  School  Board  will  all  be  re-constructed— 
of  course  at  the  cost  of  the  ratepayers ;  and  taverns  and  eating- 
houses  will  have  to  conform  to  the  new  building  regulations. 

Nearly  all  the  London  theatres  now  have  their  outer  doors  so  hung 
that  they  open  outwards.  This  is  done  on  the  authority  of  the  Board 
of  Works,  and  in  defiance  of  the  Common  Law  and  several  Acts  of 
Parliament.  It  is  a  pleasant  thing  for  the  few  thousands  of  people 
who  visit  theatres,  but  not  so  pleasant  for  the  few  millions  who  walk 
about  the  streets.  At  any  moment  an  unsuspecting  passenger  may 
be  swept  off  the  public  footway.  This,  it  appears,  is  not  enough  for 
an  excited  British  Legislature.  A  Bill  was  nearly  passed  through 
the  House  of  Commons  which  would  have  extended  this  street-door- 
out-and-out-legislation  to  nearly  every  mansion  in  London.  Such  a 


Jlariin  Jnhn  liriglif* 
The  liaron,  who  wore  conspicuously  on  the  breast  nf  his  surtout  a 


proceeding  was  perfectly  logical,  but  likely  to  have  been  very 
troublesome.  Many  "at  homes"  are  far  more  dangerous,  in  case 
of  panic,  than  public  performances,  but  what  will  those  landlords 
and  tenants  say  to  this  who  hold  that  "  Every  Englishman's  house  is 
his  castle  "  ? 

.--  The  excited  British  Legislature  is  not  excited  enough  to  do  one 

llation  of  orders,  on  taking  his  place  at  the  table  amidst    thing— to  repeal  that  portion  of  the  35  &  36  Viet.,  cap.  91,  which 
;i  rplN-et tul  and  sympatln -tic  hush  which  was  c|uite  remarkable, said—  1  compels  all  theatres  to  brick  up  all  communications  with  adjoining 
\\  hat  he  had  t->  ~.:\\-  cm  the  sulijeet  of  the  Tunnel  would  be  brief,  and  j  buildings  licensed  as  public-houses.    Perhaps  the  Legislature  of  1872 
[e  frankly  admitted  that  he  had  once  publicly  advo-   thought  that  theatres  would  corrupt  taverns,  or  taverns  theatres, 
Bated  its  completion  as  a  boon  to  those  great  commercial  interests   forgetting  that  theatres  can  and  do  sell  drink  in  any  quantity 
t,  notwithstanding  the  military  distinctions  that  had  been  forced   demanded  by  the  public.      It  savours  somewhat  of  hypocrisy;  A 
upon  him  by  circumstances  over  which  he  had  no  control,  he  yet 
the  fairest  jewels  in  that  Crown  that  aptly  symbolised 
hty  nation's  Imperial  policy.      He  was  not  ashamed  of  this 
tit  change  of  front.    He  once  thought  that  as  soon  as  the  com- 
munication was  opened  in  the  sacred  name  and  under  the  divine  fegis 
those    twin   goddesses.    Business   and    Humanitv,   the   cotton 
i  m  which  he  was  largely  interested  would  be  poured 


.  to 

make  a  fuss  about  an  outer  door  opening  outwards  or  inwards,  while 
solid  internal  brick  walls  are  built  by  Act  of  Parliament  to  prevent 
the  panic-stricken  public  escaping  through  an  adjoining  pot-house. 


MES.  RAMSBOTHAM  has  not  quite  made  up  her  mind  with  regard  to 


—  ..„„„  m  ^.^^  in  a  |  Thought>Reading,  but  she  is  inclined  to  think  a  good  many  of  its 
it  a  remunerative  figure,  upon  the  eager  and  i  extraordinary  effects  may  be  due  to  unconscious  celebration. 

<&T  TO  COltKISPOHDENTS.-Ia  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings    be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelope  or  Cover.      Conies  of  MS.  should  he  vent,  hv  thn  finnd'era. 
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NEM.    CON.' 


First  Britislirr,  at  Boulogne  (shady -looking  party,  evidently  resident — to  Casual 
Acquaintanef).  "  On,  I  DON'T  CARE  TO  oo  BACK  TO  MY  NATIVE  COUNTRY.    THEY 

AI.I,   SEF.MED  TO  BE   AGAINST   MK. " 

Second  Britisher  (resprftable — Tourist).  "  Goo'  OBACiors  !    WHAT,  THE  WHOLE 
TWELVE  OF  'KM  ?  I  " 


LAYS  OF  A  LAZY  MINSTREL. 

HATTIirE. 

BRIGHT  is  the  sunshine,  thr  lireeze  is  quiescent— 

Leaves  whisper  low  in  the  Upper  Thames  reaches — 
Blue  is  the  sky,  and  the  shade  mighty  pleasant, 

Under  the  beeches : 
Midsummer  night  is,  they  say,  made  for  dreaming ; 

Better  by  far  are  the  visions  of  daytime — 
Pink  and  white  frocks  in  the  meadow  are  gleaming — 
Helping  in  Haytime ! 

Sunshine,  I  'm  told,  is  productive  of  freckle* — 

Sweet  are  the  zephyrs,  hay-scented  and  soothful — 
Work  is,  of  all  things,  so  says  Mr.  F.rclts, 

Good  for  the  youthful ! 
Here  let  mo  lounge,  'neath  the  beeches  umbrageous ; 

Here  let  me  smoke,  let  me  slumber,  or  slay  time, 
Gazing  with  pleasure  on  toilers  courageous-^- 

Working  in  Haytime ! 

Fair  little  faneuse»  in  pretty'pink  dresses, 

Merry  young  maidens  in  saucy  sun-bonnets, 
Dainty  young.damsels.with  hay  in  their  tresses — 

Worthy  of  sonnet* ! 
Lazy'tbe  cattle  are,  red  are  the  rowers, 

Making  a* toil  of  the  sweet  summer  playtime ; 
Hot  are  the  hay-makers,' weary  the  towers, 

Thirsty  in  Hay-time ! 

Under  the  beach,  round  a  flower-decked  table, 

Pouring  the  cream  out  and  crushing  the  berry, 
N  ixx  and^FLORENCE  and  MAST  and  MAJEL 

Gladly  make  merry ! 
Laughing  young  labourers,  doubtless  judicious, 

Come  for  reward  when  they  fancy  it's  paytime  ; 
Splendid  the  cake  is,  the  tea  is  delicious — 

Grateful  in  Haytime ! 

Gonro  TO  PHE  Doos. — Prince  Regent,  the  best  mastiff 
of  the  year,  was  exhibited  at  the  Kennel  Club  Dog  Show 
at  the  Crystal  Palace  last  week.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that 
this  worthy  winner  of  the  Champion  Prize  enjoyed  him- 
self thoroughly  at  Sydenbam.  It  will  be  remembered 
that  the  last  Prince  Regent  we  had  in  England  waa  a 
very  sad  dog  indeed. 

NOT  A  RARA  AVIS  AT  HEXLET.— A  "Water-foul. 


OPERATIC  NOTE. 

THE  greatest  treat  of  this  Operatic  Season  was  the  appearance  of 
Madame  ADELIXA  PATH  and  Madame  SCALCHI  as  Ninetia  and  Pippo 
in  La  On:;a  I.arlru,  What  a  charming  Opera !  and  how  perfect 
were  both  of  these  Artistes.  An  equal  triumph.  The  Chorus,  how- 
ever, was  on  one  occasion  as  flat  as  a  pancake.  The  Stair  Manage- 
men  at  Covent  Garden,  from  what  we  have  seen  of  it  this  season,  seems 
to  have  brought  ineffective  arrangement  to  an  Art.  The  Trial  Scene 
was  an  example  in  point.  Such  a  tableau  in  anv  serious  Drama,  and 
on  any  ordinary  st:\Lrc,  wmild  have  been  laughed  out  of  Court.  But 
a  cultivated  audience,  because  they  still  olini;  to  the  illusion  that  the 
Italian  Op'1"1  i*  pot  up  and  performed  entirely  by  "poor  ignorant 
furrincrs  who  don't  know  no  better."  and  who  are  merely  singers 
without  any  brains — each  a  kind  of  "  Singer  Machine  " — will  tolerate 
at  the  Italian  Opera  what  they  would  not  stand  at  the  Lyceum, 
the  Haynmrket,  or,  in  fact,  at  any  Wcst-Knd  Theatre. 

The  one  mechanical  eti'ect  of  the  Magpie  upon  which  the  latter  part 
of  the  plot  of  the  piece — the  climax,  indeed — turns,  was  a  ludicrous 
failure,  such  as  might  have  occurred  on  the  tir-4  nitrht  of  a  Panto- 
mime, when  then.'  arc  so  many  heavy  mechanical  effects  to  be 
managed,  that  one  going  a  bit  wrong  is  pardonable ;  but  here,  where 
it  was  absolutely  the  only  one,  its  failure,  greeted  with  derisive 
laughter,  was  most  reprehensible.  The  Magpie,  worked  by  a  very 
apparent  win-,  should  have  flown  up  to  the  belfry,  where  immediately 
afterwards  Pip^o  finds  the  spoon.  The  poor  dummy  made  a  flutter- 
ing start,  was  jerked  up  against  a  tree  in  the  centre,  tried  \ 
started  again  with  a  pluck  and  determination  worthy  of  a  better 
mechanism,  and  coming  once  more  blindly  up  against  the  tree,  fell 
heavily  on  the  stnsre,  never  to  rise  again,  and  Pippo  and  the  Magis- 
trate's Clerk  had  to  go  up  to  the  belfry  and  "  pretend  very  much," 
and  find  the  spoon  just  as  though  the  Magpie  had  played  its  part 
properly  and  given  the  one  correctly.  The  entire  Opera  should  be  re- 
stage-managed.  The  Chorus,  too, 'should  have  a  thorough  drilling 
before  the  next  performance,  if  another  be  given  ;  and  if  it  be,  we 
recommend  everyone  to  see  PATH  and  SCAXCHI  in  La  Gthza  Ladra. 


Pour! 

Pleasure  ! 
Roof 

Azure  ! 
Stream! 

Rippling  ! 
Dream  ! 

Tippling! 
Bright 

(  hannels  ! 

White 

Flannels  ! 
Blue 

Serges  ! 
Crew 

JBT 

Along! 


Strong 


RIVER  RUNES. 

Waft 

Roses! 
Draught ! 

Dozes! 
Joke 

Bandy ! 
Smoke ! 

"Shandy"! 
Lunch ! 

Salad! 
Munch ! 

Ballad! 
Long 

Breather ! 
Strong! 

Together ! 

Twenty ! 
Smiles 
Plenty! 


Girls! 

Chaffing ! 
Pearls ! 

Laughing ! 
Doff 

Caps! 
Off! 

Traps 
Out! 

Up! 
Shout! 

Sup! 
Sight 

O'er  us ! 
Light ! 

Chorus! 

"  Creep! 
Strip! 

•  p! 


What  is  the  Next  Art-icle  P 

WE  are  told  that  never  was  Art  so  patronised  in  Enc-lnnd  as  it  is 
in  the  present  day.  So  it  would  appear  to  be  from  the  following 
;idv<  rtisement,  which  appears  in  the  Uatiy  Tf  If  graph  July  3).: — 

TO  ARTISTS.  — A  City  Finn  has  an  export  order  tor  2000  Oil  Paint- 
ings, from  3,«  to  £2.     Artists  wanting  Employrornt  ran  add  mm,  i-o. 
Here  is  a  brilliant,  opening  for  merry  old  Academicians,  festive 
flagstone  "screevers,"  and  "distinguished  amateurs." 

"A  GKSXSAI.  BOOTH  "on  the  rite  of  the  late  Grecian  Theatre 
sounds  like  a  tent  on  debatable  ground  between  Church  and  Stage. 
It  was  the  latter :  it  isn't  the  former. 


VOL.  T.XXXV. 


A    SENSITIVE    PLANT. 

"WHAT.  BACK  IN  Tows  ALREADY,  OLD  CHAPPIE?" 
"YES,  OLD  CHAPPIE.    COULDN'T  KTAXD  THE  COUNTRY  ANY  LONGER.    CUCKO 
GAVE  ME  THE  HEADACHE  !" 


BEFORE  THE  FOURTEENTH. 

(Fancies  among  the  Flags.} 
THE?  push  them  up  with  shoulders  broad, 
And  hardened  hands,  the  classic  Mouses  ; 
They  push  them  up,  and  louts  applaud, 

And  loafers  the  trite  task  amuses. 
There  TOLYTE  perched  on  cross-bars  shouts 

A  higher  bar  to  GCGUSSE  lower ; 
And  PKUDHOMJIE,  gaping  at  them,  pouts 

Because  the  work  is  getting  slower. 
But  keener  eyes  than  PBTJDHOMME'S,  though 

The  dust  of  time  their  glass  besmirches, 
See  Mav-poles  into  gibbets  grow, 

And  find  the  flagstaffs  sting  like  birches. 
The  scaffolds  make  one  think  of  spars 

Strewn  by  the  winds  of  war  pervading  ; 
And  those  same  recreative  bars 

Suggest  to  some  some  barricading. 
Those  self-same  poles  the  Eagle  bore, 

Than  which  poor  Poll  is  now  supremer  ; 
Our  lucfc  tunics  once  we  wore 

Beneath  that  feebly-coloured  streamer. 
They  flung  unto  the  summer  breeze 

Crowned  N.'s  despite  the  scarlet  scowler  ; 
Those  N.'s  are  now  nonentities, 

And  we  are  men — a  fate  that  s  f ouller. 
And  we  are  men,  and  tired  beneath 

The  paltry  poles,  the  tawdry  towers, 
We  see  a  handcuff  in  the  wreath, 

And  immortelles  seem  all  the  flowers. 
The  banners  wave  like  whips ;  some  souls 

Think  R.  F.  silly  as  the  lily  ; 
And  sailing  life's  sea  'neath  bare  poles, 
Some  find  these  July  breezes  chilly. 
For  we  took  Bastilles  then  at  heart, 

Quixotes  whose  castles  filled  three  Castules  ; 
And  now  we  know  no  human  art 

Can  batter  down  the  basest  Bastilles  ; 
Those  Bastilles  of  the  mind  that  hold 

Rebellion's  recollections  wizened, 
And  white,  like  LINGUET,  old  and  cold, 

And  a  perpetuite  imprisoned. 
It 's  only  waiting  swords,  we  know, 

These  Gallic  hands  consent  to  twine  a 
Garland  of  olives ;  they've  a  crow 

In  peace-hymns—crow  of  Cochin-t  nma. 
And  bonnets-rouges  as  coiffures  go, 

Less  chic  than  shako  and  than  casque  are  ; 
And  when  they  shout  that  war's  a  woe, 
Au  echo  answers,  "  Madagascar  . 


A  LOOK  INTO  LIMBO. 

"Tin:  neighbourhood,"  said  I,  "seems  like  one  huge  unwalled 
lunatic  asvlum." 

My  guide  smiled  significantly,  and  pressed  his  finger  to  his  invo- 
luntarily curving  lips. 

"  Do  not  put  it  in  that  way,  please,"  said  he,  softly.  "  It  may 
give  needless  offence.  These  poor  people  not  so  long  since  ruled 
Society.  It  is  their  pleasing  delusion  that  they  do  so  still.  Pray  do 
not  disturb  them  in  that  soothing  belief." 

Su.-h  an  odd  assortment  of  head-gears  I  never  saw  as  among  these 
people.  Some  wore  huge  Mob-caps  many  sizes  too  large  for  them, 
no  that  they  seemed  like  sons  of  Lilliput  masquerading  as  Brobding- 
nagian  grandmothers.  These  assumed  airs  of  the  most  autocratic 
•i-rtion.  Others  bore  Phrygian  caps  of  varied  colour  and  cut, 
blood-red  and  black  being  the  prevailing  tints.  These  flaunted 
hly,  and  attitudinised  most  ludicrously  ;  some,  posing  in  pos- 
tures of  statuesque  calm,  coldly  contemplated  vacuity  ;  some  striking 
attitudes  of  Ajax-like  energy,  desperately  defied  thie  invisible.  Yet 
a  third  class,  and  these  the  most  numerous,  sported  Fools'  caps 
every  conceivable  variety.  Their  wild,  bewildering  differences  of  porl 
and  bearing  defied  classification.  In  one  thing  only  were  the  crowds 
of  cap-bearers  alike  :  they  all  looked  fatuously  self-complacent. 

"  And  you  say  that  these  singular  creatures  once  ruled  Society '; 
Raid  I,  incredulously. 

""ies,"  replied  my  interlocutor,  "until  the  time  of  the  'Great 
Revolt;'  and  of  their  common  banishment  hither." 
I  solicited  further  enlightenment. 

"Those  persons  with  Mob-oapg,"  said  my  informant.  "  were  once 
known  as  '  Grandmotherly  Legislators.'    Their  ears,  which,  did  their 


caps  permit,  you  would  perceive  to  be  inordinately  long,  were  ever 
men  to  the  urgings  of  fanatics,  the  pleas  of  prigs,  the  plaints  of 
Puritans.     They  were  the  hope  of  the  ignoble  army  of  Faddists  and 
Crotcheteers,  of  all  whose  fancy  inclined  to  folly,  and  whose  temper 
tended  to  tyranny.     Perched  in  high  places,  they,  like  a  Dionysms 
ear,  listened  to  'the  multitudinous  whims  of  fools,  and,  ii 
hands  of  a  Briareus,  carried  out  the  imperious  behests  of  fanatics. 
"  And  people  put  up  with  them  ?  "  said  I. 

"For  some  time,"  replied  my  informant.       'The  Faddists  were 
many,  and  even  more  noisy  than  numerous.     When  it  comes  to 
voting,  six  who  shout  do  more  than  sixty  who  sit  silent, 
was  that  their  great  hocus-pocus  device  of  Local  Option  met  witn 
such  huge  success — until  it  was  understood." 
"  What  was  Local  Option '("  I  asked,  curiously. 
"A    scheme   for   giving    the    six  who   love    shouting,    supreme 
control  over  the  liberty  of  the  sixty  or  six  hundred  who  dislike  noise, 
and  so  hold  their  tongues  until,  in  self-defence,  they  are  compelled 
to  use  them." 

"  And  those  personages  in  Phrygian  and  Fools'  caps  (  I  pursued. 
"They  had  various  names,"  replied  my  guide,  Teetotallers, 
Anti-Vaceinationists,  Free-Contagionists,  Sabbatarians,  Marriage- 
Restrictionists,  and  a  hundred  others.  But  they  were  all  alike,  in 
aim  and  temper.  Their  yearning  was  in  most  instances  to  narrow 
the  scope  of  individual  liberty,  and  extend  that  of  restriction,  pro- 
hibition, compulsion.  In  all,  i't  was  to  make  their  own  preferences 
the  rule  for  the  rest  of  Society.  Those  Gentlemen  in  the  Phrygian 
caps  claimed,  indeed,  to  be  the  only  consistent  friends  of  freedom. 
But  whether  thev  wished  to  impose  the  yoke  of  the  majority  on  the 
minority,  or  of  the  minority  on  the  majority,  it  icas  the  yoke  they 
yearned  for  power  to  apply,  and  the  conception  of  a  rational  liberty 
was  entirely  beyond  their  grasp." 
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AFTER    THE    COBDEN    CLUB    DISCOURSE. 

(Adapted from  "  Apris  le  Sermon.'") 


"  And  how  came  they  congregated  here  ?  " 

"  Society  revolted.  It  began  to  find  itself  eobwebbed  round  with  restrictions,  and  nullified 
by  negations.  Wherever  a  man  chanced  to  be.  the  probability  was  that  some  '  Local  Majority" 
hindered  him  from  doing  what  he  wanted  to  do — say.  drink  a  glass  of  ale — or  compelled  him 
to  do  what  he  didn't  want  to  do — say,  catch  Small  Pox.  For  liberty  to  do  ten — perfectly 
innocent — things,  he  must  travel  into  ten  different  counties.  In  Surrey,  he  could  smoke,  but 
not  drink ;  in  Durham  he  could  drink,  but  not  smoke.  In  Yorkshire  he  could  do  neither.but 
he  might  take  snuff,  which  wan  strictly  prohibited  in  Westmoreland.  Nay,  in  Little  Ped- 
lington  coffee  was  banned,  in  the  adjoining  Hookem  Sniyey  buttered  toast  was  anathema, 
whilst  in  the  adjacent  Ilole-Cum-t'urner  bacon  was  as  strictly  under  interdict  as  at  Bagdad. 
He  therefore  had  to  take  a  round  of  a  dozen  miles  in  order  to  get  his  breakfast.  This  was 
soon  found  a  bore,  and  people  began  carefully  to  consider  the  real  nature  and  claims  of 
'  Local  Option."  Of  course  it  was  men  all  up  with  the  Faddists,  since  it  was  seen  that  for  sir 
people  to  compel  five  to  do  or  refrain  from  doing  an  innocent  or  indifferent  action,  unleis  such 
compulsion  were  absolutely  necessary  to  the  well-being  of  Satiety,  was  mischievous  despotism. 
It  was  discovered  that,  in  a  large  proportion  of  his  actions,  the  individual  may  fairly  and 
uninjuriously  be  ruled,  nut  by  the  majority,  or  the  minority,  but  by  his  own  judgment  or 


taste,  and  that  intrusion  on  that  sphere  is 
tyranny,  whether  the  intruder  be  an  indi- 
vidual, or  a  majority  of  '  all  the  world  to 
one.' " 

"  Strange  that  people  should  ever  have 
thought  otherwise  :  "  said  I. 

My  interlocutor  smiled— a  slow  wise  smils 
of  subtle  significance.  "  People,"  said  he, 
"do  not  think  until  they  are  obliired  to. 
Henoe  the  temporary  sway  of  stupidity  in 
its  active  form  of  fanaticism  and  faddiness, 
over  stupidity  in  its  passive  form  of  blind 
acquiescence.  At  last,  however,  the  com- 
plication of  discomfort  and  disaster  pro- 
duced by  the  rule  of  '  King  Crotchet '  and 
his  triumphant  myrmidons  compelled  suf- 
fering Society  to  think." 

"And  the  result?" 

"  The  '  Great  Revolt'— so  it  is  known  in 
History — of  Common  Sense  againt  Crotchet- 
doin,  and  the  banishment  of  the  Crotcheteers, 
en  matte,  hither.  Here  they  are  happy  in 
an  imaginary  reductio  ad  absurdum  of  tneir 
several  theories,  without  practical  injury 
to  anyone." 

"Like  harmless  patients  in  a  spacious 
lunatic  asylum  P  "  said  I. 

"  Perhaps,"  returned  my  guide,  smiling 
ambiguously.  ' '  But  we  call  it '  Noddy-Cap 
Country,  or  the  Limbo  of  Fads.'  " 


MY  COUNTRY  COUSIN. 

WITH  fair  complexion,  watchet  eyes, 

With  lips  as  red  as  any  rose, 
With  such  an  air  of  frank  surprise, 

And  TENNYSON'S  "  tip-tilted"  nose ; 
With  bird-like  music  in  each  tone, 

And  hair  a  most  bewitching  brown, 
In  short,  with  charms  she  boasts  alone, 

My  Country  Cousin  comes  to  Town. 

She  likes  the  Season,  she  declares, 

As  I  once  liked  it  long  ago. 
Though  she  encounters  endless  stares 

From  languid  loungers  in  the  Row. 
She  "s  always  fresh  for  ball  or  rout. 

Though  maiden  Aunts  severely  frown ; 
I  trow  it 's  but  to  gad  about — 

My  Country  Cousin  comes  to  Town. 

She  cries  "  Academy,"  'tis  mine 

The  task  to  take  her ;  quite  a  bruta 
She  thinks  me,  if  I  draw  the  line 

At  visiting  the  Institute 
And  Grosvenor  on  the  self-same  day  : 

And  so  I  win  the  martyr's  crown ; 
'Tis  just  to  go  on  in  that  way, 

My  Country  Cousin  comes  to  Town. 

She  loves  the  ancient  London  sights, 

The  Tower,  TUSSAUD'S,  and  Monday 

"  Pops," 
The  theatres  fill  up  her  nights. 

The  mornings  sne  will  spend  in  shops. 
We  go  to  Greenwich  where  we  dim-, 

Or  I  to  Richmond  drive  her  down : 
For  such  enjoyments  I  opine, 

My  Country  Cousin  comes  to  Town. 

I  wait  upon  her  night  and  morn. 

Like  some  poor     Bobby  "  on  his  beat ; 
I  earn  alternate  praise  and  scorn, 

I  carry  parcels  in  the  street. 
I  know  of  all  the  ill-used  men, 

That  I'm Why,  what  a  charming 

gown! 
I  'm  not  so  very  wretched  when 

My  Country  Cousin  comes  to  Town. 


SUGGESTION  FOR  A  NEW  EXHIBITION. — 

Get  up  "An  Exhibition  of  Temper."   Make 

it  International.   Who  '11  get  the  first  prize  ? 

If  the  evidence  in  a  recent  case  may  be  taken 

I  as  ground  to  goupon.  there's  a  certain — orun- 

I  certain — SABA  B.  who  might  stand  a  chance 
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THE    ROYAL    WESTMINSTER    ACADEMY, 

,;    ;       i, ."TJ»  Other  Fellows."     The  Speaking  Likenesses  speak  Jor  tlwwlves  and  for  the  Artists. ) 
(SplauKdCoOcelion  of  Parliamentary  PortraUt.moftlydoM  by    Tk»(  ^1____1 — , 


Ld.  Selborae,  painted  by  Ld.  Caims 


Earl  Derby,  by  Lord  Carnarvon 


Lord  Cairns 


,  by  Lord  Solborne.          Earl  Granville,  by  Mar.  of  Salisbury.      Mar.  of  Salisbury,  by  Earl  Granv 


Lord  Carnarvon,  by  Earl  Derby.          Earl  Spencer,  by  Duke  of  Aberconu        Duke  of  Abereorn,  by  Earl  Spencer. 


Lord  Sherbrooke,  by  Lord  Cranbrook.    Lord  Cranbrook,  by  Lord  Sh«rbrook«.  Duke  of  Argyll,  by  himself. 


Bishop  of  Peterborough,  by  some  on«'i 
Deceased  Wife's  Sist«r. 


ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  FKOM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 

House  uf  Common*.  Monday  XiyM,  July  2.—"  Sorry  we  didn't  get 
e  Criminal  Code  Bill  through  Grand  Committee,"  says  ATTORNEY  - 


the  C 


"If  it  had  gone  on,  meant  to  introduce  Amendment, 
taking  power,  on  deposition  signed  by  two  of  his  colleagues,  to  seize  the 
Grand  Old  Man  when  he  is  coming  down  to  House  after  dinner,  carry 
him  off  home,  and  put  him  to  bed.    Reckon  such  power  judiciously 
.vould  shorten  Session  by  from  fortnight  to  three  weeks,  and 

H  his  life  by  ten  years. 

G.  0.  M.  c'i  rt.iiiily  responsible  for  a  pretty  pickle  to-night.  Going 
on  swimmingly  with  Corrupt  Practices  Bill.  Clause  after  Clause 
added,  Ik-cii  nine  days  getting  seven  Clauses  through.  At  to-night's 


sitting  got  eight  Clauses.   Mini~t'Tiiili^ts  looking  pleased.   ATTOBNEY- 
:AL  beginning  to  think  he  doesn't  manage  so  badly,  after  all ; 
Binoura  Mlting  moodily  pulling  his  moustache,  inclined  to  be  a 
little  short-tempered  with  WOLFF,  as  if  it  was  bis  fault  that  business 
;ting  on.    >'o  one  to  wrangle  with.    Nothing  to  be  done  but 
go  home,  and  lot  'em  go  ahead  since  they  were  in  the  humour. 
Juit  about  to  leave  when  0.  0.  M.  appeared.     RANDOLPH  put 

.     i    \ir »..   _         i          IT.  •   .  • 


DODSON  studiously  puts  on  appearance  trifle  more  like  wooden  figure- 
head than  usual.  But  G.  0.  M.  in  uncontrollable  fury.  RANDOLPH 
watches  him,  skilfully  rubbing  places  that  seeui  sore.  JOSEPH  WILLIS 
chimes  in,  WABTON  laughs,  RANDOLPH  sits  down,  and  Grand  Old  Man 
bounds  to  table  like  a  mad  bull.  Hour  and  a  half  spent  in  rowing, 
after  which  too  late  for  business,  and  progress  reported.  . 

"Not  at  all,"  said  RANDOLPH,  when  they  complimented  mm  OE 
the  skill  with  which  he  got  PREMIER  to  interrupt  business.  Easiest 
thing  in  the  world.  WARTON  can  do  it.  JOSEPH  GILLIS  rarely 
known  to  fail." 

Business  done.— Eight  Clauses  of  Corrupt  Practices  Bill  passed. 

Tuesday.— Mr.  WABTON  had  happy  thought  to-day.     Has  had 

Last  week  varied  monotony 


House  met  for  Morning  Sitting.    At  ten  minutea  to  seven  progress 


ouse  me     or  . 

reported  on  understanding  that  House  would  meet  again  at  nine,  and 
go  on  with  Corrupt  Practices  Bill.  If,  between  ten  minutes  to  seven 
and  seven,  House  could  be  counted,  Evening  Sitting  impossible, 
Government  arrangements  upset,  and  everybody  inconvenienced.  _ 

.Member  for  Bridport  sat  through  last  hour  of  Morning  bitting  m 
state  of  subdued  eicitement.  Hardly  keep  his  secret,  especially 
from  JOSEPH  GILLIS.  Would  doubtless  havefcontided  it  to  hjni,  o\ 


____    _______  ____        _____     _______  . 

d'iwii  liU  hat,  bogged  WOLFF'S  pardon  for  being  snappish,  and  pre-  j  coolness  which  arose  the  other  day  through  JOEY.  B.  counting  him  out. 
paired  for  larks.     Found  opportunity  forthwith.     Referred  to  with-  |  not  yet  overcome.     But  JOSEPH  would  hear  of  it  in^  good  time,  and 


.„„..„.  «^*...~x»       fcv         ,,.VU-  UVV  V.U        v.*,*Wii*t.  But        ^ ^***       ,,~~ --        „ 

drawal  of  UntEX-PajfE  from  Radnor  in  order  to  make  room  for  j  his  generous  appreciation  of  a  master-mind  probably  bring  him  to 
UAJITIXOTON  thrown  out  in  Lancashire.     Five  years  later,  GREEN-   apologise.    WALTON,  his  heart  warmed  by  triumph,  would  forgive, 

and  a   friendship,   sweet    as   that   of    JONATHAN  and  DAVID,  be 

resumed. 


PiucK  made  a  Baronet.  That  'a  a  few  years  ago,  but  no  matter. 
Then  there  was  HABCOUBT  JOHNSTON  retired  from  Scarborough. 
DODSON  goes  in  for  Commons,  and  H.  J.  goes  up  to  the  Lords. 

1 1  A  i:  i  I.N<,  ro.v  and  DODSON  both  present  during  this  recital.  HABT- 
IXOTOS  looks  lazily  under  rim  of  his  hat  at  RANDOLPH.  Wonders 
how  he  can  fash  himself  so  with  thermometer  at  80°  in  the  shade  ! 


Progress  reported  twelve  minutes  to  seven.  Members,  believing  busi- 
uoss  to  be  ov«r,  rush  out  to  make  the  most  of  dinner-hour.     W  ABTON 
sits  on  extreme  edge  of  bench,  eagerly  watching  departing  throng,  to 
hand  trembles  with  excitement.     Spills  large  pinch  ot  snuff  down 
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"Lord  Randolph  Charges  the  Khedive." 


bark  of  neck  of  Mr.  MONTAGUE  SCOTT,  who  sits  below.  MONTAGUE  doesn't  notice 
accident.  Probably  will  by-and-by.  Members  tiled  out.  SPEAKER  running 
through  Orders,  fn  five  minutes  it  will  be  too  late.  Four  minutes  is  risky.  In 
three  all  may  be  over.  WAKTON  can  stand  it  no  longer.  Jumping:  up,  trembling 

with  excitement, 
moves  a  Count. 
S i- E  A  K  F.  u  taken 
aback.  Whips 
momentarily  para- 
lysed. Bell  rings. 
Astonished  Mem- 
bers stopped  as 
they  hurry  off. 
Come  trooping 
back  a  hundred  at 
least,  and  WAR- 
ION'S  great  coup 
fails. 

"Glad    now    I 
didn't    speak     to 

.loN];ril        tilLI.IS," 

he  says.  "  Hope 
he  won't  hear  of 
it.  Sure  to  jeer  at 

me.  lie  prouder  than  ever  of  me  down  at  Bridport.  Rather  think  I  have  reached 
the  highest  standard  of  legislative  capacity.  Expected  when  RANDOLPH  wouldn't 
go  to  Manchester  that  the  Conservatives  would  invite  me.  Perhaps  they  will  now. 
Must  be  proud  of  me." 

Business  done. — Passed  two  Clauses  of  Corrupt  Practices  Bill. 

Thursday. — "  Tuiijmtra  perdrlx  was  bad  about  dinner-time,"  SoLICITOR- 
(!iMi:u,  observes;  "but  toujours  Corrupt  Practices  Bill  before  dinner,  at 
dinner,  and  after  dinner,  and  ditto  day  after  day,  is  a  little  worse." 

"  Reminds  me,"  says  Mr.  PULESTON,  "  of  my  late  friend,  ARTEMUS  WARD'S 
experiences  in  personal  coutinement.  '  The  jale,'  he  writes.  '  was  an  ornery 
edinss,  but  the  table  was  librallv  surplied  with  bakin  and  cabbige.  This  was  a 
good  variety,  for  when  I  didn't  hanker  after  the  bakin  I  could  help  myself  to 
the  cabbige.'  Debates  here  liberally  supplied  with  CALLAN  and  CHARLES  LEWIS. 
When  you  don't  hanker  after  CHABLES  LEWIS,  you  can  help  yourself  to  CALLAX." 
This  not  the  whole  of  the  truth.  There  is  also  JOSEPH  OILLIS,  who  adds 
variety  to  any  feast.  JOSEPH  with  his  thumbs  in  the  armhole  of  his  waistcoat, 
spectacles  on  the  end  of  his  nose,  his  head  on  one  side,  and  his  impressiye  "  It 
seems  to  me  "  is  worth  a  journey  to  behold.  Effect  on  Members  generally  is  that 
they  immediately  start  on  journey,  but  it  is  from  their  door  outwards.  On  their 
return,  probabilities  tive  to  one  that  JOEY  B.  is  on  legs  again,  and  "  It  seems 
to  me  reverberating  through  the  House.  Scored  great  point  to-night.  Objec- 
tion taken  to  one  Amendment  that  it  was  not  necessary,  affecting  only  the 
scum  of  the  population,  and  therefore  not  requiring  special  legislation. 

i"Yes,  Sir  ARTHUR  OTWAY,"  says  JOSEPH,  in  his  oratorial  attitude,  "but  I 
know  Cavan  very  well,  and  it  seems  to  me  that,  at  a  general  election,  the  scum 
of  the  population  always  comes  to  the  front." 

[.Committee  cried,  "Hear,  hear!"  and  roared  with  laughter,  which  JOSEPH 
modestly  appropriated  as  appreciation  of  his  humour. 

x  Y  Late  at  night  Treasury  Bench  threatened  with  thunderstroke.    Mr.  STANHOPE 

on  legs  discussing  Amendment.  Grandiose  Old 
Man  seated  amia  few  Ministers  present.  Hav- 
ing had  at  question  time  a  little  fling  at  a 
vicar,  and  having  since  dined,  was  in  good 
humour  ;  made  few  jokes  for  Sir  C.  DILKE  and 
ATTOitM:v-(li:.\KRAL,  and  cheerful  conversation 
goes  forward.  Mr.  STANHOPE  stops  with  air  of 
surprise.  Can  it  be  possible  that  anyone  would 
talk  whilst  hr  was  addressing  the  House  ?  Will 
not  believe  it  for  some  minutes.  Presently 
evidence  of  senses  grows  too  strong.  Stops  and 
bends  darkening  brow  upon  Treasury  Bench. 
Remarkable  effect.  Grandiose  Old  Man  sud- 
denly stopping,  looks  indignantly  at  DILKE,  as 
if  it  were  ne  who  had  sinned.  DILKE  tries  to 
hide  behind  G.  0.  M.  ATTORNEY-GENERAL 
and  SOLICITOR-GENERAL  become  suddenly  im- 
mersed in  consideration  of  Amendments,  and 
dead  silence  falls  on  Committee.  Noting  effect, 


A  Peerless  Peer  of  the  House  of 
Commons.  Mr.  Wurton  as  "  The 
Count  Out." 


STANHOPE  proceeds  with  speech.  No  one  hurt.   Offence  not  likely  to  be  repeated! 

"Terrible  eye  vniiiip:  STANHOPE'S  rot,"  the  ATTORNEY-GENERAL  whispered 
through  blanched  lips  to  his  learned  colleague.  "  We  must  be  careful." 

JfanncM  duiii: — Seven  Clauses  added  to  Corrupt  Practices  Bill. 

Friday.—  More  Corrupt  Practices  in  the  morning,  and  at  Evening  Sitting 
proposal  to  extend  full  enjoyment  thereof  to  Women.  Mr.  MASON  mildly 
supports  proposal;  Mr.  XEWDEGATE  solemnly  opposes  it.  BERESFORD  HOPE 
draws  pleasing  picture  of  Act  ia  full  working.  Ladies  in  Parliament :  Lady  for 
Prime  Minister,  marries  Leader  of  the  Opposition,  and  forms  Coalition  Govern- 
ment. ATTORNEY-GENERAL  and  COURTNEY  wrangle  from  Treasury  Bench. 
Resolution  rejected  by  130  votes  against  114.  Great  outburst  of  cackling  in 
Ladies'  Gallery. 

Business  dune.—  Eight  more  Clauses  of  Corrupt  Practices  Bill  passed. 


WIMBLEDON    WHIMS. 

(By  Dumb-Crambo  Junior.) 


Officer  in  charge  of  the 
Kange  Department. 


Pool  Shooting. 


Kneeling  Position.  [Regulation    IX.]       "Blowing 

Oil'  ia  not  allowed  except  on 
presentation  of  a  TicLct." 


[Regulation  X.]  "  Slings  may  be          Marking  a  Magi/i 
used  in  Shooting  for  a  Prize." 


Signalling  n  Kiss. 


Deciding  a  Tie.     Chequered 
Stock. 


Posting  a  Guard. 


Telling  Off. 


.  KiMSBOTHAlt  does  not  care  much  about  the 
French  Capital  at  the  present  day.  What  she  really 
enjoyed  was  Paris  under  the  Second  Umpire. 


A    NEW    TASTE    IN    MEN    AND    WOMEN. 
She.  "WHAT  A  TINE-LOOKING  MAN  MR.  O'BRIEN  is  !" 

lie.    "  H'M — HAH — RATHER  ROUGH-HEWN,    I  THINK.      CAN'T  SAT   I   ADMIRE  THAT    LOUD-LAUGHING,    STRONG-VOICED,    ROBUST   KIND   OF 

MAN.    Now  THAT  'a  A  FINE-LOOKING  WOMAN  HE  's  TALKING  TO  ! " 

She.  "WELL — ER — SOMEWHAT  sfPsamATX,  YOU  KNOW.    CONFESS  I  DON'T  ADMIRE  EPFEIIIXATE  WOMEN  !" 


THE  GOOD  LITTLE  PIG  GONE  WRONG. 

A  MONAOHAX  MORAUTT. 

THKRK  were  three  little  Pigs,  three  Hibernian  Pigs, 

Who  came  from  one  litter  or  brood ; 
Two  were  up  to  all  manner  of  mischievous  rigs, 

Hut  the  third  little  piggy  was  good. 
He  was  clean  in  his  habits,  and  mild  in  his  mien ; 

And  his  tail  had  so  natty  a  curl, 
That  of  all  the  young  piggies  ould  Ireland  had  seen, 

Little  Ulster  was  reckoned  the  pearl. 
He  was  made  quite  a  pet,  and  they  tied  up  his  tail 

With  a  smart  orange-coloured  silk  bow  ; 
And  he  stuck  to  bis  stve,  and  his  trough,  and  his  pail. 

He  ramble  and  root  i    Oh  dear  no  ! 
Those  two  other  Pigs  broke  their  bounds  every  day, 

And  foraged  and  rummaged  all  round  ; 
Hut  this  good  little  Pig  was  contented  to  stay 

In  his  own  little  stye  safe  and  sound. 
Hut  alas  and  alas  for  this  good  little  Pig, 

His  neat  tail,  mid  bis  nice  little  way! 
In  a  neighbouring  field,  that  was  grassy  and  big, 

He  beheld  his  two  neighbours  one  day. 
They  were  routing  and  grubbing  with  vehement  snouts, 

And  turning  up  all  sorts  of  food  ; 
And  that  good  little  Pig  he  experienced  doubts 

As  to  whether  he  wasn't  too  good. 
Orange  ribbon  was  all  very  well  in  its  way, 

So  was  honest  stye-keeping  repute  ; 

A  ljen  h°W  deli&htful  to  ramble  and  stray  ! 

And  was  not  a  snout  made  to  root '( 
Mere  wash  got  monotonous  after  a  while  • 

What  tit-bits  those  fellows  did  find  ! 
Suppose  he  were  just  to  pop  over  the  stile 

And  join  in.    He  'd  a  jolly  good  mind ! 


Then  a  black-a-vized  bystander,  watching  him,  said, 

"  Go  it,  Piggy !    Come,  don't  be  a  fool ! 
For  a  great  deal  too  long  by  the  nose  you  've  been  led, 

And  succumbed  to  tyrannical  rule. 
That  rich  field  would  be  yours,  if  we  all  had  our  rights ; 

Like  those  fellows  there,  take  mi/  advice, 
Go  in  for  free  forage  and  all  its  delights, 

You  will  find  it  uncommonly  nice." 
Alas  and  alas  for  that  good  little  Pig  ! 

His  proprietor's  pet  and  his  pride  ; 
For  his  pink  little  snout,  his  Arcadian  rig, 

And  his  tail  sweetly  curled  on  one  side, 
When  next  that  Proprietor  looked  at  the  stye, 

Bad  example  had  proved  all  too  strong ; 
There  were  three  naughty  Pigs  on  the  rummage — why  ? 

The  good  little  Pig  had  gone  wrong ! 


THE  OVER-EATING  AND  'ARRY  MATCH ; 

OB,  WHAT  IT  IS  COMING  TO. 

The  Scene  represents  the  interior  of  a  well-known  fashionable  resort 
(luring  the  progress  of  a  popular  annual  fete.  Carriages  full  of 
loudly  and  over-dressed  people,  opening  hampers,  clattering  knives 
and  forks,  munching  cold  chickens  and  salad,  and  drinking 
champagne-cup,  are  discovered  jammed  together  fifteen  deep,  and 
surrounded  by  a  seething  crowd,  rendering  locomotion  impossible 
^n  every  direction.  In  the  centre,  someichere  out  of  sight,  a  few 
schoolboys,  unnoticed  by  the  general  throng,  who  are  indulging  in 
gossip,  scandal,  flirting,  small  talk,  shouting,  plate  handing, 
amidst  peals  oj  laughter,  are  doing  their  best  to  sustain  the  interest 
of  a  good  old-fashioned  English  gamet  supported  by  occasional 
cheers  from  their  more  immediate  partisans  and  sympathisers. 
Enter  an  Old  Etonian,  accompanied  by  an  Unsophisticated  Friend. 
Old  Etonian  (picking  his  way  through  the  gate,  enthusiastically). 

You  '11  see  now  it  it  isn't  one  of  the  freshest,  healthiest,  and  prettiest 
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METROPOLITAN    PRIZE    PUZZLES.      No.    5. 

To  FIND  THE  STKAMKI;  YOU  IIEQUIUE,  AND  so  AVOID  BEIXU  TAKEN*  TO  HOLLAND,  WHEN  YOU  ONLY  WANT  TO  GO  TO  MARGATE. 


sights  you've  ever  set  eyes  upon.  And  so  manly,  too,  I  can  tell 
you,  to  watch  the  boys  play  out  a  fine  innings  pluckily !  It 's  eight- 
aud-twi 'iitv  years  since  I  saw  the  last  match  here,  and  I  remember 
we  had  only  one  more  wicket  to  go  down  when —  •  (fHi/n  orer  a 
sanilicich-paper,  anil  fulls  heavily  J  Confound  it!  what's  that? 
\_Einli  in-ultra  In  assist  hinutyon  to  his  legs  by  clutching  at  a  pile 

of  dirt  v  pluti'K.     The;/  full  with  a  crash. 

Military-looking  Youth  (with  cruel  collar,  standing  on  step  of  a 
drag,  good-temperedty).  How's  that.  Sir?  (Alluding  tit  the  number 
of  broken  plates,  in  mime  pleasant  rein.)  Three  to  slip,  eh? 

[//<•  pa.tses  11  juij  i if  claret-CUp  l<>  another  inilitary-lookiny  youth, 

also  with  a  cruel  collar,  and  laughs  lunij  and  loud. 
Old  Etonian  (recovering  himself,  but  knocking  his  head  against  an 
unobseri •< ;l  carriage-sprint)  in  the  process).  Bother! — but,  bless  me. 
what 's  happened  to  the  place  ?    \V  hv,  where 's  the  match  going  on . 
What 'sail  tin-,? 

I'nsnphisticated  Friend.  A  sort  of  Town  Derby,  ain't  it? 
[There  is  some  applause  in  the  distant;:      On  hearing  this,  the 
crowd,  who  are  inspecting  the  hind-wheels  of  carriages,  try  to 
ttrufgh  through  some  of  (the   shaft  a.     They  are  sicept  up 
against  an  open  barouche. 

Old  Etonian  (losing  his  temper' .  Confounded  Cmah  1  Call  this  tin- 
Eton  and  Harrow  Mutcli ':  \Vliy,  it's  more  like  a  prize-light!  It's  dis- 
graceful. Where  are  the  Police  ?  Why ,  the  last  t  line  I  was  here,  in  '54, 
one  could  watch  the  whole  thing  as  comfortably  as (There  is  ano- 
ther Inti-st  nf  distant  applause  that  again  suddenly  excites  the  cnncd, 
who  are  ftill  inspecting  the  hind-wheels  of  carriages,  to  push,  hustle, 
and  climb  frantically  on  to  something.  lie  is  driven  with  a  jerk  on 
to  the  steps  of  the  barouche,  and  his  h'nt  falls  into  tin-  middle  of  an  al 
fresco  lunch.  About  to  use  a  big  D,  but  noticing  that  the  luncheon  is 
being  dmourtd  by  LailKtt.)  Oh,  thank  you.  I  am  suiv,  very  much. 
(Receives  hat.)  I  be£  your  pardon;  but  I  really  couldn't  help  it !  (Ob- 
serving that  the  fair  occupants,  who  smile,  are  quite  gay  with  blue 
satin.)  Ah  !  perhaps  you  could  tell  me.  Who  are  at  the  wicket  now ? 
Obsereant  lining  Lady  who  knows  Everybody  (not  heeding  him, 
and  continuing  her  conversation).  Yes;  and  there  are  the  BROTHEKTOX 
SMITHS  ;  aiid  that  funny  old  creature  in  that  Harrow  carriage,  the 
fourth  ou  the  left— is  Lady  PonraXAX.  And,  yes,— there  are  the 
FILTER  GKUBBS  ;  and  NELLIE  and  TOPSY  CLOWS.  What  hats!- do 


look  at  them;  and  over  there,  just  by  the  ORIULEY'S  drag,  do  you 
see  him,  there 's  Major  FOOTMAN,  ah,  he  sees  us.  (Bates  knowingly  to 
someone  in  a  tchite  hat  and  a  gardenia  on  a  carriage-tcheel  two  hun- 
dred yards  off).  Dear  mo,  what  a  lot  of  people  there  are  one  knows 
here  to-day.  I  think  it 's  better  than  it  was  last  vear. 

[  Goet  on  with  her  lobster-ctitlet. 

Fashionable  Mamma  who  knows  Everything  (continuing  another 
conri  rsntion  in  undertime  to  tremendously  icel -dressed  Friend  tcho 
is  deeply  interested. .  Well,  after  that,  my  dear,  there  was  a  terrible 
scene, — as  you  can  imagine!  (Whispers.)  Yes — and  she's  at  Paris 
now,  and  serve  him  right.  Then,  of  course,  you  've  heard  all  about 
that  dreadful  affair  at  Wimborne !  Everybody  knew  how  it  would 
end.  (Whispers  again.)  Oh,  but  she  did  1  But  people  never  believe 
anything  till  it 's  too  late.  And  they  've  had  to  put  down  the  carriage 

and  everything.     In  fact,  Entre  nout,  they  do  say 

[  Whispers  again,  and  continues  to  recount  a  long  and  stirring 
series  of  social  horrors  carefully  gleaned,  but  not  selected,  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

OIil  Etonian  \hcariny  another  distant  shout,  and  unable  to  restrain 
himself  any  /linger'-.  Might  I  ask  you  to  be  so  good  as  to  tell  me  who 
are  at  the  wickets  ? 

Fashionable  Mamma    tcho  knows  Everything  (graciously).    Well, 
mow,  but  we  can  soon  find  out.     Who  is  it,  CISSEI  ? 


I  really  don't  know. 

Where  are  the  wickets,  dear  ? 


Can  you  see  ? 

[Looks  vaguely  towards  the  eittrance. 


[it'/«y.        .'»,    11     o  AAMAiwn        ui>    Lt-itak,    *. 

think  so.     (Laughs  pleasantly.)     lint,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  really  am 
not  quite  sure  which  it  is.     Ah !  there '»  some  one  out ! 

[Loud  shouting  to  celebrate  the  conclusion  of  the  match.     After  a 

desperate  struggle  for  life,  during  which  he  is  jammed  against 

a  wall,  tripped  up,  deafened,  and  dusted,  the  Old  Etonian, 

hoptlessly  separated  from  his  Unsophisticated  Friend,  finally 

finds  himself,  exhausted  and  tcith  his   hat   crushed,    swept 

for, card  among  a  chaos  of  cabs  to  a  secure  spot  outside  Lord  s. 

Old  Etonian  (saved  at  last).  Well,  if  they  call  that  beastly  picnic 

Cricket— I  '11  be — 

[  Uses  a  final  big  D.     And  there  is  every  excuse  for  Old  Etonian. 
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LUlle  Wife  (indignant.     Kht  had  just  !<•/  hint  in,  1-2-30  Midniyht).   "I  CAN'T  I-.NDERSTANE 

WHY    YOU   OAXK   MK   Till;   Si. 11'  TO-DAY,   YOU   UNMAXLY  WRETCH  !" 

Be.  "Susn  A  PLACK  THAT  FISH'IUKSH-KXSII'UISU'I,,  MY  DEAR!  SHIMPLY  COULDL'T  FIND 
YIB.  WENT  SUIBKIUA,  'x  SIIIXA— NUT  THEKE,— SHPAIN— NOT  TIIKIIF.  !  LIKE-HOASH—  'FRESH 
ME.SSH  "—  (tins  teems  to  remind  Wm)— "  Fisii-Dn.i,KK  vr.n'  SHEAI — urr  MAKKSSH  Y  ULCOM'I- 
SHIKSHTY  !  I " 


Till',  \\  AUDROHF,  OF  THE  KHEDIVE. 

(An  Ail'Ui;:mtil  i'!,,ij,/,.r  /„  "  thf  Important  Iltvelatimis.'") 

Jr",r  ffn?.lish'.nan;'l-v  "leans  of  a  heavy  bribe,  l.acl  managed  to  enter  the  bedroom  of  th 
••;;>•..>   rt     irypt      II,.  was  a.-eompuined  by  a  poor  Fellah,  who  trembled  in  every  limb. 

<ttk«d  over  the  correspondence  of  your  Master,  and  have  obtained  all  I  want/ 
IK!  the  1-rni  k      and  now  1  wish  to  examine  the  contents  of  this  cupboard  " 

.ic  poor  1-  fllah  sank  upon  his  knees,  and  protested  that  were  he  to  open  it  his  life  woul 


to  a 


rtf  a      •     A-  t    *•      i        i —  »**wj»wfcU|  j-njLULiug  Lu  u  Dustuiuc  coiisistintj'  oi  a,u  ulb 

(1   ,  Pa         lustian  breeches,  and  some  silk  stockings 

in\heTritai^CHouToef  Commons^'  maSter>"  tremb^^y  answered  the  Northern  Afri. 

''''Hera's8  Replied tKlhh  %Uiihm'»1'  °^r«>^  with  astonishment. 
ae^as,   replied  ah,  "disguised  as  a  Parnellite.    It  was  his  object  to  obstruct 


iritish  Government  You  remember  that 
re  head  of  his  house  (the  Padishah)  is  of 
[ibemian  extraction.  ?  " 

So  I  have  been  told,"  returned  the  En- 
lishman.     ' '  And  what  is  this  costume  ? 

"  Those  feathers  adorned  my  master  when 
e  was  in  Zululand." 

"Zululand!   What  was  he  doing  there?" 

"Woe  is  me!"  cried  the  unfortunate 
'ellah.  "I  have  betrayed  my  master! 
bought  that  Lord  RANDOLPH  CHURCHILL 
,ad  discovered  the  presence  of  His  Highness 
n  South  Africa.  It  is  well  known  in  Egypt 
hat  the  Khedive  was  the  rig-ht  hand  man  of 
JETEWAYO  ! " 

"Indeed,"   murmured   the   Englishman. 

And  what  is  the  meaning  of  these  blue 
pectacles,  and  suit  of  quaker-eut  clothes  t 

"Oh!  those,"  replied  the  Fellah,  with  a 
jiiaint  smile,  "  are  only  worn  by  my  master 
vhen  he  is  stealing  books  from  the  principal 
European  libraries." 

"  And  does  he  descend  to  such  paltry 
ilfering?" 

"  Only  in  hours  of  relaxation,"  answered 
he  Egyptian,  quickly.  "  As  a  rule,  His 
tidiness  prefers  large  things  to  small.  I  ou 
vm  see  sartorial  reminders  of  his  career  in 
he  shapes  of  the  umbrella  he  carries  inva- 
-iably  to  Capel  Court  when  he  goes  there 
0  rig  the  market,  and  the  white  waistcoat 
le  wears  when  he  takes  the  chair  at  a  meet- 
ng  of  a  Bubble  Company. ' 

7'  And  what  are  these  uniforms  ?"  further 
nquired  the  Englishman. 

"  He  wore  this  in  Afghanistan  when  he 
was  righting  the  British  and  their  carefully- 
chosen  Emir.  This  when  serving  in  the  army 
of  the  Boers.  He  was  merely  a  boy  when 
ic  opposed  you  in  Abyssinia,  and  only  as- 
sisted the  Ashant«es  with  arms  and  money." 

Dear  me  !    He  seems  to  have  been  very 
:reacherous ! " 

Seems !  Why,  had  I  time  I  could  prove 
:o  you  that  he  has  been  at  the  bottom  oi 
:very  intrigue  directed  against  the  main- 
tenance of  British  prosperity.  His  Ias1 
effort  to  destroy  you  was  to  take  shares  in 
the  Channel  Tunnel  Company,  and  secretly 
agitate  in  favour  of  the  Air-holes  of  the 
Underground  Railway !  " 

"  The  villain  !  "  murmured  the  English- 
man between  his  clenched  teeth.  '  Anc 
now  I  will  ask  but  one  more  question 
Although  his  name  is  TEWFIK,  I  see  that 
everything  is  marked  with  a  large  B.  How 
is  this?" 

The  Fellah  refused  to  answer.  He  declared 
that  the  risk  of  revealing  the  secret  was 
too  great.  At  length,  however,  by  promising 
him  the  written  protection  of  Mr.  WILFRID 
BLUNT,  and  offering  him  the  title-deeds  o: 
a  large  estate  in  Ireland,  the  Englishman 
carried  his  point. 

"You  want  to  know  why  all  his  tilings 
are  marked  with  a  big  B.  F"  whispered  th< 
still  apprehensive  Fellah,  looking  round  tc 
see  that  they  were  not  overheard.     "  I  wil 
tell  you.    Because  his  name  is  not  TEWFIK 
He  calls  himself  TEWFIK  ;  and  when  awaj 
in  his  native  country,  leaves  a  deputy  tc 
play  his  part.     But  I  repeat,  his  name  i 
not  TEWFIK  ! " 

"  Not  TEWFIK  !  Then  what  /*  his  name  ? 
The  Fellah  looked  round  once  more  appre 
hensively,  and  then  replied  in  a  voice  tremu 
lous  with  terror — 

"  The  real  name  of  the  Khedive  of  Egyp 
is  BISMAECK  ! " 

Five  minutes  later  a  telegram  was  des 
patched  from  Cairo  to  London.  It  wa 
addressed,  "  Lord  RANDOLPH  CHURCHILL. 


th 


WHY  ought  my  eldest  brother  to  be 
Clergyman V — Because  he 's  our  Pa's  son. 
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A  BALLAD  OF  BATHING- 
"  The  universal  experience  of 
our  race  has  shown  the  value  of 
sea-bathing  in  both  preventive 
and  curative  mrdiruic.  —  Brituh 
Medical  Journal. 


we  go  to  the  Sea,  shall 
we  bathe  ?  —  that  must  be 
For  all  men  a  practical  ques- 

tion ; 
For  enjoying  your  dips  in  the 

sight  ol  the  ships 
Is    sure    to    promote    good 

digestion.- 
Now  the  sound  British  Medi- 

cal Journal  has  said 
From    bathing    you'll    (ret 

satisfaction; 

But  don't  bathe  if  you  're  old 
or  it  makes  you  feel  cold, 
And    brings  on   no    proper 
reaction. 

For  a  child  under  two  no  sea- 

bathing will  do, 
It  's  too  great  a  shock  to  the 

system  ; 

But  hard-workers,  they  say, 
should  take  baths  every 
day, 

And  won't  feel  quite  right 
when  they  've  missed  'em. 
So  go  down  to  the  shore  when 

your  labours  are  o'er, 
Plunge    into   the  waves  in 

commotion, 
For  far  better  than  pills,  as  a 

care  for  your  ills, 
Are  the  numberless  smiles 
of  the  Ocean. 


AGITATION  among  Bar- 
risters. Election  of  Provi- 
sional Bar  Committee '  Clearly, 
all  the  Si'iKKs  AND  POND'S  girls 
will  be  eligible. 


THE  ftr/EKX  distributed  the 
Red  Crosses  to  the  Nurses  last 
Friday.  The  "Red  Cross 
Nurse "  doesn't  sound  like  a 
very  gentle  attendant  in  a 
sick-room.  Rather  Botsy  Prig- 
gish, eh,  Mrs.  Gamp  .' 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.- No. 


MR.  CHARLES  SANTLEY. 

"  AND   WHATSOKVKK   TKNOK   KEION,    I'LL  BE   VOUK   BAIUTO.NK,    SlK.S  !  " 


STARTLING  SURMISE. 

IN  ill.  I'm"  r  House  of  Con- 
vocation of  Canterbury,  only 
a  few  days  since — 

"  The  Archbishop  expressed  hu 
fear  that  the  Wel»h-spcakin£  po- 
pulation in  English  towns  slipped 
through  the  fingers  of  the  Clergy, 
and  endeavours  should  be  made 
to  prevent  that." 

This  very  grave  account  of 
tli.'  Wel-h-s]..  aldng  popula- 
tion in  English  towns  can 
hardly  fail  to  remind  the 
reader  of  a  rather  peculiar 
passage  relative  to  the  Welsh 
language  in  one  of  SHAK- 
-rruii.'s  i'la\>,  the  First  Part 

.;  //.  .•/•;/ 1  In-  Fourth,  wherein, 
Act  III.,  Scene  1— 
"  GLENDOWEK  ipe a k»  tome  Welsh 

word*  and  then  tht  Jfiific  play». 
Hotipur.  Now  I  perceive  the 
devil  understands  Welsh." 

If  such  is  the  case,  there 
may  indeed  seem  to  be  special 
reason  for  the  Archbishop  of 
CANTERBTTIY'S  apprehension 
that  the  Welsh-speaking  po- 
pulation referred  to  "  slipped 
through  the  fingers  of  the 
Clergy."  Certainly,  endea- 
vours should  be  made  to  pre- 
vent that ;  but  that,  perhaps, 
may  be  nothing  more  dreadful 
than  their  slipping  into  the 
hands  of  the  Dissenters. 

FOOD  FOR  THE  MIND.— A 
Scotch  friend  has  suggested 
that  Mr.  IIIVINC;  should  adopt, 
as  his  motto  when  away  from 
England  in  America,  the 
words,  "  Dinna  forget ! "  But 
the  eminent  tragedian  says  he 
can  never  cease  to  remem- 
ber "  The  Banquet  of  the 
Fourth." 


SAYING  of  old  Mr.  ir<7/<r'.« 
adapted  by  the  KHEDIVE— "  0 
SAM  i.  Son,  why  were  there  an 
ABAM!" 


IEVINGITES  AT  ST.  JAMES'S  HALL. 

Tin:  Irving  Banquet  at  St.  James's  Hall  was  a  remarkable  sight. 
As  a  demonstration  of  friendship,  esteem,  and  respect  for  Mr.  IKVI  x<.. 
it  was  an  unqualified  success  ;  but,  as  a  real  dinner,  and  not  a  Stage 
Banquet  of  properties,"  it  was  about  as  unsatisfactory  as  sueh 
monster  feeds  generally  are. 

On  entering,  we  meet  everybody  whom  we  have  been  meeting  every 
day  during  the  Season.  Everybody  is  delighted  to  see  everybody  else. 
Yet,  somehow  in  every  recognition  there  is  an  element  of  suppressed 
surprise — a  sort  of  raising  the  eyebrows,  and  a  mute  inquiry  of, 
"  Hallo,  old  chap  !  what  you  here  '?  "  which,  as  the  admission  is  two 
guineas,  does  not  seem  a  very  nattering  comment  upon  the  state  of 
finances  generally. 

Where  was  our  "ROBERT"?  The  undisciplined  waiters  had  a 
rough  time  of  it.  At  first,  the  guests  being  hungry  and  thirst v, 
are  irritable,  and  nothing  can  bo  obtained  fast  enough.  Then  the 
next  phase  of  conduct,  on  the  part  of  the  guests  towards  the 
waiters,  is  a  sort  of  cringing  servility.  Finding  that  angry  vio- 
lence has  no  effect  beyond  scaring  away  the  ministering  angel, 
and  so  losing  the  small  chance  that  previously  existed  of  getting 
something  to  eat  and  drink,  the  guest  begs,  implores,  and  holds  out 
lavish  promises  of  fees,  to  be  paid  after  the  banquet  is  over,  it'  tin- 
waiter  will  only  fetch  him  something,  no  matter  what.  The  knowing 
hand  goes  so  far  as  to  give  the  waiter  a  trifle  in  advance, 
as  earnest  of  what  is  to  come  (but  which  doesn't),  if  he  will 
only  see  that  the  supply  is  equal  to  the  demand  throughout  the 
evening.  Then  follows  the  third  phase  when  the  guest,  so  to  speak, 
expands,  and,  becoming  good-humoured  and  jolly,  cuts  a  friendly 


joke  with  the  waiter,  and  beginning  to  take  a  more  roseate  view  of 
every  thing/ nods  and  takes  wine  with  friends  at  a  distance,  and 
addresses  the  waiter  genially  as  "My  good  fellow,"  or  "Just  ask 
that  gentleman,  there's  a  good  fellow!"  or  "Get  me  a  little  more 
so-and-so,  there 's  a  good  fellow ! "  which  state  of  amiability, 
when  the  speeches  have  commenced,  is  succeeded  by  a  sudden 
burst  of  strong  adjurations  to  the  unfortunate  waiter  to  "  Stand  out 
of  the  way  there  ! '"— "  Get  out !  "— "  Don't  block  the  passage !  "— 
"  Lie  down !  " — "Go  away!" — "Don't  make  that  noise!"  and  so  forth, 
until  the  perspiring  attendants  efface  themselves  against  the  walls, 
and  refuse  to  come  put  at  anyone's  bidding,  until  the  most  interesting 
^1  leech  is  well  on  in  its  career,  when  they  have  their  revenge  by 
letting  off  soda-water  bottles  in  various  parts  of  the  Hall. 

There  is  a  "  Table  of  Honour"  on  a  loftv  dais :  here  sits  the  Guest 
of  the  evening  on  the  right  of  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  who  looks 
e%ery  ineh  a  ( 'oleridge,  and  not  altogether  unlike  a  polite  version  of 
the  Ancient  Mariner  in  evening-dress.  When  the  Ancient  Mariner, 
later  on,  holds  the  five  hundred  guests  with  his  glittering  eye, 
and  evinces  a  marked  tendency  to  be  prolix,  the  resemblance 
becomes  stronger  than  ever.  Behind  the  Chairman  (the  representative 
of  the  Ancient  Mariner  aforesaid  ,  rising  like  a  Cleopatra^  needle  from 
among  the  banked-up  flowers,  is  a  column  of  ice,  which,  from  our 
point  of  view,  seems  to  threaten  Lord  COLERIDGE'S  head,  either  with 
a  violent  cold  for  the  next  morning,  or  with  toppling  over,  crashing 
down  like  an  iceberg,  and  smashing  him.  This  cause's  me  for  some 
time  a  considerable  amount  of  itnxi'-ty  :  hut.  finding  that  nothing 
happens,  and  that  I  am  losing  my  dinner  by  keeping  my  eye  on  the 
safety  of  the  Lord  Chief,  I  come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  danger 
is  only  imaginary,  and  that  the  ice-block  has  been  placed  behind  the 
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The  Irving— Bank  Wet. 


"urits  at  the  Table  of  Honour  to  cool  their  enthusiasm.  The  dinner 
nd"d,  a  flouri-h  of  trumpets  proclaims  silence  for  the  Chair,  or  rather 
or  the  Ancient  Mariner  in  it.  The  Toastmaster's  voice  is  audib  je, 
mt,  speaking  for  some  of  us  at  our  table,  it  is  not  always  intelligible, 
le  wives  a  Minn,  apparently  under  the  harmless  delusion  that  he  is 
directing  something  or  other,  probably  the  cheering,  but  no  one 

pays  the  slightest]  attention  to 
his  movements,  except  when  he 
becomes  very  demonstrative, 
when  the  Guest  of  the  Evening 
and  the  Ancient  Mariner  keep 
their  heads  well  out  of  the 
reach  of  the  formidable 
weapon. 

Lord  COLERIDGE  proposes 
"The  QUEEN!"  whereupon  a 
comic  band  in  the  Upper  Gal- 
lery,— led  by  a  really  humorous 
Conductor,  who  has  hitherto 
shown  a  strong  tendency  to 
come  over  the  balustrade  at  all 

i.-  i   ;  f  •  risks  and  join  in  the  festivities 

vfiSHftr*  below,— plays  a  comic  version 
of  the  National  Anthem  with 
a  burlesque  part  for  the  fife  or 
flute,  sucn  as  the  fife-boy  used  to 
play  in  the  Army  of  Bombastes 
Furiosn.  Though  this  perform- 
ance gives  universal  satisfac- 
tion, it  is  not  repeated.  Then, 
as  an  appropriate  musical  illus- 
tration to  the  toast  of  "  The 
Princeof  WALES,"  Miss  ANTOI- 
fETTE  STERLING  sings  something  about  "  Here  *s  to  the  soldier  that 
>led —  "  but  upon  whom  the  soldier,  who  it  mav  be  presumed  was  a 
>roperly  diploma'd  Army-Surgeon,  performed  this  operation,  I  am 
mable  to  ascertain. 

Then  the  Ancient  Mariner,  being  once  more  started,  proposes  the 
lealth  of  the  American  President ;  whereupon  Mr.  CHAHLES  SANT- 
LEY,  unable  to  restrain  his  feelings,  springs  on  to  the  platform,  and, 
after  an  enthusiastic  reception,  sings  "  O  Ruddier  than  the  Cherry  "— 
whether  out  of  compliment  to  the  American  Minister  (he  was  standing 
with  his  back  to  Mr.  LOWELL  all  the  time)  or  as  a  graceful  allusion  to 
:he  dessert,  was  not  stated. 

Once  more  the  Ancient  Mariner  rises  to  give  us  the  toast  of  the 
evening, — which  toast  in  the  Mariner's  hands  is  rather  a  dry  one. 
[lie  Ancient  One  does  not  appear  to  be  well  up  in  his  subject,  and  the 
mbject  (perhaps  this  is  owing  to  the  Coleridge  manner)  seems  to  be 
eis  and  less  congenial  to  him  as  he  goes  on.  He  tells  us  in  effect  that 
a  living  Actor  is  better  than  a  dead  Dramatist ;  and  alludes  occasionally 
to  someone  of  "the  name  of  SOPHOCLES."  He  is  by  turns  flattering  and 
apoloiiretic.  He  finishes  his  line  of  illustrious  Actors  at  MACREADY, 
omitting  all  allusion  to  PHELPS,  CHARLES  KEAN,  and  ROBSON.  In 
speaking  of  living  Actresses  he  forgets  Mrs.  K.EELEY,  and  in  the  body 
of  the  hall  we  rectify  the  omission,  much  to  our  own  satisfaction. 

Lord  HARDWICKE,  as  representing  Literature,  Art,  and  everything 
else,  smiles  approbation  throughout,  but  occasionally  a  shadow  passes 
over  his  genial  countenance  as  he  surreptitiously  eyes  his  cigar-case. 

presses  it  with  regretful 
tenderness,  and  then  re- 
turns it  to  his  pocket  with 
a  suppressed  sigh  (evident 
from  a  distance),  and  once 
more  looks  up,  broad  and 
beaming,  with  the  air  of  a 
man  who  is  thoroughly 
pleased  with  everything 
and  everybody,  specially 
himself,  and  delighted  to 
we  his  friends  rallying 
round  him  on  an  occa'sior 
like  the  present.  Excepl 
for  that  cigar-case,  and 
for  the  restriction  on 
tobacco  in  that  assembly, 
his  Lordship  is  the  hap- 
piest mnn  present,  and, 
with  a  very  little  press- 

Profewor  Tyndall's  Entertainment.  1o"the  illusion  and  ruTt 


Mo,,H  n  cloud  P"594"  OTer  his  countenance 

n~ot  had  hi  IJT^*1  ttobfcc°-a?d  reminds  him  that  he  has 
Sd  forth  PT^  fortune  to  be  on  the  stage,  and  that  at  present 

•the next  qnarter-of-an-hour  or  more  ho  will  be  vu&cr  the 


The  Bay  of  Biscay  "  and  "  The 
Vicar  of  Bray." 


•littering  eye  of  the  Ancient  Marinsr  in  the  Chair.  And  so  the  cigar- 
case  disappears  till  happier  times.  The  Ancient  is  still  speaking.  He 
jives  us  the  usual  twaddle  about  "purifying  and  exalting  the  Dra- 
natic  Art,"  and  the  audience  is  becoming  restless  under  the  inflic- 
;ion,  when  the  Chairman  commences  a  sentence  with  "  When  I  was 
a  voung  man,"— which  rouses  everybody.  We  all  anticipate  a 
good  story,  or  perhaps  a  song,  telling  us  "  How  I  became  a  Lord 
Chief  Justice."  But  the  Ancient  Mariner  loses  his  opportunity.  The 
anecdote  was  evidently  on  the  very  tip  of  the  Chairman's  tongue, 
and  Lord  HAHDWICKE  was  leaning 
back  in  his  chair,  smiling  on  the 
audience  with  a  sort  of  "I  know- 
what  's-coming— you  'U-like-it "  ex- 
pression, when  the  Chairman  seemed 
to  catch  somebody's  eye,  whether  Sir 
J.MIES  HAXXEN'S,  who  doesn't  like  the 
sort  of  thing,  or  Sir  JOSEPH  CHITTY'S, 
who  had  heard  it  before,  and  didn't 
care  about  it,  it  was  impossible  at  our 
distance  from  his  table  to  decide ; 
but,  be  that  as  it  mav,  the  momen- 
tary light  fades  from  the  Chairman's 
eye,  and  giving  up  the  idea  of  telling 
that  racy  story,  and  subsiding  once 
more  into  the  Ancient  Mariner,  he 
button-holes  the  five  hundred  guests 
with  a  firmer  grip  than  ever.  By 
the  time  he  has  arrived  at  the  finish 
we  are  under  the  impression  that  he 
had  alluded  to  himself  as  a  mere 
amateur  (whereat  there  was  some  applause),  that_  SOPHOCLES  had 
something  to  do  with  America,  and  that  at  some  time  or  other,  not 
mentioned  in  history,  CICEEO  had  been  the  proprietor  of  the  Lyceum 

Then  Mr.  IRVING  makes  a  modest  and  sensible  speech,  noteworthy  for 
being  untheatrical,  and  for  its  taking  the  honour  paid  to  himself  as 
a  tribute  to  the  entire  profession  of  which  he_says  he  is  proud  to  be 
selected  as  the  representative.  He  speaks  it  trippingly  and  acts  it  to 
perfection,  the  "  business  "  with  the  Ancient  Manner  being  especially 
good.  At  this  point  Lord  HARDWICKE  becomes  enthusiastic,  under 
the  impression  that  smoking  will  now  begin.  But  his  Lordship  is 
once  more  doomed  to  disappointment,  though  he  revives  on  seeing 
Mr.  SIMS  KEEVJOS  step  up.  to  sing,  out  of  compliment  to  the  Cole- 
ridgian  representative  of  the  Ancient  Mariner,  the  "  Buy  of 
Biscay  "  in  his  best  style.  And  though  Mr.  LOWELL  made  the  best 
speech  we  've  ever  heard  from  him  (we  shan't  say  how  many  we  've 
heard, — that's  no  matter),  and  though  [Professor  TYXDALL  gave  a 
humorous  entertainment,  popping  up  and  speaking  like  a  Punch-doll, 
with  his  legs  apparently  hidden  in  the  works  of  the  grand  piano, 
and  though  Mr.  TOOLE,  in  proposing  the  Chairman  made  a  capital 
hit  by  resuscitating  the  once  popular  phrase,  invented  by  Counsel 
COLERIDGE  in  the  Tichborne  Trial,  "Would  you  be  surprised  to 
hear"— yet  the  success  of 
the  evening,  beyond  all  the 
speeches  and  all  the  songs 
(though  SANTLEY'S  inimitable 
"  Vicar  of  Bray"  ran  it 
closely),  was  the  "  Bay  of 
Biscay"  sung  by  Si. •MS 
1 1  KKVKS  ;  and  that,— strangely 
enough,  considering  the  aim 
and  object  of  the  great  ban- 
quet,— was  the  verdict  of  us 
all. 

The  Church  was^".'reprc- 
scnted  by  an  epistle  from 
an  Archbishop  to  say  he 
couldn't  come,  and  by  the 
Chaplain  of  the  Savoy  (Mr. 
U'OYLY  CARTE'S  chapel  of 
ease),  who  said  grace.  T  But 
there  wasn't  much  to  bo 
thankful  for  in  that  dinner. 

Talking  of  grace;  the  gal- 
IITV  was  crowded  withLadios, 
chiefly  of  the  theatrical  pro- 
fession, who  had  the  extreme  pleasure  of  seeing  the  animals  feed, 
and,  we  should  say  generally,  of  getting  as  much  boredom  for  half- 
a-guinea  as  could  possibly  be  had  for  the  money. 

A  projtns  of  America,  nobody  made  the  slightest  allusion  to  the 
one  IRVIKG — Christian  name  WASHINGTON, — whose  memory  English- 
men and  Americans  will  always  delight  to  honour.  It  would  have 
sounded  like  a  happy  augury  for  the  success  of  the  IRVING  whom 
we  are  now  sending  over  to  them. 

Bon  voyage  to  HENRY  LRVTNG,  who  goes  to/' America 
tragic  Bcus  and  the  merrv  NEI.T,. 


"  Johnnie  "  Toole  and  "  Chappie  " 

Coleridge. 

Johnnie.  Tour  health,  Chief ! 
Chappie.  Tours  ! 

\Kuhu  liis  ir iff,  and  dances  an  Ancient 
Mariner  llornpipf. 
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CRICKETIANA. 

Ethel.  "  IT  *S  SUCH  A  SPLENDID  MATCH,  AUNT  JANE  I    JUST  FANCY,  ALL  THE 
STUDDS  ARE  PLAYING  ! " 
Aunt  Jane.  "THE  STUDDS!    An,  YOU  MEAN  THE  STUDENTS,  I  SUPPOSE— JUST 

AS  YOU  SAY  THE  UNDERGRADS  FOR  THE  UNDERGRADUATES." 


CONVERTED  SAVAGES  AT  THE  ALBERT  HALL. 

(By  a,  Visitor  from  the  Society  Islands.) 

IF  ever  the  promoters  of  an  English  Fancy  Dress  Ball  had  a  splendid  chance 
of  dispelling  the  Continental  idea  that  we  Britishers  take  our  pleasures  sadly, 
the  Savage  Club, — composed  of  Artists.  Dramatists,  Authors,  Journalists, 
Musicians,  and  Comedians  of  all  sorts  who  _pride  themselves  on  keeping  alive 
the  free-and-easy  spirit  of  true  Bohemiamsm, — in  giving  their  fete  at  the 
Albert  Hall  last  Wednesday,  under  Royal  patronage,  in  the  presence  of  Royalty, 
for  the  endowment  of  a  Scholarship  in  the  Royal  College  of  Music  (of  which 
Institution  we  've  heard  something  before,  if  we  remember  rightly)  most  certainly 
had  that  splendid  chance,  and  having  signally  failed  to  avail  themselves  of  it, 
must  reckon  it  as  among  the  lost  opportunities. 

Never  was  anything  more  brilliantly  dull,  that  is,  up  to  1*15  A.M.,  when  there 
haying  been  nothing  in  the  previous  entertainment  to  warrant  a  hope  of  some- 
thing lively  coming  later  on, — that  is,  after  supper, — a  considerable  number  of 
disappointed  and  wearied  spectators  followed  the  example  of  Royalty, — which, 
specially  the  better  half  of  it,  must  have  been  tremendously  bored, — and  got 
away  from  the  realisation  of  glittering  melancholy  as  quickly  as  possible. 
Perhaps  those  who  left  might  have  been  the  Kill-joys  and  Incubi,  and  of  course 
it  is  open  to  those  who  remained  late  to  say  that  the  fun  did  not  begin  until  after 
supper.  If  this  be  so, — and  no  Savage  I  have  met  has  protested  that  such  was 
the  case, — then  it  was  a  very  poor  compliment  to  their  Royal  Highnesses  to  have 
given  them  all  the  weariness,  and  kept  for  themselves  all  the  amusement.  It 
would  not  be  a  very  nice  thing  to  tell  their  "Royal  Brother"  that  "we  had 
such  fun  when  you  were  gone,  — but,  most  undoubtedly,  they  did  not  have  it 
while  their  Royal  Brother  and  the  Princess  of  WALKS  and  all  the  other  Royalties 
were  present.  It  seemed  as  if  the  Savages,  in  assuming  their  native  costume, 
had  wrapped  themselves  in  wet  blankets,  and  put  a  damper  on  any  little  jet  oi 
fun  or  humour  that  dared  to  nicker  up  in  a  vain  attempt  at  enlivening  the 
proceedings. 

Mr.  LIONEL  BROWSE,  as  a  comic  Policeman,  after  a  few  struggles  to  infuse 
some  life  into  the  business  of  the  scene,  gave  it  up  in  despair,  and  it  was  in 
a  voice  broken  with  emotion  that  he  gasped  into  a  friend's  ear,  "  My  boy— I— 


can't — get  'cm  to  do  anything.  It 's  awfully  slow."  Onoe 
he  braced  himself  up  for  a  powerful  effort :  he  pretended 
to  ' '  run  in  "  somebody  of  importance ;  but  this  spasmodic 
burst  of  pantomimic  humour  met  with  no  response.  People 
in  fancy  costume  only  stared,  and  said  to  one  another  ojr 
way  of  explanation  of  the  extraordinary  proceeding, 
' '  That 's  BROUOH,"  as  if  such  conduct  would  be  i  ust  what 
was  to  be  expected  from  a  Low  Comedian  who  didn't 
know  any  better,  and  who  was  eminently  out  of  place 
on  such  an  un-festive  and  solemn  occasion  as  a  Fancy- 
Dress  Ball  given  by  the  Savages. 

Mr.  COWEN,  who  had  composed  an  admirable  Barbaric 
March,  was  almost  heartbroken  at  the  lack  of  spirit  with 
which  it  was  performed.  "  The  Savages,"  he  said,  "  didn't 
march  up  to  it !  "  The  two  GBO88M1THB— GEOEOE  and 
WEEDOX — in  first-rate  costumes,  were  perpetually  hiding 
themselves  away  in  corners  to  avoid  being  taken  on  to  a 
distant  platform  and  forced  to  share  with  the  gaunt  Mr. 
ODELLthe  penance  of  contributing  towards  the  general 
depression. 

Excellent  were  the  songs  and  recitations  chosen  ;  first- 
rate  were  the  individuals,  such  as  Mr.  BHAXDOX  THOMAS, 
for  example,  who  gave  them.  But  nothing  of  that  sort 
could  succeed  in  that  vast  building.  The  music  was  heavy, 
and,  even  when  the  dancingcommenced,  the  principal 
part  was  played  by  "The  Waits,"— for  the  intervals 
between  the  dances  were  so  long  and  so  dull — no  set  of 
masquers  taking  advantage  of  the  entr'acte  to  do  any- 
thing— that  the  time  hung  heavily  on  all  except  those 
happily  constituted  prsons  who  are  never  tired  of  sitting 
and  gazing  on  Royalty.  The  fact  is  there  was  no  one  at 
the  head  of  affairs  to  give  it  the  necessary  go  and  spirit. 
It  shoidd  never  have  hung  fire  for  a  minute.  It  should 
have  been  wild,  rollicking,  reckless,  the  fun  getting  fast 
and  furious  towards  the  small  hours.  But  the  Savages 
were  as  tame  as  Friday  after  a  month  of  Robingon 
Crutoe1!  society,  and  there  was  no  one  inclined  to  rollick. 
The  Savages  seemed  overawed  by  the  presence  of  Royalty, 
and  appeared  anxious  to  show  how  respectable  they 
could  be. 

Everyone  had  looked  forward  to  the  "  Buffalo  Dance." 
Here,  at  all  events,  they  said,  was  a  chance.  For  this, 
many,  who  would  have  gone  long  before,  stayed,  in  spite 
of  the  Royal  Party  having  disappeared  from  their  box, — 
in  itself  a  bad  omen  for  the  "Buffalo  Dance."  At  last 
on  came  the  Savages,  and  in  came  the  buffaloes.  It  may 
have  amused  the  performers  and  a  few  intimate  friends, 
but  it  neither  amused  nor  interested  anybody  else.  It 
was  vague,  pointless,  and  irritating.  The  question  was, 
who  were  most  to  be  pitied, — the  idiotic  buffalo  dancers, 
the  unfortunate  musicians  who  had  to  play  the  stupidly 
monotonous  tom-toms,  or  the  audience  that  witnessed  the 
performance,  staying  on  and  hoping  against  hope  that 
something  amusing  would  be  done  at  last.  But  though 
it  began  well.— and  for  one  second  a  Savage,  who  might 
have  been  Mr.  JOHN  D'AtruAN,  did  some  excellent  pan- 
tomime, which,  being  lively,  was  instantly  suppressed,— 
it  soon  settled  down  again  into  the  same  hopeless  weari- 
ness that  characterisett  this  Fancy  Dress  Ball  up  to 
1*15  A.M.,  when,  as  the  song  says,  "  Weary,  so  weary,  of 
waiting,"— which  might  be  a  chaunt  for  our  "  ROBERT," 
by  the  way,— I  wrapped  my  auld  cloak  about  me,  and 
hied  away  to  a  cheerful  supper-party,  when,  being  treated 
much  after  the  fashion  of  a  drowning  man  by  the 
Humane  Society,  I  was  slapped  heartily  on  the  oack, 
restoratives  were  applied,  and  in  a  few  minutes  I  was 
able  to  recount  how  I  had  suffered  and  escaped  from  the 
'Converted  and  Too  Respectable  Savages. 


TO-NIGHT,  a  Great  Fete,  whereat  Royalties  take  stalls,— 
and  actively  preside  at  them, — for  the  establishment  of 
an  English  Church  at  Berlin.  All  sorts  of  exceptional 
entertainments  are  to  be  given,  and  the  two  Archbishops 
will  probably  play  a  match  at  Lawn-Tennis  for  the  beneht 
i.f  the  new  "fund.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  BKEKBOHME  TBEE  are 
plaving  a  duologue.  When  you  are  Trees,  it  is  just  as 
well  to  make  yourselves  Pop'far  Trees. 


"  WHAT  with  the  horse-boats,"  said  Mrs.  RAMS- 
BOTHAJI,  "  the  steam-lunchts,  the  condolers,  the  out- 
ragers,  the  Canadian  caboose,  and  the  banyans,  we  had 
the  greatest  difficulty,  at  Henley,  in  getting  from  one  side 
of  the  river  to  the  other." 
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UP    WENT    THE     PRICE     OF     MEAT!" 

(Mr.  Chaplin  obliges  the  Fanner  with  his  new  Comic  Song.) 

BOOTHERATION. 


THE  recent  decision  in  the  BOOTH,  Eagle,  and  Grecian  Contract  Case  must  have  been 
"  cariare  to  the  General."  But  why,  whenever  Salvationists  are  brought,  by  their  own  fault 
or  misfortune,  into  Court,  are  they  "taken  up  tenderly,"  and  treated  with  such  special  con- 
sideration ?  Is  noise  made  by  Salvationists  in  their  so-called  religious  meetings  to  be 
tolerated  any  more  than  noise  made  by  any  other  sect?  Would  a  procession  of  Roman 
Catholic  Orders,  with  banners,  music,  and  chanting,  and  all  the  paraphernalia  of  their  religious 
ceremonies,  sanctioned  by  the  use  of  centuries,  and  "  no  new  thing  of  the  day  before  yester- 
day, be  protected  by  the  Law  ?  Isn't  such  a  procession  illegal  ?  And,  if  so,  why  shouldn't 
sauce  for  the  Roman  Goose  be  equally  sauce  for  the  Salvationist  Gander  ?  Or  vice  versa. 

Bat  why  any  processions?  whether  of  Ritualists,  Reformers,  Salvationists,  Romanists, 
Bradlaujrhites,  or  Freemasons  ?  A  Procession  is  a  nuisance  at  any  tune,  and  should  only  be 
permitted  on  rare  and  exceptional  occasions.  As  to  the  noisy  Religious  Services  which 
disturb  the  peace  and  quiet  of  neighbourhoods  on  the  Day  of  Rest,  they  should  be  all  confined 

thin  the  four  walls  of  their  own  Tabernacle,  Camp,  Church,  or  Conventicle,  whatever  it  may 
be,  and  those  walls  should  be,  by  Act  of  Parliament,  of  a  sufficient  thickness  to  prevent  the 
escape  of  all  noise.  And  what  a  benefit  for  the  worshippers  within,  as  all  noise  outside  would 
rw  excluded  also. 


If  the  maxim  of  "Keep  yourselves  to 
yourselves,  and  don't  say  nothing  to  no- 
body," were  acted  upon  by  all  these  so- 
called,  or  self-styled,  Religious  Bodies,  how 
much  happier  we  should  all  be.  "Inquirers 
after  Truth  "  can  call  on  them,  and  if  they 
find  Truth  at  home  (not  Truth's  proprietor 
and  representative,  Mr.  LABOUCHEBE,  M.P., 
of  course  he  is  always  very  much  at  home 
in  the  House),  they  can  step  inside  and 
remain  there.  Only  don't  let  the  different 
parties  parade  the  streets,  and  come  out  and 
disturb  good  folks  who,  unable  to  forego 
their  absolutely  necessary  work  even  on 
Sunday,  are  compelled  to  remain  at  home 
and  to  find  their  religious  service  in  the 
practical  maxim  Laborare  est  orare ;  or 
those  more  fortunate  who  would  make  holi- 
day of  rest  in  the  open  air.  away  from  the 
Screechers,  the  Preachers,  the  Ranters,  and 
Canters.  An  Englishman's  house  is  his 
Castle,— if  it  is  a  public-house  it  may  be  his 
Elephant  and  Castle,— and  an  Englishman's 
House  of  Prayer  should  be  as  private  as  his 
Castle;  but,  even  in  his  own  house,  if  an 
Englishman  is  a  nuisance  to  his  neighbour, 
the  "aggrieved  parishioner"  has  his  remedy. 
Liberty  for  all,  but  don't  make  too  free 
with  Liberty. 

SONG  ON  A  SUMMER 
BEVERAGE. 

WHEN  the  Summer  skies  are  glowing, 
And  the  Swains  the  hay-crop  mowing, 
And  the  cornfields  yellower  growing, 

Whilst  young  lovers  whisper  bosh 
In  the  hawthorn  shade  together, 
During  warm  and  sultry  weather, 
When  the  bloom  is  on  the  heather, 

Slake  your  thirst  with  Lemon-Squash. 

Jove,  of  Mount  Olympus  Rector, 
Gods'  and  mortals'  Lord  Protector, 
Daily  draining  bowls  of  Nectar, 

Wont,  at  Hebe's  hands,  to  wash 
Down  Ambrosia,  robed  with  kirtle 
Gilt  sky-blue,  in  crown  of  myrtle 
Twined  with  olive,  fared  on  turtle  ; 

Quaffed  a  kind  of  Lemon-Squash. 

Fresher  than  the  crystal  fountain 
Alpine  Traveller,  his  account  in, 
Says  he  met  with  up  the  mountain, 

Where  he  heard  the  Kan:  des  Vacltes; 
(Jure  for  morning  qualm,  that  crosses 
Chest  o'erlaid  with  wines  and  sauces, 
Last  night's  work,  to  cool  hot  fauces 

Nought  will  serve  like  Lemon-Squash. 

Sometimes  put  a  slight  addition 
To  its  simple  composition,_ 
Tending  to  augment  fruition  ; 

Islay,  Lome,  or  Farintosh. 
If  your  whiskey  be  not  handy, 
As  for  Jove's  own  Nectar,  SANDIE, 
Let  us  mingle  rum  or  brandy, 

So  make  Punch  of  Lemon-Squash. 


Cricket. 

LAST  week  the  usual  match  "Gentlemen 
r.  Players"  (invidious  distinction!)  was 
played  at  Lord's ;  the  Gentlemen  distin- 
guishing themselves  greatly.  The  force  of 
emulation  could  further  go  if  we  had  a 
theatrical  contest,  Amateurs  ».  Professionals, 
playing  a  new  and  original  piece.  The 
palm  to  be  awarded  by  a  Critical  Committee. 
An  umpire  could  be  present  to  score  the 
laughs,  tears,  applause,  and  hits  made  in 
the  course  of  the  piece  by  each  Actor. 
Good  notion.  Let  the  School  of  Dramatic 
Art,  if  it  still  exists,  try  it. 
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METROPOLITAN    PRIZE    PUZZLES.      No. 

THE  UNDERGROUND  PASSAGE  AT  CLAPHAM  JUNCTION  STATION.  ANY  TIME  IN  THE  DAY.  PREOCCUPIED  TRAVELLER— FORGOTTEN 
WHICH  STAIRS  TO  TAKE.  Two  MINUTES  TO  CATCH  TRAIN.  Puzzle— To  FIND  A  PORTER,  OR  ANY  OFFICIAL,  OR  ANYONE,  TO  PUT  YOU 
(HIM)  RIOHT. 


ROBERT  AT  GREENWICH. 

I  AIN'T  bin  worry  well  lately,  praps  just  a  leetle  too  much  igh 
living,  so  as  I  was  reckmended  a  change  of  hair  for  a  week  or  two 
just  to  inwieerate  my  constitushun,  I  accepted  a  offer  for  Grinnidge 
where  the  Wife  Bait  Season  has  just  about  begun.  Grinnidge  is  a 
nice  place,  Grinnidge  is  wen  it  tayn't  low  water  and  wen  there  ain't 
no  bad  smells  from,  the  River,  There  'a  generally  2  or  3  smoking 
steamers  a  rushing  along  to  make  the  plaice  lively,  and  wen  the 
sun  "s  a  goin  for  to  set  and  is  throwin  quite  an  alo  of  crimson  glory 
on  the  back  of  the  lie  of  Dogs,  and  you  've  had  a  good  dinner  and  a 
few  glasses  of  our  '47  port,  which  ain't  quite  all  gone  yet,  you  might 
amost  fancy  yourself  in  Wenice,  or  in  any  other  lovely  waterin 
l>l:i<v,  always  exceptin  Margate,  which  has  a  charm  of  its  own  for 
the  Citizens  and  the  Citizenesses  of  our  grand  old  City  as  amost 
nothink  can  equal. 

We  gits  a  good  deal  of  wariety  in  our  warious  companys  at  Grin- 
nidge,  not  exactly  from  the  lignest  to  the  lowest,  coz  we  never  has 
none  of  the  lower  orders  here,  a  reel  fish  dinner  wouldn't  suit  them 
to  liegfn  with,  and  one  of  our  little  bills  wouldn't  suit  them  to  end 
with  ;  but  from  the  lordly  four  horse  drag  with  a  dook  or  a  markis 
on  the  box,  and  a  lot  of  swells,  who  not  only  don't  care  what  they 
pays,  but  who  axshallv  seems  to  like  it  all  the  better  the  more  we 
charges  'em,  down  to  the  little  City  Club  as  comes  down  by  the  four- 
penny  steamer,  and  laughs  and  talks  away  all  dinner  time,  till  I 
takes  'em  the  Bill,  there  s  naterally  a  great  many  degrees  of  hungry 
humanity,  but,  as  the  Poet  says,  "one  taste  of  dinner  makes  the  hole 
world  kin,"  and  1  've  seen  a  reel  live  Dutchess  make  as  hearty  a 
dinner  as  if  she  had  been  nothink  but  the  wife  of  a  Fishmonger  or  a 
I/miner,  whatever  mysterious  gentleman  that  may  be. 

There  s  one  thing  as  always  strikes  me  on  these  intresting  ocasion 
and  that 's  the  wonderful  stories — I  think  that 's  the  genteel  name  for 
'em — as  is  told  by  gents  as  is  quite  old  enuff  to  know  oetter.  I  heard 
one  on  'em  onlv  yesterday  say.  acshally  without  blushing,  that  he 
heard  ProfessorllucKSLEY  say  that  on  the  coast  of  Norway  there  was 
a  mountain  of  codfish  nearly  200  feet  deep  !  I  think  that  about  as 


?ood  a  staggerer  as  even  a  Waiter  ever  heard.  Of  course  the  first 
thing  that  suggests  itself  to  my  perfeshnal  mind  is,  with  a  mountaia 
)f  cod  how  about  .the  necessary  oysters?  but  of  course  nobody 
Sleeved  him. 

By  way  of  wariety  we  had  quite  a  swell  Wedding  Breakfast  last 
week,  and  that 's  always  a  most  intresting  ewent  for  all  on  us. 

There's  a  certin  kind  of  sumthink  about  a  Wedding  Breakfast 
that  it  'B  worry  difficult  to  describe.  Nobody  seems  to  be  quito  at 
his  ease.  The  poor  bridegroom  tries  worry  hard  to  look  as  if  it  was 
all  a  mere  ornary  ceremony  as  he  went  through  about  wunce  a 
month,  but  fails  miserably.  The  poor  bride  in  all  her  magnificent 
array,  so  unnateral  at  breakfast  time,  generally  feels  no  doubt  as 
uncumfertable  as  she  looks.  But  that  wasn't  the  case  with  our 
Bride,  not  by  no  means.  Having  reached  that  all  serene  period  of 
insistence  when  blushing  is  looked  upon  as  a  thing  of  the  past,  our 
Bride  marched  her  young  husband  about  with  a  air  of  triumph 
beautiful  to  see.  Ttie  Bridesmaids  giggled  as  usual  and  whispered 
as  usual,  and  the  young  Mashers  wore  such  fearfully  stiff  rollers 
that  they  didn't  dare  turn  their  heads  round  for  fear  of  cutting  their 
throats.  And  the  rich  old  uncle  who  paid  for  the  Brekfast  without 
a  grumble,  and  behaved  werry  well  to  H*^— so  he  mast  have  been  a 
reel  gentleman,  for  we  laid  it  on  pretty  thick — proposed  the  elths  of 
the  appy  cupple  in  one  of  the  shortest  speeches  as  I  ever  heard,  and 
then  the  young  husband  proposed  the  Bridesmaids  with  such  a 
degree  of  unnecessary  warmth,  and  the  prettiest  of  the  lot  blushed 
and  trembled  so  werry  percepterbly,  that  the  middling-aged  Bride 
gave  a  sort  of  suppressed  scream  and  a  gasp  and  flopped  off  into  a 
regular  fainting  fit  oefore  you  could  say  Jack  Robinson ! 

It  must  be  a  wery  line  tiling  to  be  married  to  a  great  fortune,  I 
should  think,  I  never  had  that  good  fortune  myself,  so  I  can't  speak 
from  igsperienee,  but  I  should  think  so,  never  the  less  I  did  not  envy 
that  voung  husband  his  ride  with  his  wealthy  bride  on  his  wedding 
dav  after  she'd  recuvered  when  going  to  catch  the  train,  and  I  should 
think  from  what  I  saw,  and  from  what  1  heard  from  MABY,  that  all 
the  honey  ho  tasted  during  his  long  long  wedding-month  could  have 
been  gathered  by  the  laziest  bee  as  ever  improved  the  shining  hour, 
from  the  werry  smallest  flour  as  ever  opened.  ROBERT. 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 


THK    DIARY  OF  TOBY,   M.P. 


BUFFALO    DANCE    OF    THE    ST.    STEPHEN'S    SAVAGES. 


House  of  Commons,  Monday  Night,  July  9.— Clear  [enough  to 
foresee  that  when  the  Bishops  performed  their  sharp  littlej,manoeuvre 
on  Third  Reading  of  Deceased  Wife's  Sister  Bill  they  were  sowing  a 
wind  that  would  provide  them  in  due  time  with  crop  of  whirlwind. 
Whirlwind  came  down  to-night  in  person  of  Mr.  WILLIS,  Q.C.,  who 
rave  notice  of  Resolution  for  abolition  of  Bishops  in  Parliament. 
threat  cheering  below  Gangway,  where  business  on  this  matter  is 
really  meant. 

Some  objection  taken  to  familiar  reference  in  WILLIS  s  Resolution, 
which  .runs  to  the  effect  that  "  The  legislative  power  of  Bishops  in 
the;  House  of  Peers  in  Parliament  is  a  great  hindrance  to  their 
spiritual  functions,  prejudicial  to  the  commonwealth,  and  fit  to  be 
taken  away  by  BELL.  All  this  is  true  enough ;  but  the  reference  to 
Right  Hon.  Gentleman  at  the  head  of  the  Government  seems  a  little 
familiar.  1  myself,  following  high  precedent,  sometimes  allude  to  him 
aa  Grand  Old  Man,  or,  for  brevity  (which  is  the  soul  of  a  diary),  as  the 
G.  0.  M.  But  that  is  different  from  WILLIS'S  reference  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  Quite  true  that  a  Statesman  who  has  abolished  Irish 
Church  is  proper  personage  to  remove  Bishops  from  the  House  of 
Lords.  But  to  speak  of  them  as  being  "fit  to  be  taken  away  by 
BILL"  U  low. 

Conservatives  got  a  great  scare  to-night.     Rumoured  that  BEAD- 

LACOH  was  coming  down  to  take  seat.     Sir  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTE 

saw  in  this  great  opportunity.  Some  might  think  that  only  RANDOLPH 

could  in.,  t   i-mi-rgency  like  this.     Would  show  them  something. 

vay  ;  coast  clear  and  command  undisputed.     Fiery  torch 

sent  round  to  Conservatives.  Hint  conveyed  to  Parnellites.  Everybody 

curly  in  tln-ir  place,  impatient  at  prolongation  of  Questions.     Scouts 

out  in  Palace  Yard  on  look-out  for  BBADLACGH.    Eyes  anxiously 

turning  to  door. 

"Just  the  sort  of  man  to  come  in  at  the  last  moment,  and  spol 

•King,"  says  H.  W.  SMITH. 

^  Soon  as  possible,  STAFFORD  NOBTHCOTE  got  on  with  his  Resolution 
Carried,  alter  brief  conversation,  and  BRADLAUGH  forbidden  to  enter 
the  House. 

The  poor  innocents! "  says  Mr.  LABOCCKERE,  regarding  the  jubi 
lant  throng  of  Conservatives  and  Parnellites.    "  BKADLAUGH 's  been 
too  much  for  them.    Twisted  them  round  his  finger  like  piece  o 
Didn't  care  to  have  another  row  with  police.     For  a  man  o 
his  age  and  fighting  wek-ht.  very  disagreeable  to  be  hustled  down 


wo  nights  of  steps  on  hot  day  in  August,  besides  having  stylographio 
>en  broken.  If  he  could  get  Conservatives  to  rush  in  and  pass 
le  solution  he  was  safe,  whilst  might  renew  appearance  of  being 
persecuted.  Personally,  don't  care  for  BEADLAUGH,  but  he 's  done 
;his  beautifully." 
Business  done.— Passed  twenty  Clauses  of  Corrupt  Practices  Bill. 

Tuesday  Night.—"  Don't  know,"  said  Mr.  BOTTBKE,  looking  across 
the  House  at  Mr.  JAMES  HOWABD,  "  that  I  ever  saw  Mr.  Picklock 
in  the  flesh.  But  if  HOWABD  would  put  on  spectacles,  he  would 
come  pretty  near.  ;  Pickwick  perhaps  a  little  more  modest  in  opinion 
of  himself ;  but  that  a  mere  detail. 

Now  he  mentions  it.there  certainly  is  something  Pickwickian  in 
posture  of  HOWABD.  With  very  little  dressing,  and  a  quarter  of  an 
lour's  study,  could  do  Pickwick  to  the  life.  At  present  addressing 
Souse  under  difficulties.  Subject,  Importation  of  Foreign  Cattle, 
lime,  forty  minutes  after  midnight.  House  crowded,  fretful,  and 
anxious  for  a  Division. 

"  Now,"  says  Mr.  HOWABD,  looking  up  from  notes,  and  turning 
plump  figure  and  rosy  face  full  upon  audience — "  Now,  as  to  origin 
of  this  disease." 

House  howls,  groans,  and  tears  its  hair.  HOWABD  surprised  at  this 
demonstration.  What  can  be  the  matter?  Only  going  to  trace 
foot-and-mouth  disease  from  earliest  development.  Won't  be  more 
than  an  hour.  Having  mildly  surveyed  tumultuous  throng,  and 
dexterously  availing  himself  of  slight  pause,  continues — 
"  Now,  as  to  the  spontaneous  origin  of  this  disease." 

Spontaneous  "  a  good  word,  but  not  soothing.  House  howls  and 
roars  worse  than  ever.  HOWABD  pauses.  Thinks  opportunity 
favourable  for  consulting  notes,  which  are  about  two  inches  and  a 
half  thick.  In  occasional  lulls,  scrupulously  traces  back  origin  of 
disease,  which  he  appears  to  find  in  Zoological  Gardens.  (Probably 
that 's  what  was  the  matter  with  Jumbo  when  he  occasionally  walked 
through  iron-bound  walls  of  cage.)  Having  settled  this  point, 
HOWABD  grows  retrospective. 
"  In  June,  1875,"  hejsays— whereat  bursts  forth  uproar  louder  than 


price.     HOWABD  tried  back.    Went  on  another  tack. 
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"  Then  there  is  another  fact,"  he  was  heard  to  say  above  the  uproar. 

"Oh!   oh!    oh:     Vali!    yah:   yah!     'Vide!  'vide!   'vide!"    Tour  hundred 
QentlemeD   in   frantic   stage    of    indignation.      HOWARD    more  beaming    and 
benevolent  than  ever,  though  increasingly  difficult  to  follow  in  his  remarks. 
'  Looking  at  these  things,"  says  he,      I  have  come  to  the  conclusion  -  " 

"  Hear  !  near  !  hear  !  "     House  ring-in?  with  cheers. 

"  I  have  come   to    the  conclusion  —  "  (renewed  cheers]  —  "that  the  time  has 
now  arrived—  Deafening    applause,    amid    which  HOWARD,   after    some 

gesticulation  in  dumb  show,  resumed  his  seat. 

litisinrsx  tin/if.     Cii  Ai'MN's    Motion,    which  MfXDELLA    says  will  practically 
prohibit  importation  of  Foreign  Cattle,  carried  by  200  votes  against  192. 


Af/i'i-noon.  —  Something-  like  old  times  in  House  to-day.  During 
n!  spirited  Foreign  Policy  rarely  night  passed  without  British  Fleet 
sailing  for  the  Bosphorus,  or  sailing-  back  again.  Russians  at  the  gates  of 
Constantinople,  or  report  of  one  of  the  Grand  Dukes  being  seen  crossing  the 
Caucasus.  This  afternoon  PREMIER  described  how  Gallic  Cock  has  been 
crowing  in  Madagascar  —  even  sticking  his  spurs  in  British  Consul.  Also  a 
Missionary  lieen  appropriated  by  devastating  French  Admiral. 

"  NYver,"  -ays  Kvr.M  \  Aim.  MY,  "  knew  war  begin,  or  threatened  in  foreign 
parts  but  there  was  a  Missionary  ill  it.  '  Clti-rrhi'  Ui  ffiiime,'  TALLEYRAND 
said,  when  there  \  a  social  difficulty,  '  ('In  /•<•/!,•  !<•  inixnioiiHiiire'  when  there's 
a  \\  ar  in  remote  corners  of  the  earth." 

Grand  Old  Man,  in  quietest  way,  which  evidently  meant  business,  intimated 
that  explanations  had  oeen  demanded  in  Paris,  and  they  were  expected  to  be 
of  a  certain  kind.  No  bluster  or  responsive  wing-flapping.  But  House  feels 
the  affair  will  be  properly  attended  to. 

Thursdiii/.  Quite  a  pleasant  evening  spent  in  Committee  of  Supply,  with 
Corrupt  Practices  to  follow.  Mr.  DILLWYN  observing  Irish  Members  absent, 
endeavoured  to  get  up  debate  on  old  lines.  PKTKE  informed  of  situation, 
patriotically  left  dinner,  and  hastened  to  Committee.  Vote  going  forward  on 
Stationary.  Sir  GEORGE  BALFOITR  makes  important  discovery.  Stationery 
Expnditure  at  War  Office  decreased  during  Egyptian  Campaign. 

'  Always  does,"  says  Sir  GEORGE.  "  When  war  going  on  no  time  for  useless 
correspondence." 

Shall  look  into  this  question.  What  we  want  to  do  is  fto  keep  down  Estimates. 
War  is  costly.  But  if  there  are  more  than  corresponding  savings  in  Stationery 
Department,  ^war  becomes  duty  of  Political  Economists,  like  myself,  PETER,  and 
DTLLWYN.  Shall  summon  meeting  in  tea-room,  and  talk  this  over. 

Meanwhile  PETER  in  pursuit  01  Economy,  urges  that  private  Members  shall 
hare  privilege  of  franking.  "  Members  of  Government,  says  he,  "  can  frank 
up  to  any  amount  of  postage.  Get  their  private  letters  franked,"  he  added, 
amid  groans  from  WARTOX,  who  begins  to  think  not  so  bad  to  be  a  Minister. 
"  It  would,"  PETER  adds,  "  be  much  more  economical  and  lead  to  large  saving, 
if  this  privilege  of  franking  were  extended  to  private  Members." 

Go  entirely  with  PETER,  more  especially  since  Parcels  Post  coming  in.  Feel 
people  of  Barks  would  take  deeper  interest  in  me  as  their  Representative,  if  I 
could  not  only  frank  their  letters,  but  move  about  their  parcels  on  economical 
terms.  Business  done.—  Ten  Votes  in  Committee  of  Supply.  Progress  with 
Corrupt  Practices  Bill. 

Friday  Night.  —  Excitement  about  Sir  AHTITUR  HATTER'S  hat  revived  by 
report  that  it  was  PARNTXL  who  took  it.  Fresh  crowds  in  cloak-room  round 
the  bandbox  in  which  the  mysterious  hat  reposes.  Various  opinions  among 
Members.  Many  remember  that  PARNELL  wore  band  of  crape  on  hat.  Myste- 
rious hat  has  deep  band  of  crape.  On  other  hand,  hat  is  marked  with  initials, 
"  A.  M."  That  a  poser. 

EDWARD  CLARKE,  fresh  from  Old  Bailey,  pooh-poohs  difficulty.  Says  if  a 
man  once  gives  himself  up  to  dissipation  of  exchanging  his  hat,  initials  in  the 
last  he  leaves  are  of  no  consequence. 

"  All  very  well  for  him  to  be  uncrowned  King  of  Ireland,"  says  Sir  ARTHUR 
HAYTER,  with  some  bitterness.  "  Brtt  he's  no  right  to  go  and  crown  himself 
with  my  hat." 

What  with  worry  and  excitement,  alternating  hope  and  despair,  Sir  ARTHUR 
falling  away.  Used  to  be  plump,  well-featured,  carefully  dressed,  and  happy. 
Now  clothes  hang  on  him  loosely.  Cheeks  sunken,  eyes  haggard,  and  developing 
unaccustomed  frctl'ulness.  Pretty  to  see  Sir  CHARLES  FORSTEU  in  these  circum- 
stances. Follows  Sir  AitTiiru  about  at  deferential  distance,  anxiously  eyeing 
him.  True  delicacy  of  soul  shown  in  fact  that  he  never  wears  his  hat  when  he 
passes  him.  This  silent,  unobtrusive  sympathy  only  aggravates  Sir  ARxnrR  in 
present  temper. 


Corrupt  Practices  Bill  through  at  last.  Amendments  towards  end  swallowed 
wholesale.  WARTOX  pathetically  protests  against  this  indecent  haste.  "  SoLI- 
CTTOR-GEXERAL  says  no  one  opposed  this  suggestion,"  he  says,  speaking  of  one  of 
hve  hundred  Amendments.  1lWhy,  /  opposed  it."  House  emphatically  of 
opinion  that  it  comes  to  the  same  thing.  CROSS  (who  on  this  happy  occasion 
mustn't  forget  to  call  Sir  RICHARD)  fussing  about  in  grandest  Cross  style. 
Bill  ordered  to  be  reported.  DODDS  falls  upon  ATTORXEY-GKXKRAL'S  neck",  is 
dragged  off  by  SouciTOR-G  i:\ru\i.  as  if  he  were  BRADLAUGU,  and  all  go  home. 

THE  Lord  Chief  Justice  of  England  has  accepted  an  invitation  from  the 
New  York  Bar  Association  to  be  present  at  its  next  annual  meeting.  The  New 
York  Bar  Association  sounds  like  Liquoring-up." 


LAWN-TENNIS    LOBS. 

'>H>  Junior. 


<® 


Gentlemen's  Doubles. 


Ladies  Singles. 


A  Splendid  Rally. 


Deuce ! 


Two  Sets  to  One. 

HI    i     *  ll  I 
I   i: 


Playing  up  to  the  Net. 


Love  Game. 


IMPRESSIONS  OF  AN  "IMPRESSIONIST." 

THAT  an  "  Impressionist"  is  not  impr< 

In  a  "  claw-hammer  "  on  a  public  platform ; 
That    cheek 's  not   c hie :    that    two    hours'   talk  's 
excessive  : 

That  "form"  is  a  fine  thing,  but  not  quite  that 

"form"; 
That  fish-like  gasping  and  complacent  gloating 

Are  not  the  choicest  of  rhetoric  graces  : 
That  there  is  tedium  in  stale  aneedoting 

Sprinklinir  a  prairie-flat  of  commonplaces  ; 
That  elevated  chin  and  sidelong  glances 

Are  very  ancient  tricks — in  M.iRY-AxxER; 
That  maid-of-all-work  coquetry  enhances 

The  nanseousness  of  the  aesthetic  manner  ; 
That  "  Beauty-worship  ''  is  a  bogus  cii/tits. 

As  urged  by  spirits  maudlin.  morbid;  muddy  ; 
That  played-out  Charlatans  with  cant  insult  us 

Who  recommend  their  cult  to — "  Evrabuddy  "  ! 


30 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 
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THE    SOCIAL    POSITION    OF    THE    ACTOR    HAS    IMPROVED    OF    LATE    YEARS,    BUT    STILL 

LEAVES    MUCH    TO    BE    DESIRED. 

n'alter  Liaom  (the  Jeune  Premier  of  the  Parthfnon}.  "I  ASK  YOU  ALT.,  LADIES,  HAS  AN  ACTOR  EVER  YET  BEES  MADE  A  KNIGHT  OF 
THE  GARTER,  OR  EVEN  HAD  THE  REFUSAL  OF  A  PEERAGE  !    NEVER!" 
Chorus  of  adoring  Duchesses,  llarchiorusses,  and  Countesses.   "  SHAMS!" 


A  MUTUAL  UNDERSTANDING. 

Reynard  loquitur — 

CHARMING  !    A  really  capital  arrangement. 

(Seeing  I  cannnt  trhiilli/  kick  you  out) 
Will  quite  prevent  deplorable  estrangement 

Itetween  old  friends,  removes  all  lingering  doubt. 
An  tnlrntf  mrdiiile,  indeed,  man  ami ! 

Pledge  of  enduring  peace  and  lasting  love, 
''.v/,,,,,/,/  ///.-,.  t,,  serre  you—in-H,  „,,  //iri/  ,„,,-,.,,,/  S.\MI  !) 

TyiH-d  by  the  olive-branch  and  cooing  dove. 

"  Kortv  ( 'onturies  "  of  our  Little  Corporal 
Never  looked  down  on  such  a  scene  as  this. 
lliiil  nnt  i/our  countrymen  lirrn  lulli-d  tn  tor/tor  till 

Ihri/  nrrr  had  nianagrtl  such  n  chance  in  mix* 
10*  mrc  tn  have  you  for  a  friendly  neighbour, 

IK Tutive  in  civilising  toil, 
Rl  ...l_v  to  share    tins  tim,.    the  glorious  labour 
(J  et  icaire  the  Lion's  portion  of  the  spoil]. 

How  stroiij,.  y,m  look,  how  muscular,  how  sturdy  ' 
>\  DM  music  m  your  clear  sonorous  voice  ' 

-r-r-e  .'   I'd  sooner  hear  a  h<irai/-aunlii  ') 
C  oncessions  to  the  comrade  of  mv  choice    ' 

ilv  love  and  magnanimity  displaying, 

I  make  with  joy.     Our  interests  are  conjoint 

1  ou  seem  prepared  for  toiling.    (And  for  paying, 

II  fiich,  after  all,  u  the  important  point .') 

A  Lion  so  Titanic,  so  imposing, 

Egyptian  sands  have  never  seen  before. 
(.Ill  giants  are  susceptible  to  glazing 

I'olypheiniu  dotcnteards.)    He  who  bore 


Atlas's  load,  as  locum  tenens,  never 

Showed  broader  shoulders  or  more  mighty  thews. 
(Dieu  merci,  Hercules  is  seldom  clei'er  .' ) 

C'est  magnifique  !    My  paw  you  won't  refuse  t 

C'est  mi  sitcces  pyramidale — colossal, 

Our  solidarite  ;  the  heavens  must  smile 
Upon  our  love.     ( I  wish  that  I  could  toss  all 

Your  "  traps"  and  you  yourself  into  the  Nile, — 
All?     Well,  no,  not  the  millions  ;  they  '/I  lie  useful ! ) 

How  pleasant  to  reflect  that  in  despite 
Of  little  tiffs,  and  journals  of  abuse  full, 

We  are  so  (Sacr-r-r-e .')  thoroughly  "  All  Right !  " 

Leo  loquitur — 
All  right  ?    Hold  on  !     You  take  too  much  for  granted. 

'Tis  pleasant — on  fair  terms — to  be  allied, 
But  this  "  arrangement "  is  not  qiiite  what 's  wanted  ; 

The  reciprocity  seems  all  one  side. 
( 'oncessions  ?    Ileaven  forbid  that  friendship's  purity 

Should  be  disturbed  by  too  great  greed  of  pelf  ; 
But  what  do  you  concede  ?    Eh  V    What  'i    Security  '• 

My  friend, "I  will  look  after  that  myself. 


Rising  Seat  in  Surrey. 

WITH  regard  to  extension  of  the  Parliamentary  Franchise  in  any 
measure  the  Government  may  contemplate,  their  consideration  should 
be  given  to  the  pres3nt  anomalous  condition  of  Wimbledon.  Although 
the  territorial  division  of  that  part  of  Surrey  has  not  as  yet  been 
erected  into  an  electoral  district,  nevertheless  nearly  the  whole  of 
Wimbledon  Common,  now  the  Volunteers  are  encamped  there,  is 
under  Canvas. 

PROSPECTS  OF  THE  GROTJSK.— Xo  fear  of  M.P.'s  much  before  September. 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI.— JULY  21,  1883. 


A    MITl'AL    UNDERSTANDING. 

M.  KKVN.IKU  UK  L-S.S-M  (««  Francai*  nrnnt  font  .  "EXCHAXTEO  TO  MAKE  ( '<  >XI'ESSIOXS  SO  VU  t"  VBI  V  TO  A 
OOLLKAOUE  SO  OBLIGING.  AND  AS  FOR  SKCTRITY " 

BKITISH  LION.  "'SECURITY'!  THANK  YE,  M08SOO I  WHEN  I  HO  MAKE  AX  ADVANCE,  I'LL  LOOK 
AFTKR  THE  '  SECURITY  '  MYSELF  !  " 


JULY  21,  1883.] 
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A   WORD    AND    A    BLOW!" 

Fii-st  Gent  (Celt).  "  VK  MET  'M  AT  ME  BROTHER'S,  THE  MIMBER,  I  THINK  t" 
Scwnd  Ocul  (Sa.mn).  "YES,  BUT  I  HAVEN'T  ANY  FAVorRABLE  IMPRESSION  OF 

Hill— 'N   FACT— VM— HE  STRUCK   ME  AS  A  LlAR." 

First  Gent.  "  DID  HE,  THIN  !  ?    I  HOPE  YE  HIT  'M  BACK,  SURE  !  " 


CRUCIAL  QUESTIONS. 

"The  control  of  the  traffic  will  be  under  the  direction  of  a 
British  Naval  Officer." — Concoiion  Item. 

Is  it  absolutely  necessary  that  he  should  be  a  good 
Sailor? 

Ought  he  to  be  of  a  distinctly  melancholy  turn  of  mind  ? 

Will  he  be  received  on  his  arrival  with  a  salute  of  one 
gun  ? 

If  this  can  be  amicably  settled  by  skilful  diplomacy, 
will  the  British  Government  undertake  to  pay  for  the 
necessary  powder  ? 

Will  M.  DE  LESSEPS  have  occasionally  to  cap  him  ? 

Will  he  have  occasionally  to  cap  M.  DE  LESSEPS  ? 

Will  they,  on  this  account,  occasionally  avoid  each 
other  '• 

Will  he,  on  his  decease,  have  a  right  to  a  public 
funeral  ? 

Will  he,  meantime,  be  expected  to  dine  on  board  every 
vessel  going  through  the  Canal  either  way  ? 

Will  he  be  compelled  to  wear  a  cocked  nafon  Sundays? 

When  no  business  is  doing,  wUl  he  be  permitted  to 
dance  a  quiet  hornpipe  on  the  margin  of  the  Bitter  Lakes  ? 

Will  he  say  that  this  reminds  him  of  a  Bank  holiday  ? 

Will  M.  DE  LESSEPS  complain  of  this  remark  as  a 
"  regrettable  incident "  ? 

If  a  5000-ton  ship  gets  aground,  and  blocks  the  Canal, 
will  he  have  the  privilege  of  directing  it  to  move  on  ? 

If,  notwithstanding,  it  find  itself  unable  to  move  on, 
what  will  he  be  expected  to  do  with  it  ? 

Will  he  have  a  right  to  blow  up  the  Canal  as  a  pre- 
caution, in  time  of  war  ? 

WTill  the  Company  have  the  right  to  blow  him  up,  as  a 
recreation,  during  a  period  of  peace  ? 

When  the  dividend  on  the  traffic  touches  50  per  cent., 
will  he  be  allowed  a  bonus  of  half  a  farthing  in  the 
pound,  and  be  presented  with  a  new  suit  of  clothes  ? 

If  he  gets  this  within  the  next  ninety -nine  years,  will 
he  be  really  happy  ? 

If  he  doesn  t,  but  falls  overboard  when  nobody  is 
looking,  will  he  be  much  missed  P 

And  will  M.  DE  LESSEPS,  or  will  he  not,  on  suddenly 
hearing  the  news,  dance  a  cancan,  and  make  an  "  un- 
seemly manifestation  "  ? 


PLACED  BY  M.  DE  LESSEPS  -.—The  Suez  Canal,  1 ; 
France,  2 ;  and  the  Rest  of  the  World — nowhere ! 


La 


"THE  TITLE  ROLE." 

MR.  IRVING  made  an  excellent  speech  at  the  supper  given  to  him 
by  Mr.  BANCROFT  last  week.  Among  many  sensible  things  said 
by  him  on  that  occasion,  he  intimated  that  he  would  rather  not 
accept  a  title,  and  .prefix  "Sir"  to  "  HENRY,"  as  long  as  he  was 
Knightly  appearing  oefore  the  Public.  But  when  he  retires — a 
daylong  distant — surely  he  would  then  accept  a  title  if  he  considered 
it  a  compliment  to  his  profession,  and  a  public  recognition  of  the 
Actor's  social  status. 

For  ourselves,  we  should  wish  to  see  a  new  Order  established,  say 
of  Knights  of  the  Round  Table  of  Art  and  Literature,  which  should 
be  equivalent  to  a  C.B.,  and  be  accompanied  by  a  decoration.  For  a 
Knight  of  the  Drama  a  "  Star"  womd  be  evidently  the  appropriate 
insignia  of  the  Order. 

The  Sisters  of  the  Brush  must  not  be  forgotten.  Mrs.  BUTLER, 
Mrs.  JOPLINO,  and  Mrs.'PEituoiNi  would  hold  rank  equal  to  the 
"Ladies  of  the  Order  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem,"  or  be  Baronesses, 
unless  their  husbands  were  decorated,  in  which  case  they  would 
share  with  them,  by  Royal  Lieenec.',  the  honour  of  the  title. 

On  the  Stage  the  rule  would  be  the  same,  when  it  would  be  an 
advantage  to  the  Actresses  to  retain  in  the  playbill  their  married 
names,  instead  of  continuing  to  pass  themselves  off  on  the  Public  as 
spinsters, — a  form  of  deception,  which,  in  its  commencement,  was 
not  entirely  innocent.  But  we  have  latterly  changed  a  good  deal  of 
that  for  the  better. 

Then,  again,  in  conferring  titles  would  arise  the  question,  arc  we 
to  Knight  the  Actor,  whoever  it  may  be,  in  his  professional,  /.«•.,  his 
assumed  name,  or  his  real  name  ?  For,  contrary  to  the  custom  in 
every  other  profession, — with  which  it  is  true,  the  profession  of  an 
Art  does  not  stand  precisely  on  the  same  ground — the  man  who  goes 
on  to  the  Stage,  no  matter  from  what  class  of  Society  he  may  come, 
assumes,  as  a  rule  (to  which,  at  the  present  moment,  we  are  only 
acquainted  with  one  recent  exception),  an  alias  ;  and  this,  too,  in 
some  instances,  where  he  has  come  from  a  theatrical  stock,  been 


brought  up  to  the  footlights,  and  inherited  a  good  theatrical  name,  on 
which  he  is  unwilling  to  trade.  This  last  instance,  however,  is 
intelligible.  What  a  revelation  of  real  names  there  would  be,  if  the 
Heralds'  College  had  to  go  into  the  matter,  in  order  to  confer  the 
titles,  unless  the  Crown,  the  Source  and  Fountain  of  Honour,  decreed 
that,  as  the  compliment  was  intended  for  the  profession,  the  pro- 
fessional name  should  be  retained  and  distinguished. 

Mo  Actor  has  ever  been  knighted :  yet  WILLIAM  SHAXSFEABE  must 
have  had  a  pretty  good  chance  of  the  distinction  at  the  hands  of 
ELIZABETH.  His  Sir  Andrew  Aguecheek  and  his  Sir  John  Fulstaff 
were  perhaps  against  him. 

On  the  whole,  we  fancy  everyone  who  takes  any  interest  in  the 
subject  would  rather  see  a  special  Order— (nothing  to  do  with  the 
Theatrical  "  Orders  "— "  not  admitted  after  Seven  ")—  created  for  the 
recognition  of  distinguished  services  to  Literature  and  Art,  than  to 
have  our  few  and  exceptionally  good  dramatic  Artists  included  in 
the  rather  mixed  assembly  of  East-End  and  West-End  Knights. 
An  English  Order  of  St.  Cecilia  could  be  created  for  the  Musicians, 
and  the  distinguished  order,  with  collar,  of  "  S.S.  Gcnesias  and  Gela- 
sinus,  Comedians  and  Martyrs,  A.D.  286  and  297,"  for  the  worthy 
Actors.  Mr.  P.  is  not  much  of  a  Hagiologist.  but  ALBAN  Bin. IK 
was,  to  whose  learned  work  the  reader  is  hereby  referred.  Their 
festival  is  kept  on  August  26th,  when  the  Order  might  be  insti- 
tuted. There  can  be  no  objection  to  bringing  in  Saints  as  Patrons, 
while  we  have  a  Theatre  dedicated  to  St.  James  the  Apostle,  under 
the  management  of  Messrs.  HAKE  AXD  KKXDAL,  and  a  Hall  of 
Entertainment,  the  Home  of  the  Gallery  of  Illustration,  dedicated 
to  the  Patron  Saint  of  England.  Saint  Georg»,  under  the  management 
of  Messrs.  ALFRED  REED  and  II.  C.  GRAIN.  We  present  these  hints 
to  the  Rouge  Dragon  at  Heralds'  College,  or  any  other  learned  monster 
who  may  happen  to  be  on  the  premises. 


FOE  the^  present  the  Channel  Tunnel  is  "  floored."    When  will  it 
be  roofed  ? 
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DIARY  OF  AN  ATHLETE 
IN  THE  DOG-DAYS. 

(Suagettrd  by  the  "  FaihionaWc 
fixtures "  in  the  Morniny 
Papen.) 

7  A.M. — Run  on  a  bicycle. 
Did  ten  miles  before  break  ta>t . 
About  60°  in  the  shade. 

9  A.M. — Lawn-Tennis.  Two 
hours'  bout  single-handed. 
About  70°  in  the  shade. 

11  A.M.— Cricket.   Stayed  in 
for   a  couple  of   hours,    and 
made  sixty-two  runs.     About 
80°  in  the  shade. 

1  P.M. — Rowing.  One  hun- 
dred and  twenty  minutes  of 
really  good  practice  against 
the  tide.  About  90°  in  the 
shade. 

3  P.M.— Polo.  Another  two 
hours'  work  in  the  roasting 
sun.  Might  be  almost  any- 
thing in  the  shade. 

5  P.M.  —  Skirmishing  drill 
and  the  new  attack  with  my 
Volunteers.  So  busy,  that  had 
no  time  to  discover  whatever 
it  was  in  the  shade. 

7p.M.  — Public  Dinner. 
Hardest  work  of  the  day. 
Nothing  to  eat,  dull  speeches, 
and  temperature  fever-heat  in 
the  shade. 

9  P.M. — Two  hours  at  the 
play.  Frightful  crush.  Judg- 
ing" from  the  Stalls,  about  100° 
in  the  shade. 

12  MIDNIGHT. — At  a  dance. 
Waltzed  incessantly  until  the 
morning.      Heat   awful.     In 
the  conservatory  amongst  the 
fernery  at  least  120°  in  the 
shade. 

3  A.M. — Dumb-bells  and  bed 
Thoroughly   done   up.     Tro- 
pical temperature  of  no  grea 
importance   now,  as   all   m; 
senses  are  just  at  present — like 
my  atmospheric  readings — "  in 
the  shade ! " 
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"SELF-HELP," 
BY    SMILES. 


"  SUN-SPOTTERY." 

"  HT.  OLIVER  arrives,  after 
much  argument,  at  the  conclusion 
which  might  have  been  antici- 
pated, '  that  Sun-spottery  is  not 
what  it  is  represented  to  be,  but 
is,  for  the  most  part,  humbug.' " — 
The  Globe. 

THEY  say  that  great  wars  have 

begun 
From  horrid  spots  upon  the 

Sun, 

Each  national  calamity 
Springs,  so  it  seems  some  sa- 

rants  say, 
From  spots  upon  the  orb  ot 

day, 
Destructive  of  all  amity. 

They  also  note  each  spot  ap- 
pears, 
At  certain  intervals  of  years, 

With  fatal  periodicity; 
From  SABINE  and  from  WOLFF 

we  learn 
They  make  the  compass-needle 

turn, 
And  bring  on  electricity. 

Professor    JEVONS  —  here's    a 
game ! — 

Declared  that  Sun-spots  were 

to  blame 

When  English  commerce  got 
awry  ; 

But  Mr.' OLIVER  has  thrown 

A  new  light  on  the  Sun,  and 

shown 

The  humbug  of  Sun-spot- 
tery! 

"  IT  's  always  a  sign  of 
stormy  weather,"  said  delight- 
ful Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM,  at  Mar- 
gate one  day,  "  when  you  see 
the  purposes  rolling  about  in 
the  orphan." 

THOUGHT  UPON  THOUGHT- 
READING.  —  LABOI-CIIKRE  r. 
IRVING  BISHOP:  Kola  Epis- 
copari. 


SUNDAY  AT  THE  SALON. 

AXD  the  last.  Delicate  acquaintances  suggest  breastplates  and 
scent-bottles,  or,  at  least,  getting  np  very  early  in  the  morning,  and 
paying  my  franc  for  a  privileged  peep  from  eight  till  ten.  But  as 
''the  play  "has  long  since  ceased  to  be  "the  thing,"  the  Pictures 
have  given  way  to  the  People  with  a  democratic  devotion  that  should 
make  even  Birmingham's  JOHN  and  JOSEPH  put  up  patronising  eye- 
glasses at  them.  And  the  People's  day  is  Sunday,  from  ten  till  six. 

Breakfast  first.  The  Champs  Elysees  on  a  "Sunday  are  wofully 
destitute  of  decent  inns.  The  "  Moulin  Rouge  "  is  no  more,  and  the 
"  Ambassadeurs  "  bears  an  ill  name  as  a  breakfast-place.  The 
OtUttanti  who  take  a  roll,  some  Lyons  sausage,  and  a  chopine  in  their 
pockets,  are  not  to  be  imitated.  The  Administration  thinks  it  is 
enough  to  feast  the  eyes^  and  its  myrmidons  vigorously  discourage 
peripatetic  luncheons.  No  rows  of  cabs  and  broughams  at  the  door, 
but  an  unceasing  queue— a.  tail  in  interminable  numbers — come  to  see 
its  own  illustrations  by  the  best  Artists.  Not  very  many  sterling 
hall-marked  working-men,  perhaps  ;  there  is  the  Fete  de  Neuilly  on 
the  same  day,  y.m  sue,  and  the  grass  and  trees  at  the  Buttes  Chau- 
.t  are  green,  and  solicit  smokers  in  shirt-sleeves.  Middle-class 
sans,  shopmen  and  girls,  tradesmen,  provident  fund-holders  come 
to  save  a  franc,  students  come  for  fun,  writers  come  for  character 
a  lew  painters  come  to  feel  the  pulse  of  public  opinion,  and  a  sprink- 
ing  ot  politicians  come  to  do  the  democrat.  The  tail  winds  in  slowly 
-surely,  beset  by  cheap  Catalogue  vendors— from  two  to  ten  sous— 
containing  information  enough  to  satisfy  anybody  save  the  painters 
who  don  t  happen  to  be  named  therein  ;  and  after  running  a  blockade 
ot  tair  but  impressible  angels  of  charity  in  twelve-button  gauntlets, 
wh°  want  m°aey  for  the  Orphelinat  des  Arts,  the  Alsace-Lorraine 


schools,  &c.,  shudders  at  the  sculpture,  and  rushes,  panting,  to  the 
salon  carre.  „ 

Sara  must  be  seen  first  of  all.  The  Haras— there  arc  two  ot 
them— have  put  the  people's  taste  to  a  sore  test.  There  is  the  rude 
nude  Sara  of  HENNER,  a  meagre  Paris  gamin,  whose  uniform  con- 
sists of  a  pair  of  drumsticks,  and  not  a  bit  of  historic  upholstery  or 
scenic  carpentry  about  him.  "That  Sara,"  the  prudhommes  who 
know  their  history,  say,  with  veiled  eyes,  "if  it  had  only  been  a 
nymph  or  a  Venus,  clothes  wouldn't  so  much  matter ;  and  they 
pass  on  to  that  other  Sara  of  M.  WEIBTZ'S,  the  true  heroic  youth  in 
red  and  gold  lace,  a  sublimated  Sandford  and  Tom  Brown,  in  the 
act  of  exclaiming,  "We  must  not  say  '  Vi-re  le  Roi!  for  that 
would  be  naugh-ty."  This  is  a  very  popular  work  with  the  mothers, 
who  have  all  a  fondness  for  heroic  cherubim. 

More  patriotism  in  oils— not  olive  oil  generally,  nor  oil  upon  the 
waters.  FLAMENG'S  "  Camilla  Desmoulins"  draws  the  young  patriots 
and  patriotesses.  It  is  nice  and  rosy  and  touching.  Camille  tells  the 
messenger  to  sit  down  to  dinner,  plays  with  his  pink  baby  facing  his 
pink  wife,  and  a  pink  servant  in  grey  takes  away  the  plates.  What 
a  pity  he's  so  ugly!"  the  Girl-critics  from  the  Faubourg  sair. 
"Marat,"  flanked  by  ROBESPIERRE  and  DANTON,  by  M.  SOUDET,  is 
one  of  those  pieces  of  hectic  tawdry  that  always  attract— as  subjects, 
not  as  works — pictures  that  need  half  a  page  of  description  in  the 
catalogues.  Before  ALEXANDRE  BERTIN'S  tine  canvas,  the  "  Funeral 
of  Hoche,"  the  old  soldiers  take  their  stand  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour ; 
and  you  hear  hoarse  talk  of  parement,  brandebourg,  calotte  panache  ; 
while  the  young  warriors  study  the  anatomy  of  a  Lady  dressed  by 
Madame  GODIVA,  couturiere,  two  frames  off.  The  "  Femmes  de  Paris 
demandant  du  Pain  a  Versailles "  is  out  of  date  in  more  than  one 
respect,  and  the  general  apathy  of  the  multitude  abundantly  proves 
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COURAGE! 

Papa.  "GLAD  TO  SHE  YOU  TO-MORROW  EVENING.  MY  DAUGHTER  ALICE  WILL  xi.su,  AND 
BEATRICE  WILL  KF.CITE  TO  us  A  NEW  POEM  SHE'S  COMPOSED.  A\'E  Sri1  AT  KISB." 

]'<  in  ay  Man.  "  THANKS!  You 'HE  VERY  KIND.  '.Musr  HAPPY.  I'LL  BK  WITH  YOU  AT 
NINE  ! " 


it.  Famine  and  Versailles  are  no  longer  closely  linked  in  the  popular  mind,  and  M.  BROCIL- 
I.KT'S  careful  work  only  suggests  LOUISE  MICHEL  and  the  bakers'  shops  to  the  Sunday  Art- 
put  runs — the  more  forcibly  that  he  has  dressed  his  figures  like  1880,  not  like  1789. 

A  distinct  current  bears  one  towards  Prvis  BE  CIIAVANNES,  and  it  needs  a  strong  flood  to 
do  it.  It  is  composed  of  the  little  rentiers  who  have  some  ideas  about  Art,  and  whose 
daughters  have  taken  prizes  for  sepia— the  destined  Puvis  Chavannists  of  all  time.  "Poor 
man,  and  when  he  wakes  !  "  "  It  is  always  something  to  have  dreamed!  "  are  the  profound 
criticisms  of  the  holiday  makers  around  M.  DE  CIIAVANNES'  fagged  peasant  asleep  on  a 
hillock  with  supernaturally  clean  Love,  Wealth,  and  Glory  hovering  about  him.  Another 
allegory,  "Judith"  is  popular,  chiefly  for  the  reason  that  the  Bethuliun  widow  wears  a 
Tartan  costume  of  the  latest  pattern,  and  that  a  number  of  enthusiasts  think  the  chief  figure 
is  JUDIC. 

GEKVEX  appeals  to  the  Sunday  folk  in  another  fashion.  They  don't  know  his  name,  but 
gravitate  instinctively  towards  his  little  bits  of  varnished  realism.  "  Comme  c'est  ga .'"  is 
uttered  three  hundred  times  a  day  before  the  "Bureau  de  Bienfaitaace''—*  pigeon-hole 
where  meagre  women  wait  for  alms,  and  a  vigorous  harridan  in  a  red  shawl  argues 


with  an  angry  clerk.  It  is  certainly  that-^- 
particularly  the  shawl.  BASTTKT  LEPAGE  is 
one  of  the  few  modern  Painters  whose  names 
mean  anything  to  Sunday  spectators.  With 
them  it  is  Faut  coir  M.  LEPAGE  ;  he 
painted  GAUBETTA."  He  is  worth  seeing, 
even  this  year.  His  "  Vitiage  Love"  is  a 
love  of  a  picture  in  townsfolks'  eyes:  the 
exaggerated  rustic  is  making  such  rurally 
robust  love  to  a  stout  country  lass  with  such 
an  intensely  bucolic  eagerness  to  believe 
everything  I  And  if  the  houses  and  trees 
in  tne  background  look  as  if  they  were 
about  to  fall  on  the  lovers'  heads,  it  would 
only  be  what  they  deserve,  an  ancient  Lady 
remarks  to  a  dilapidated  husband,  who  has 
been  looking  too  long,  under  the  pretence 
of  analysing  "I'ceutre." 

Andromaque  is  studied  as  a  matter  of 
duty.  The  People  always  runs  to  the  pic- 
tures with  a  label  on  them,  and  is  prepared 
to  find  anything  hori  concours  superb.  An 
ingenious  young  haberdasher  who  had  dis- 
covered that  the  Ministe're  des  Beaux  Arts 
out  of  fourteen  purchases  had  bought 
twelve  nudities,  even  he  found  himself 
irresistibly  attracted  by  the  acquit  par 
I'jStat.  Andromaque  is  strongly,  almost 
violently,  conceived  and  executed,  but  it  is 
a  sore  puzzle  to  the  Catalogueless.  M. 
ROCITEGKOSSE'S  heroine  is  throwing  herself 
on  the  swashbuckler  who  has  seized  her  son 
by  ULYSSES'  order.  She  is  held  back  by 
the  Greeks,  and  ASTYANAX  is  about  to  be 
cast  from  the  walls.  There  is  blood  every- 
where —  ROCIIEOROSSE  has  HEXM  REG- 
FAULT'S  insatiable  thirst  for  gore  ;  and  the 
captor  of  the  young  Trojan  has  the  head- 

Eieoe  of  a  Huron,  not  the  helmet  of  a  Greek ; 
ut,  for  all  that,  the  suspended  breath  of 
the  common  spectators  is  enough  to  prove 
the  power  of  the  composition.    The  mother 
touched  if  the  Greek  didn't. 

And  when  one  comes  away  with  Prud- 
homme  and  the  real  "  Salon  headache"  in 
the  evening,  it  was  refreshing  to  see  the 
cafes  open,  and  to  know  that  our  virtuous 
countrraien  had  been  loafing  round  tavern- 
doors  from  three  to  six,  accumulating  thirst, 
and  with  never  a  wicked  picture  to  see. 


THE  PRICE  OF  MEAT. 

Am— "  The  Sandt  of  See." 

AYE,  CHAPLLX,  warn  the  Cattle  off, 
That  come  from  foreign  lands ; 

At  mild  MrxiiEl.r.A  sniff  and  scntf. 
And  force  the  Government's  hands. 

Posing  as  potent  champion 
Of  Agriculture  sweet ; 

But  what  of  the  effect  upon 
The  Price  of  Meat  '< 

Aye,  CIIAPI.IX,  warn  the  Cattle  off! 

It  matters  scarce  at  all 
To  gentry  of  the  genus  "  toff " 

If  rumpsteaks  rise  or  fall. 
But  to  the  poor  Consumer,  prey 

Of  all  who  scheme  or  cheat, 
It  is  the  question  of  the  day, — 
The  Price  of  Meat !  " 

Aye,  CHAPLIN,  warn  the  Cattle  off, 
And  win  the  Farmer's  smile  ; 

To  vou  the  Landlord  well  may  doff 
The  complimentary  "tile." 

But  the  poor  proletariat  throng 
Quite  otherwise  will  jn^et 

"  Protection,"  which  will  lift,  ere  long, 
The  Price  of  Meat ! 


TILE  GREATEST  COSTEBSAZIONE  IN  LON- 
noy. — A  sitting  of  the  House  of  Common*. 


36 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[JULY  21,  1883. 


PLAIN  ENGLISH. 

O.VLT  the  other  day,  due  to  the  frequent  andjinereasing  presence 
of  certain  "  Continentalisms "  in  the  communications  addressed  to 
lim  at  the  Foreign  Office,  Earl  GRANYILLF,  had,  by  means  of  a 
Circular,  to  direct  the  attention  of  "  all  members  of  Her  Majesty  s 
Diplomatic  and  Consular  Services  to  the  necessity  for  greater  care  as 
regards  the  use  of  pure  English  in  Official  Correspondence." 

A  Kider  to  the  above,  further  enjoining  on  his  subordinates  the 
use  of  "  plain  "  English,  has  just  been  issued  by  the  noble  Lord,  and 
at  the  present  moment  it  will  probably  be  read  with  some  interest. 
The  following  are  a  few  specimens  selected  for  their  guidance  :— 
Phrase  as  formerly  coiu-li'-'l.  Future  rendering  of  same. 

We  express  no  appreciation  of       We  should  like  to  know  what 
your  annexation  of  this  Colonial  the  dickens  you  're  up  to  now  ? 
possession. 

Would  you,  at  your  conveni-  If  you  don't  let  us  know  what 
ence,  kindly  signalise  to  us  your  your  little  game  is,  and  precious 
veridical  course  of  action  ?  quickly  too, — then  look  out  for 

squalls. 

It  will  be  our  endeavour  to  You  seem  to  think  JOHN  BCLL 
oppose  the  suscitation  of  national  has  put  his  spirit  into  his  pocket ! 
excitements.  Not  yet,  Mossop,  I  can  tell  you. 

The  difficnlty  can  be  easily  Confounded  impudence — that 's 
categorised  as  quite  unmotived.  what  it  is.  Come  now,  what  do 

you  mean  by  it  ? 

An  incrcasement  of  your  profits  Fancy  we  're  going  to  lay  an 
out  of  the  Canal,  and  partial  embargo  on  our  trade  for  ninety- 
arrestation  of  our  commercial  nine  years,  for  your  special  bene- 
prosperity,  is  what  we  shall  not  fit?  Why,  you  must  be  a  "  pack 
disrecommend  to  you.  of  greenhorns  !  " 

Our  minimal  assistance  will  be  You  surely  don't  think  we  're 
£8,000,000  sterling  at  3J  per  cent,  going  to  find  that  for  you  for 

nothing  ? 

It  would  distress  us  greatly  Unless  you  take  jolly  good  care 
further  to  ruffle  our  mutual  ante-  what  you  're  about,  I  tell  you 
ccdent  solidarity.  what  it  is.  my  boy, — we  shall  be 

coming  to  blows. 

Regrettable  incident.  Show   your    sense,  |.then,   and 

apologise! 


JUSTICE— VERY  MUCH— IN  THE  FUTURE  ! 

UcEJfE — Interior  of  one  of  the  Poyal  Courts  under  the  Amended- 
Improved-Recently-Re-reriscd-New-Rules.  The  well  of  the 
Court  full  of  starring  Solicitors.  Briefless  Silks  and  Stuffs  are 
heard  giving  rent  to  deep  emotion  in  the  petes  reserved  for  their 
ate.  Sharp  Judge  on  the  Bench  perusing  a  Daily  Newspaper. 

Sharp  Judge.  I  really  must  beg  the  Bar  not  to  sob  quite  so  loudly. 
It  really  is  impossible  to  read  ia  such  a  hubbub.  Any  cause  to  be 
tried  this  morning  '< 

Official.  It  will  be  within  your  Lordship's  recollection  that  the 
Court  has  wiped  off  everything,  and  that  most  probably  there  will  be 
no  further  business  before  it  until  after  the  Long  Vacation. 

Judge.  Ah !  to  he  sure ! 

[Continues  his  perusal  of  the  Morning  Paper. 

Enter  a  Small  Tradesman,  tr ho  looks  about  raguely,  as  if  in  search  of 

a  resting-place. 

Small  Tradesman.  If  you  please,  my  Lord,  I  am  a  Juryman. 
Judge  (taken  aback).  A  what !  [General  astonishment. 

Smau  Tradesman.  A  Juryman. 

Judge.  Why.  my  good  man.  it  is  impossible.  There  must  be  some 
rm«tak(;.  We  haven't  had  a  Jury  case  for  the  last  five  years  ! 

>tn,'i,,!   irh»  li'ix  Inokcd  into  tin'  summons).  Please,  my  Lord,  it  is 
a  practical  joke.    The  ]>oor  man  has  been  imposed  upon. 

{Exit  Small  Tradesman. 

•   (mdtmanOy).  Too  bad !     I  only  wish  I  had  the  perpetrator 
t  the  hoax  before  me  .   I  would  assuredly  commit  him  for  contempt ' 
bnould  like  to  have  the  chance.     It  would  give  me  some- 
thing to  do !  [Sesames  In,  reading. 
Enter  a  Plaintirf,  timidly. 

Plninlijr.  oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  can  anyone  tell  me  where  I 
can  get  ad\ 

The  Entire  liar  (ri'ti'ny  like  <:,,<•  mini).  This  way,  please 

idge  (serr ,•</,,;.  This  is  most  indecent !     Until  fknow  the  case  I 
cannot  sav  that  he  will  be  allowed  Counsel.    (The  Entire  Bar  subside 

"'  d°  rou  want'  Si 


.j 1,  but  I  should  like  to  have  one. 

solicitors  in   Court  (speaking  as  loudly  as  their  famine 
created  weakness  permits  them).  This  way,  please- . 


Judge  (angrily).  Silence!  (To  Plaintiff.)  Now  then,  you  Sir, 
what  is  your  case  ? 

Plaintiff.  Oh,  please,  my  Lord,  Mr.  JONES  owes  me  £10. 

Judge.  Then  you  can  get  on  without  professional  assistance. 
Under  Rule  432,  as  your  claim  is  so  small,  I  cannot  allow  costs  either 
for  Counsel  or  Solicitor.  (Deep  icailing  heard  from  both  branches  of 
the  Profession.)  Silence !  And  now,  where  is  the  Defendant  ? 

Defendant  (rising  from  a,  bench  at  the  back  of  the  Court,  where  he 
has  been  seated.)  Here,  my  Lord,  and  I  would  observe  that — 

Judge  (interrupting).  You  must  not  waste  the  time  of  the  Court, 
Sir !  Now  then,  the  Plaintiff  will  state  his  case  in  as  few  words  as 
possible. 

Plaintiff.  Well,  my  Lord,  it  was  just  like  this.  You  must  know, 
about  October  last 

Judge  (excitedly).  Stop,  stop !  That  won't  do  at  all.  Here  I  will 
lielp  you.  Did  you  lend  Defendant  the  money  ? 

Plaintiff.  Yes,  my  Lord,  and — 

Judge,  (interposing).  That  will  do.  You  mustn't  say. any  more 
under  Ride  879.  And  now  you.  Sir — do  you  owe  the  money  ? 

Defendant.  No,  my  Lord,  I  do  not ;  for  it  was  just  like  this. 
When  I  found  that 

Judge.  No,  no !  Stop !  I  can't  hear  any  more  from  you  under 
Rule  342,  which  limits  the  defence  to  a  sentence  of  not  more  than 
six  words.  (Jteferring  to  an  enormous  ro/unif.)  Ah,  I  see  that  by 
Rule  27,431,  in  such  a  matter  as  this,  no  Witnesses  are  allowed. 
'  ( '/using  book.)  So  the  case  is  complete. 

Plaintiff  (urgently).  But,  my  Lord,  may  I  not  say • 

Defendant  (imploring!;/}.  And  can't  I  explain  that — 

Judge  (very  angrily).  Be  quiet  both  of  you!  According  to  the 
Rules  now  in  force,  you  have  had  ample  opportunity  of  bringing  the 
matter  fully  before  me  !  (More  composedly.)  What  I  gather  is  this. 
That  the  Plaintiff  says  that  he  has  lent  some  money  to  the  Defendant 
— an  assertion  which  the  latter  denies.  Thanks  to  the  novel  pro- 
cedure, you  are  not  put  to  the  expense  of  Counsel,  Solicitors. 
Witnesses,  and  Juries.  (Renewed  sounds  of  lamentation.)  Silence  ! 
(The  sobs  subside.)  In  fact,  matters  are  simplified  all  round.  In  the 
olden  days  I  myself  should  have  felt  it  my  duty  to  have  carefully 
summed-up  after  weighing  the  evidence  and  listening  to  the  argu- 
ments. But  having  no  Witnesses,  you  have  no  evidence, — and  employ- 
ing no  Counsel,  you  have  no  arguments.  Under  these  circumstances 
my  duty  is  plain.  I  have  here  in  this  pocket  a  small  coin  of  the 
Realm.  I  produce  it.  (Suits  the  action  to  the  word.)  I  toss  it  into 
the  air — so.  And  catch  it  in  ray  hand  as  it  descends — thus  !  I  then 
decide  in  my  mind,  before  looking  at  it,  that  the  head  shall  represent 
the  interests  of  the  Plaintiff,  and  the  tail  the  interests  of  the 

Defendant.    And 

[Scene  closes  in  upon  the  Suitors  anxiously  awaiting  the  Judge's 
decision. 


THE  BRADSHAW  JUBILEE. 

THE  fiftieth  anniversary  of  the  publication  of  the  first  British 
Railway  Guide  having  just  taken  place,  it  has  been  suggested  that  a 
Grand  Procession  (something  after  the  fashion  of  the  Lord  Mayor's 
Show)  should  be  organised  to  proceed  from  one  given  point  to  another 
— say  from  Hanwell  to  Colney  Hatch — in  honour  of  the  interesting 
occasion.  Should  the  idea  come  to  anything,  no  doubt  the  following 
will  be  found  to  be  a  more  or  less  accurate  "  programme  of  pre- 
cedence "  : — 

Railway  Managers  to  stop  the  Traffic. 

Deputation  of  Trains  that  arrive  before  they  start. 

Deputation  of  Trains  that  start  but  never  arrive. 

Deputation  of  Trains  that  neither  start  nor  arrive  but  only  run. 

Railway  Passengers  who  have  not  read  Bradshaw,  wearing  tweed 

suits,  and  accompanied  by  their  portmanteaus. 

The  Chief  Official  of  Bethlehem  Hospital. 

Railway  Passengers  who  hare  read  Bradshaw,  wearing  straw  in 
their  hair,  and  accompanied  by  their  Attendants. 

The  Boy  at  Mugby  Junction, 
Supported  by  the  Young  Ladies  of  the  "  Refreshment "  Department. 

Tiradshaw's  prototype — the  Sphinx  of  Egypt. 
Practical  Jokers  (admirers  of  Bradshaw)  two  and  two. 
Persons  who,  after  consulting  Bradshaw,  have  caught  a  Train- 
rejoicing. 

Persons  who,  after  consulting  Bradshaiv,  have  not  caught  a  Train- 
swearing. 

Engine-Drivers  in  full  dress,  with  their  Trains. 

Misanthropes  and  Cynics  (admirers  of  Bradshaw)  two  and  two. 

The  Editors  of  Rival  Railway  Guides,  in  chains. 

Band,  playing  "  The  Sleeper  Awakened." 
Grand  Triumphal  Car,  containing  the  600  Monthly  Volumes  that 

have  been  published  during  the  past  half -century. 

Public  Orator,  repeating  "Lines  from  Bradshaw." 

And  the  Public  in  general,  attempting  to  discover  "  what  on  earth  it 

all  means ! " 
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GOOD-WOOD    MADE    BETTER    AND    BETTER. 

(By  Dumb-Crambo  Junior.) 


Struck  Out  of  his  Engagement. 


No  Takers. 


The  Pick  of  the  Stable. 


A  Rank  Outsider. 


Bet 'i  Off. 


A  PURELY  TECK-NICAL  MATTEE. 

An  advertisement  in  the  back  page  of  a  daily  paper  at  the  com- 
mencement of  last  week,  informed  the  public  that  a  very  interesting 
ceremony  was  fixed  to  take  place  on  the  26th  of  July  and  following 
day,  at  the  Duke  of  WELLINGTON'S  Riding-School.  The  occasion 
was  to  be  the  sale  by  auction  of  many  remarkable  things,  including 
"  two  antique  sedan-chairs  richly  carved  and  gilt,  formerly  the  pro- 
perty of  H.  M.  Queen  CHARLOTTE  (unless  previously  disposed  of) " 
and  "  an  Egyptian  Cabinet  inlaid  with  mother  o'  pearl.  The  last 
item  was  suggestive  of  the  military  glories  of  an  illustrious  com- 
mander of  Volunteers  who  has  recently  been  presented  with  a  field- 
officer's  commission  in  the  Regular  Army,  and  no  doubt  its  birthplace 
was  not  far  from  Tel-el-Kebir.  The  advertisement  concluded  with  the 
intimation  that  the  collection  "  might  be  viewed  at  the  Palace  by 
special  orders  with  Catalogues  (price  one  shilling  each),  to  be  obtained 
at  the  Auctioneers."  A  visit,  to  those  persons  elicited  the  further 
facts  that  the  Palace  was  Kensington,  that  the  special  orders  were 
easily  obtained  on  the  presentation  of  twelve  pence,  and  that  the 
property  was  being  sold  "by  command  of  H.R.H.  the  Duchess  and 
H.S.H.'the  Duke  of  TF.CK." 

The  Catalogue  which  was  presented  with  the  "  special  order,"  was 
an  unpretending  little  pamphlet.  Bound  in  green,  it  bore  on  its  cover 
nothing  but  the  words,  "Kensington  Palace,"  and  the  names  and 
business  address  of  the  "Auctioneers  and  Land  Agents"  who  had 
been  "commanded"  todisposeof  the  "little  lot."  The  title-page  was 
more  pretentious.  What  are  technically  known  as  "bold  lines," 
were  given  to  a  "  superb  richly-carved  Bombay  Drawing-Koom 
Suite,"  an  "  elegant  Gilt  Suite  in  crimson  satin,"  and  some  "  Chip- 
pendale Cabinets  and  Chairs."  Much  smaller  type  was  devoted  to 

a  Dining- Room  Suite  in  leather,"  and  "a  few  Oil  Paintings;" 
while  "  Ormolu  Wall-Lights,  Candelabra,  and  a  variety  of  other 
effects,"  was  scarcely  legible.  No  doubt,  to  account  for  the  absence 
of  articles  de.  toilette,  &c.,  the  collection  was  announced  as  "the 
valuable  surplus  decorative  and  ornamental  furniture  removed  from 
the  Palace." 

The  Catalogue  contained  over  three  hundred  items  of  a  miscella- 
neous character.  This  will  be  easily  credited  when  it  is  stated  that 
No.  1  consisted  of  "  a  4ft.  iron  fender,  brass  fire-guard,  and  a  lift.  Gin. 
bright  steel  fender,  with  ormolu  moulding,"  No.  13  of  "  a  7ft.  carved 
walnut  CUM!,  with  shield  and  foliated  scroll  mount,"  No.  15  of  ' 
pair  of  finely-executed  bronze  busts  of  '  Her  Majesty  '  and  the  late 

Prince  Consort'  on  a  pair  of  48-inch  Scagliola  pedestals,"  and  No. 
322  (to  jump  from  the  beginning  of  the  Catalogue  to  the  end)  of  "  five 
kitchen  chairs  and  a  beer  stillion."  The  furniture  was  displayed  in 
the  private  apartments,  and  can  be  dealt  with  in  their  respective 
rooms : — 

Council  Chamber.— YenAers  and  busts  as  above.  Also  "The 
superb  Bombay  Suite."  Also  warlike  trophv,  described  in  italics  as 
"  A  very  fine  specimen  from  Egypt."  After  the  last  two  items, 


"  Three  7-feet-6  mahogany  cornice-poles,  with  gilt  ends  and  brackets 
and  lacquered  rings,"  and  "  A  japanned  purdonium  and  scoop  "  are 
comparatively  uninteresting. 

Draicing-Room.— After  a  couple  of  Marquetene  and  buhl  cabi- 
nets," and  a  "grotesquely-carved  figure  of  Negro  boy,  supporting 
tray  for  cards,"  comes  the  gem  of  the  collection,  "The  richly-framed 
Louis  XVI.  drawing-room  suite,"  with  its  "richly-figured  crimson 
satin  damask,  stuffed  and  spring  seats."  Shortly  afterwards  the 
Catalogue  describes  "  Three  pairs  of  Madras  curtains,"  a  good  deal 
of  miscellaneous  china,  a  bust  or  two,  "  A  very  fine  Louis  XIV. 
chiming  bracket-clock  in  ebonised  case."  The  contents  of  this 
room  concludes  with  "  136*.  Chinese  Fish  " ;  "  137.  Twenty  Dessert 
Plates,  painted  in  Japanese  subjects,  with  gill-shaped  edges "  ;  and 
"  138.  An  Antique  Pistol-case,  with  carved  top  and  silver  entab- 
lature, presentation  to  Prince  of  Wales,  1799."  Altogether  a  curious 
and  interesting  collection ! 

Ante-Room.— Another  "  4-foot  iron-fender."  Then  some  "  what- 
nots." Then  a  small  chintz  drawing-room  suite,  politely  described 
as  "  elegant."  Then  a  number  of  small  articles,  inclusive  of  "  155. 
Three  Jasper  Vases "  ;  and  "  153.  The  extra  chintz  covers  to  the 
suite."  Nothing  of  importance  after  this  till  a  family  relic,  "  160.  A 
Superb  Bronze  Bust,  '  Kino  Charles  the  First,'  30  inches  high,  in 
armour,  after  VAN  DTCK."  Next,  more  ancestral  presentments, 
"  162.  An  Oil  Painting,  three-quarters  portrait,  'King  George  the 
Second,'  in  gilt  frame  "  ;  and  "  163.  A  ditto,  ditto,  '  The  Queen.'  " 
The  effect  of  these  exhibits  is  a  little  spoilt  by  an  oil  painting, 
described  in  the  catalogue  as  "  a  spirited  production,"  and  called 
"  The  Cock  Fight."  However,  the  !<  first  day's  sale"  is  brought  to 
a  mildly  waggish  conclusion  with  "  166.  An  Occasional  Table,  with 
inlaid  marble  top  and  drawer,  on  a  quaintly-carred  stem  and  plinth." 

l>ining-Room  and  Library.— The  fender,  as  usual.  Then  "A 
noble  chimney  glass."  Next  a  Turkey  carpet.  Of  the  remainder, 
perhaps  the  most  interesting  item  is,  "  A  gaselier,  with  Sugg's  patent 
burners  and  reflector." 

Sittinfl-Snnm.—Tke  invariable  fender,  a  few  chairs,  and  208.  A 
Terrestrial  Globe,  on  mahogany  tripod  stand,  with  magnetic  compass 
and  green-baize  cover." 


>/>hill  Of  _.   . 

The  "  whole  to  conclude  "  with  a  familv  library,  oonsisting 
works  of  Kings  Cii  u;i.i>  J  HE  FIRST  and  JAMES  THE  FIRST." 

And,  at  this  point,  it  may  be  as  well  to  stop  without  entering  the 
Hull,  the  Vestibule,  or  the  Offices,  although  in  the  latter  appear  a 
"  Set  of  six  metal  dome  Dish-Covers  in  sizes,"  and  "  A  capital 
Refrigerator  in  japanned  oak  case."  Considering  that  this  is  a  sale 
of  the  "surplus  furniture"  (family  portraits  and  kitchen  chairs  !)  of 
one  of  the  most  deservedly  popular  ladies  in  England,  the  "  Bonnie 
Princess  MART,"  it  it  impossible  t«  read  the  Catalogue  with  satisfac- 
tion,— no,  not  even  when  it  is  regarded  as  a  stimulant  to  satire  or 
a  feeding-ground  for  laughter ! 
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ELECTIVE     AFFINITIES. 
A  SKETCH  IN  A  BALL-ROOM. 


'ARRY  AT  TIIK  ROYAL  EVENING  FETE. 

DEAR  CHARLIE, 

Yor  >n>i.it  cut  the  "turmuts"  ami  come  up  to  Town,  my  dear  bov, 
London  '»  gettin'  more  lummy  each  day  ;  there  's  sech  oshuns  to  see  and  enjoy  ! 
And  now  you  can  mix  with  the  toffs— reglar  toppers  I  mean — on  the  cheap ; — 
It's  a  sin  to  go  wasting  your  days  amongst  chawbacons,  'taters,  and  sheep. 

If  you  'd  only  bin  with  me  larst  night !     I  was  "  in  it,"  old  man,  and  no  kid, 
As  a  chap  of  my  form  can  be  in  it,  if  ready  to  blue  arf  a  quid. 


'Twas  tin-  "  l-'i-fl  of  tin-  Season,"  and  'AiiRY,  I  tell  yer,  old  pal,  was  all  there, 
i  a  claw-'ammer  coat  it  lar  Mather,  stiff  collar,  and  'igh-scented  'air. 


With  : 


You'll  'avc  'eard  nf  tli.-  1'Ulu  rir-.  Cii  u:UE,  the  Kensington  Show.    Well,  larst  night, 
'lln-y  ''1  a  !•'"'!  in  thrin  ( ianlriis,  old  flick,  :i^  was  somethink  too  awfully  quite. 
Fairy  Land  not  a  ]«itch  on  it,  Cn  UII.IE, — C'rcmorne  reglar  out  of  the  run, 
Fur  i>ootiness,  lloyal  Princesses,  swell  yum-yum,  and  general  fun. 

Ten  bob  and  snap  togs  took  me  in,  and  I  chummed  with  the  very  flrrt, 
Which,  fur  what  1  call  "  JIalfiible  Mix,"  p-ivc  me  this  'Aughtyk'ultooral  Feet. 
'Twas  the  Charity  lay,  doncherklWW,  and  that  covers  a  lot,  as  a  rule, 
Itut  the  Fanciest  Fair  I  have  bin  at,  to  this  little  game  was  a  fool. 


jam— in  all  senses,  my  boy,  for  the  crush  was  a  caution  to  snakes,- 

the  lights  and  the  ladies — such  swells  ! — coloured  lanterns,  and  magical  lakes ! 

st  like  \Vhnt.  l»n  '  "    n   f 'nnnt»-»u<j  rnT«o^Vn/l         "Vnf  rtnif^  4\rr  *rt  >*».  *  —     .  • 


K.  -a 
!!ut' 

'  Jest  like  \Yhat  ho !  "  a  Countess  remarked.    Not  quite  fly  to  Vr  meaning.     But  lor ! 
They  've  their  slang,  I  suppose,  these  Big  Bobs, — jest  as  we  say,  "  I'll  give  yer  what  for  ! 

Lady  DrFFKiuxo— bully  for  her,  mate  !— a  pootier  parcel  who  'd  wish  ?— 
Ad  a  Lucky  1  Mi  Pond— with  no  water— and  charged  us  "a  shilling  a  fish." 
And  we  handed  with  im  at-h.mks  for  toys,  me  and  WALES— he 's  a  brick— on  the  banks  ; 
.  1  guess  both  our  piles  of  loose  silver  'ad  gone  in  "  all  prizes,  no  blanks." 

Artcr  wicli,  being  dry,  1  made  straight  for  the  hnoffi/,  and  wot  do  yer  think  ? 
\\  .11,  1  ain't  took  aback  by  a  trine,  but,  Scissors !'  it  did  make  me'blink. 


When  I  called  for  a  cocktail,  my  pippin,  I 

didn't  percisely  cxpcck 
'hat  th«  barmaid  who  ladled  my  lotion 
would  be— Princess  MARY  OF  TECK  ! 

\rf-a-crown  for  the  tipple  was  stiff,  but  the 

feeling,  my  boy,  there 's  the  nick ! 
;  was  wuth  all  the  ochre,  I  tell  yer.     . 

bordered  another  'un,  quick. 
4.rter  that  mere  Chineses  came  cheap,  though 

the  Marquis  TSENG  serving  out  tea 
"Was  as  funny  as  figgers  on  tea-chests  ;  but 
then,  I  'm  not  nuts  on  Bohea. 

Well,  I  carn't  tell  you  arf  on  it,  CHABLIE, 
time,  paper,  and  memory  fails. 

""he  rose-bud  enclosed  you  will  value,— 'twas 
bought  orf  the  Princess  of  WALES  ; 

SVhich,  if  she 's  not  the  pick  of  the  basket,— 

But  there,  I  don't  wish  to  intrude,— 
'here  are  some  who  're  such  pure  and  high- 
pitched  'uns,  that  even  to  praise  'em 
seems  rude. 

AERY  fancied  hisself,  I  assure  you,  'ob- 

nobbing  along  o'  sech  Nobs  ; 
Vs  at  home  as  a  cat  in  a  cream-shop.     And 

wy  not '(    They  pocket  our  bobs — 
Cleared  me  out  to  a  tanner)— they  wait  on 

us,  iinding  it  well  wuth  their  while ; 
And  there 's  many  a  barmaid  in  London 

more  'orty  and  huppish  in  style. 

So  why  should  we  chuck  on  the  bashful  ? 

Sech  Haffable  Mixes  all  round 
)o  dollops  of  good,  my  dear  boy  ;  and  they 

suit  me  right  down  to  the  ground. 
Splendid  splurge,  and  no  error,  this  Ft»t,— 

couldn't  do  the  trick  better  in  Parry,— 
And  a  Duchess  to  draw  him  his  bitter  comes 

awfully  yum-yum  to  'A KEY. 


INTERNATIONAL  COURTESY. 

AT  Lewes  Assizes  the  other  day,  before 
Lord  Justice  BAGGALLAY,  a  French  governess 
was  charged  with  ransacking  the  boxes  of 
the  pupils  during  their  absence  on  the  occa- 
sion of  the  visit  of  the  Princess  of  WALES 
to  Eastbourne,  and  stealing  every  article 
of  jewellery  she  could  lay  her  hands  on. 
We  are  informed  that — . 

"  The  Judge  sentenced  the  prisoner  to  twelve 
months'  hard  labour,  and  told  her  if  she  had 
been  an  Englishwoman  he  would  probably  have 
inflicted  a  much  more  severe  sentence." 

It  is  to  be  hoped  the  French  nation  will 
appreciate  this  extraordinary  courtesy  on 
the  part  of  the  learned  Judge  ;  and  we 
should  very  much  like  to  know  what  the 
sentence  w'ould  have  been  had  the  culprit 
in  question  been  a  German,  an  Italian,  a 
Spaniard,  or  a  Chinese. 
=== 

Simple  Fees  for  Fees  Simple! 
}1  it.  PUNCH  begs  to  give  notice  that,  as 
early  as  possible  next  Session,  he  will  intro- 
duce a  "  Bill  for  the  better  adjustment  of 
the  Rates  by  making  the  Landlords  pay 
their  fair  share  of  the  Parochial  Expendi- 
ture, as  they  very  largely"  benefit  by  the 
Parochial  Improvements.'^  This  measure, 
when  it  reaches  the  House  of  Lords,  will  be 
conducted,  at  considerable  personal  sacrifice 
by  the  Duke  of  MUDFOBD.  The  short  title 
of  this  statute  will  be,  "The  Justice  to 
Tenants  Act." 


"WELL,  tastes  differ  as  to  cheese,"  sai< 
Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM.     "But,  for  my  part, 
think  there's  nothing  to  beat  one  of  the 
small  Muscatel  cheeses,  or  a  slice  of  Com- 
monbeer." 
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THE    LADIES    OF    THE    LAKES. 


• 


THE  THUKE   LOVELY   DAMSELS,    KxXERIULE,    BoRROWDALE,    AXIi   PEKWEXTWA  1  El:.    KEsl'UED   BY  THE   DOfCHTY    KxiUHT   OF    ST.    STEPHEN'S 

FROM  THE  RAILWAY  Kuuuu  AND  MINERAL  HIMKKAXT  WHO  WOULD  HAVE  DONE  THEM  A  FATAL  INJURY. 

[The  Bills  for  Railway  and  Mineral  dovelopmcnt  works  in  the  Lake  districts  of  Ennerdule,  Borrowdale,  and  Derwentwater  were  rejected  on  th« 
ground  that  "  serious  injury  would  have  been  done  to  the  beauty  of  the  scenery  "  in  these  localities. — from  a  I'.M.G.  Jtutr.] 


No  Perseus  for  Andromeda,  in  ages  past  or  hence, 

Shall  prove  a  braver  champion  than  tht-  Knight  of  Commons  Sense, 

AV  ho,  Duckling  on  his  armour,  threw  down  the  glove  to  fight 

For  valleys  that  are  Sweetness,  and  lakeland  that  is  Light ! 

A  hideous,  snorting  monster,  with  a  shriek  of  steam  for  breath. 

Threatened  all  the  silent  mountains  and  the  dreamy  dales  with  death. 

Far  across  the  flowered  vallevs  you  could  hear  the  tearful  wail 


:  Knight 


Up,  Tourists !  then,  and  scatter  your  knapsacks  in  the  w  :i y 

Of  the  gallant  Knight  who  conquered  this  monster  in  the  tray  ; 

Up,  Artists  !  from  your  easels,  and  add  your  meed  of  praise 

For  the  rescue  of  the  lakes  of  blue,  the  haze  of  mountain  greys. 

A  moment  more  and  it  were  lost,  for  children  yet  unborn, 

The  golden,  silent  sunset,  the  lone  and  lovely  morn. 

Had  tyranny  succeeded,  and  flaunted  signals  red, 

Then  Cumberland  w.  n  crying  and  Derwentwmter  dead. 

But  the  vallevs  are  rejoicing,  and  a  shout  the  echoes  wakes. 

For  the  Knight  of  Commons  Senses  saved  the  Ladies  of  the  Lakes  ! 
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THE    ROYAL    WESTMINSTER    ACADEMY. 

(Splendid  Collection  of  Parliamentary  Portraits,  mostly  done  by  "The  Other  Fellows."    The  Speaking  Likenesses  speak  for  themselves  and  for  the  Artiste.) 


Bit  Charles  Dilke,  painted  by 
Aihmead-Bartlett. 


Ashmead-Bartlett,  by  Sir  Charles 
Dilke. 


G.  0.  Trevelyan,  by  J.  Biggar. 


3.  Biggar,  by  G.  0.  Trevelyan.' 


Campbell-Bannerman,  by  W.  H.  Smith.    TV.  H.  Smith,  by  Camp.-Bannerman. 


J.  K.  Crotu.  by 
W.  Woodall. 


W.  Woodall,  by 
J.  K.  Croes. 


J.  Bright,  by  himself. 


H.  Labouchere,  by  C.  Newdegate, 


C.  Newdegate,  by  H.  Labouchere 


J.  Cowen,  by  himself. 


Sir  W.  Law-son,  by 
a  Member  who  does 
not  agree  with  him. 


The  Member,  by 
Sir  \V.  Lawson. 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED  FROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 
i,  Monday 


thing  to 


or  J  Tpfxr      v  graCWT  ly  I*™1^  t«  introduce  tag  from  HORACE 


artfor  mes 


Nile"  without  purpose,  Stratford-atte-Bow  used  to  be  a  place  where 
good  French  spoken.  Cairo  and  Alexandria  now  places  where  best  accent 
acquired.  No  use  hiding  light  under  bushel.  Lord  GRANVIXLE,  Sir 
C.  DILEE.  and  Lord  ESMOND  FITZMAUBICE  credited  with  best  French 
going.  Waterford  County  shall  show  the  way.  So  VILUERS  STUABT, 
clenching'  his  fist,  stiffening  his  back,  and  gazing  aggressively  at 
Opposition  Benches,  begins  to  quote  from  original  concession  to  the 
Victorious  LESSEPS.  "JVoos  avong  donnuy  ah  notre  ahmee.  M.  FERDI- 
NAND DE  LESSEPS/'  &c. 

_  Great  uproar  in  House.  Ministerialists  above  Gangway  genially 
impartial.  Radicals  below  Gangway  coldly  supercilious.  Conserva- 
tives behind  Front  Bench  openly  sarcastic.  Irish  Members  below 
Gangway  undisguisedly  contemptuous.  Mr.  KENNY  shakes  his  head, 
JOSEPH  GII.LIS  cheers  noisily,  and,  on  the  whole,  reception  chilling, 
and  House  with  effusive  satisfaction  lapses  into  English  language. 
Business  done.—  Progress  with  Naval  Estimates. 

Tuesday.— Pretty  to  see  Lord  REDESDALE'S  hair  gradually  rising 
(wherever  possible)  as  Lord  SALISBURY  delivered  himself  to-night  on 
ouez  Canal  question.  All  right  for  considerable  portion.  Quite 
proper  to  oppose  Government  on  this  as  on  other  matters.  But  when 
larqms  went  on  to  lay  down  principle  that  neither  KHEDIVE, 
LESSEPS,  nor  Egyptians  have  any  right  of  property  in  Isthmus  of 
Suez,  Lord  REDESDALE  first  began  to  feel  faint,  then  teeth  chattered, 
and  next  thing  that  presented  itself  was  that  gradual  uplifting  of 
the  hair  that  frightened  Lord  DENMAN. 

Good  Heavens,  TODYT  !  "  the  old  boy  said  to  me  as  I  gave  him  an 

arm  out,     what  are  we  coming  to  ?    HEAXY  couldn't  say  more  than 

^ABNELL  not  a  patch  on  him.    Begin  to  have  dark  suspicions 

about  SAXISBTJBY.    Excellent  man.    No  one  better  for  slashing  at 

GLADSTONE    or   hacking   those  Liberals:    but    when   it   comes   to 

nmunistic    doctrine,   begin  to    ask    myself   which   is    the    real 
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SALISBURY  ?  All  very  well  to  say  Isthmus  is  '  the  water-way  of 
nations  of  the  earth.'  Capital  phrase.  But  these  things  spread, 
and  those  confounded  Radicals  sure  to  get  hold  of  it.  When  I  go 
westward,  along  Jernn  n  Stn.t,  want  to  get  into  Green  Park,  have 
to  turn  up  Arlington  S'treet,  and  so  double  Cape  of  Piccadilly.  Would 
be  nearer  to  go  through  SALISBURY'S  house.  Why  shouldn't  I? 
No.  20,  Arlington  Street,  is  the  near  cut  of  the  Metropolitan  rate- 
payer. Question  is,  why  shouldn't  he  take  it  ?  '  Tnose-of-that- 
onmion  -  say  -  Content  —  Not-Content  -  Not-Content  —  Contents-have- 
it.'  "  And  Lord  KKDESDALE,  scowling  upon  me  as  if  I  had  challenged 
a  division,  went  off. 

Lord  JOHN  MANNERS  back  in  House  of  Commons.  Been  away  for 
long  time. 

Laid  up  with  gout, 

And  couldn't  get  out, 

to  quote  from  poem  composed  for  occasion  by  Mr.  WARTON.  House 
welcomes  Lord  JOHN  with  hearty  cheer  for  Fine  Old  English  Gentle- 
man as  he  is. 

Agricultural  Holdings   Bill  goinq;  forward.     Firm  of  BARCLAY, 

IBLA8E,  Il<i\\.u;b  &  Co.  in  opposition.  Company  very  small,  but 
despair  deep. 

"  May  as  well  withdraw  the  Bill.  Worse  than  useless.  We  're  all 
ruined,''  cries  Mr.  HOWARD,  beaming  upon  House  the  very  picture  of 
rosv  prosperitv. 

a  'Ow-ard  it  is  to  think  of  'OwARD  and  'unger,"  whispers  Mr. 
BROADHURST.  l!u:<  in  groans  assent  to  HOWARD'S  dismal  prophecy. 
BARCLAY  much  l>ctu-r  tilted  for  character  of  ruined  Agriculturist.  His 
(flonmy  conspirator-like  air  highly  effective  at  present  juncture. 

Business  done. — Clause  1,  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill,  agreed  to. 

'J7ini;-i(!<ii/.—"I'm  a  modest  man,  TOBY,"  said  EVELYN  ASHLEY, 
just  now,  but  if  I  fancied  myself  at  all  it  would  be  as  answering 
questions.  All  very  well  to  talk  about  DILKE.  I  call  him  dry.  No 
point  about  him.  Just  sets  himself  to  answer  question  in  briefest 
form,  giving  much  or  little  information  according  to  circumstances. 
HABCOURT  's  better.  He  takes  proper  view  of  opportunity  of  ques- 
tion hour.  Excellent  opening  for  making  joke  or  snubbing  a  man, 
or  trotting  out  a  little  sermon.  But,  if  I  may  say  so,  fancy  there 's 
more  point  about  my  style.  See  neatness  and  completeness  of  rebuff 
to  Premier  of  Queensland.  Just  now  Colony  a  little  irate  on  account 
of  New  Guinea  business.  Fine  opportunity  for  rubbing  sore  spot. 
So  when  head  of  Queensland  Government  telegraphs  opinion  on  Suez 
Canal  arrangement,  and  question  put  to  me  in  the  House,  instead  of 
simply  answering,  I  say,  '  The  Premier  of  Queensland,  with  all  his 
virtues,  does  not  seem  to  have  the  virtue  of  knowing  how  to  wait.' 
That 's  neatly  turned,  don't  you  think  ?  Make  'em  mad  out  in 
Queensland,  whilst  causes  me  to  shine  in  Parliament  and  keeps  the 
eye  of  the  nation  upon  me." 

This  seems  conclusive,  but  somehow  not  quite  sure  whether  it's 
first  business  of  Under-Secretary  to  stir  up  Dad  blood  in  Colonies. 
As  Sir  CHARLES  FORSTER  remarks,  "  A  smart  answer  doesn't  always 
turn  away  wrath,  whatever  the  proverb  may  say."  In  fact,  I  hear 
quite  other  view  of  ASHLEY'S  pet  answer  this  afternoon.  Heard  him 
distantly  alluded  to  as  "a  priggish  Under-Secretary";  also  refer- 
ences made  to  trouble  bred 
in  GLADSTONE'S  last  Min- 
istry owing  to  habit  of 
young  men  and  old  being 
too  smart  at  question- 
time. 

TIM  HEALY  back  with 
us  again.  TIM'S  genial 
habit  of  going  to  prison 
about  once  a  year,  com- 
bined with  the  peculiar 
cut  of  his  hair,  gives  rise 
to  suggestions  as  to  cause 
of  his  absence.  But  it 's 
all  right  this  time.  He 's 
only  been  away  fighting 
the  Monaghan  Election, 
and  now  takes  his  seat  in 
place  of  GIVAN. 

"Another  Liberal  seat 
( iivim  away,"  as  RICHARD 
POWER  says. 
Interesting  correspond- 


Bradlaugh  and  The  Beetle.  been  passing  during  last 

few  days.  SpEAKERhaving 
heard  oi  it  calls  upon  the  Sergeant  to  tell  the  House  about  it. 

"  Unaccustomed  as  our  young  friend  is  to  public  speaking,"  said 
the  SPEAKER,  waving  his  hand  in  familiar  way  towards  Sergeant,  "I 
trust  the  House  will  accord  him  its  favourable  attention." 
No  need  for  apology.    Captain  GOSSET  appeared  at  the  Bar  amid 


rounds  of  applause  from  both  sides.  Having  fixed  an  eye-glass  as 
lie  had  seen  O'DoNNELL  do,  brought  in  two  tumblers  of  water  a  la 
ASHMEAD-BARTLETT,  and  made  provision  for  sitting  on  his  hat  when 
lie  resumed  his  scat  after  the  manner  of  Mr.  NEWDEOATE,  he  said  in 
loud  firm  voice, — 

"  I  have  to  inform  the  House  that  I  have  received  a  copy  of  a  writ 
of  summons  in  action  brought  against  me  by  Mr.  BRADLACGH,  the 
Member  for  Northampton,  claiming  an  injunction." 

"  Fetch  it  up,  old  hoss,"  said  the  SPEAKER,  "  and  we'll  have  the 
lot  read  at  the  Table." 

Sergeant-at-Arms  brought  up  papers,  but  Sir  ERSKINE  MAY,  per- 
oisting  in  regarding  them  as  confidential,  whispered  contents  in  ear 
of  Mr.  MILHAN,  his  colleague  at  the  Table.  House  mad  as  the 
Colony  of  Queensland ;  bellowed  "Speakupl"  But  Sir  ERSXINE  not 
to  be  moved  from  the  path  of  duty.  Went  on  whispering,  and  when 
he  had,  apparently,  reached  the  end.  sat  down,  ana  House  went  into 
Committee  on  the  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill. 

Friday.— Morning  Sitting  began  at  two  o'clock.  Concluded  at 
seven.  Business,  to  further  consider  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill  in 
Committee.  First  three  hours  given  up  to  miscellaneous  matter — a 
private  BUI,  a  fusillade  of  questions,  a  profoundly  interesting  argn- 
ment  between  HARDINGE  GIFFARD  and  ATTORNEY-GENERAL  as  to 
whether  Sergeant-at-Arms  should  appear  to  plead  in  Bradlaugh 
action.  At  five  o'clock  reluctantly  got  to  work,  and  disposed  of  few 
Amendments. 


A  NEW  KNIGHT. 

THE  honour  of  Knighthood  has  been  conferred  on  Mr.  EDWIN 
SAUNDERS,  Dentist  in  Ordinary  to  the  QUEEN.  If  the  Dentist  in 
Ordinary  is  made  a  Knight,  what  title  is  reserved  for  the  Dentist 
in  Extra-ordinary  ?  May  he  never  be  required !  All  of  us  know 
what  an  ordinary  toothache  is,  and  how  grateful  we  are  to  the  Ordi- 
nary Dentist  who  will  remove  the  grinder— just  as_  a  policeman  will 
order  off  an  irritating  organ-grinder — without  pain  and  trouble  to 
the  sufferer. 

At  the  ceremony,  which  was  most  impressive.  HER  MAJESTY  sitting 
in  the  ordinary  dentist's  mechanical  chair  while  attendants  stood 
around  bearing  the  dental  implements  as  insignia  of  the  Order,  in  a 
room  hung  around  with  drawings  from  ARTHUR  TOOTH'S  Gallery, 
the  Knig-ht  elect,  having-  taken  the  solemn  oath  specially  composed 
for  the  occasion,  and  commencing  "  By  gum  !  "  was  presented  with 
a  copy  of  BOYLE'S  Court  Gvide,  containing  the  Statutes  of  the 
Order.  During  the  proceedings  the  Choir,  accompanied  by  Her 
Majesty's  Private  Band  performing  on  tooth-combs  (ligrhtly  covered 
with  tissue-paper),  sang:  the  following  Ode : — 

AIR— "  Srititk  Grtnaditri." 
Some  talk  of  Alexanders, 
And  tome  of  Hercules, 
But  what  to  EDWIN  SAUNDBRS 
Are  all  such  swells  as  these  ? 
For  smiling  Ladies  have  no  friend 
Like  him  to  soothe  their  fears, 
He  '11  teeth  extract, 
Make  'em  all  compact 
For  the  British  Grinning  Dears ! 
Chora* — For  smiling  Ladies,  &c. 

After  this,  the  Chaplain  read  an  extract  from  the  works  of  PETER 
DENS  as  to  the  obligations  of  the  new  Knight,  who  was  then  invested 
with  the  ribbon  of  the  Order,  on  which  was  inscribed  "  Tirez  le 
premier."  The  Chaplain  (BoYLE,  Lecturer),  in  the  course  of  an  ex- 
cellent discourse,  remarked,  "Mr.  SACNDERS  is  a  true  professional 
Christian.  When  people  go  to  him,  '  grin  like  a  dog,'  and  '  show 
their  teeth,' — What  does  he  do? — he  returns  them  good  for  evil. 
Is  he  not  a  worthy  Knight '(  " 

As  Mr.  EDWIN  SAUNDERS,  the  Dentist,  has  been  knighted,  why 
should  not  an  eminently  popular  Actor  receive  the  same  honour  f  The 
qualifications  are  the  same, — they  can  both  "draw."  And  which 
requires  the  greater  skill,  to  "  draw  "  a  house  or  a  tooth  ? 


"  Nolo  Equescopari."  ' 

To  Doctor  BANKS,— 
"Wilt  join  the  ranks 
Of  Knight  sr" 

From  BANKS,— 
"  IVelined  with 


•  Translation  —  "  I  will  not  be  made  a  Knight."    This  is  Canine-ical,  and 
not  Canonical,  Latin.  —  Vide  Toby'i  Lat.  Die. 


"  ALL  's  Swell  that  ends  Swell,"  us  the  Masher  said  when  he  com- 
placently surveyed  himself  from  top  to  toe,  from  crown  of  new  hat 
to  tip  of  new  shoe,  in  a  pier-glass. 


A   HINT    FOR   THE    PERSECUTION    OF    THE    JEWS    IN    ENGLAND. 

DRAMATIS   PERSONS. 

REGINALD  FRONT-DE-BOSUF,  19th  Earl  of  Torquilstone  (a  lineal  descendant  of  the  famous  Baron  immortalised  in  IvanJwe.) 

Vucount  FRONT  DE-BflEUF  (his  Son;.  Alderman  ISAAC  (descended  from  Isaac  of  York}.  REBECCA  (Daughter  of  the  Alderman}. 

SCENE—  The  old  torture-dungeon  in  Torquilstone  Castle,  recently  restored. 
The  Earl.  "HEARKEN,  THOU  SON  OF  ISRAEL  !    UNLIKE  MY  KNIGHTLY  ANCESTOR,  I  COVET  NOT  THY  MONEY-BAGS,  HARD-UP  THOUGH 

I  BE.  "TlS  THY  PAIR  WISE  DAUGHTER  REBECCA  I  WOULD  FAIN  HAVE,  TO  WED  UNTO  JIY  BIG  BOOBY  OF  A  SON,  YONDER— NOT  INDEED 
FOB  HER  DOWRY'S  SAKE,  PRINCELY  AS  THOU  MAYST  DEEM  FIT  TO  MAKE  IT  ;  BUT  IN  ORDER  THAT  BY  MIXING  OUR  DEGENERATE  BLOOD 
WITH  THINE,  OH  WORTHY  SCION  OF  AN  IRREPRESSIBLE  RACE,  THE  NOBLE  AND  COMELY  BUT  IDIOTIC  BREED  OF  FRONT-DE-B<EUF  (WHICH 
BIDUETH  FAIR  TO  BE  SNUFFED  OUT  IN  THE  STRUGGLE  FOR  EXISTENCE)  MAY  SURVIVE  TO  HOLD  ITS  OWN  ONCE  MORE  !  NAY,  AN  THOU 
'XSKHTJSST  NOT,  SIR  JEW,  THEN  BY  MY  HALIDOME  I  'LL "  [Torture  must  be  left  to  the  Reader's  invention. 


"  THE  FRIEND,— IN  NEED  ! " 

The  Irrepressible  One  loquitur — 
A i.i. A  u  be  praised !    The  Infidels  are  stuck. 

What  luck! 

Swc-ct  as  iced  sherbet  midst  the  flames  of  Tophet 
Is  such  revenge.     Deriders  of  the  Prophet 
And  me  his  duteous  and  devoted  henchman, 

How  feel  you  now  \    The  Frenchman 
Whom  you  played  off  against  me,  and  then  shelved 
Has  happily  avenged  me.     You  have  delved 
A  pit  for  your  own  feet.    The  helpless  tumble 

Muy  help  to  humble 

You  and  your  shrewd  do?,  DUFFEHIN— Sheitan  snatch  him ' 
\V  ho  bested  me  at  Istamboul.     He 's  cunning 
but  the  imperious  FERDINAND  might  match  him, 
An<l  as  for  GIU.VVILLE  there— not  "  in  the  running  " 
As  the  horse-loving  Islanders  might  say. 
Well,  e'en  an  Infidel  dog  must  have  his  dav ! 
1 hey  thought  that  /  was  out  of  it.     Oh ,  rather ' 
hack  snub-nosed  son  of  a  cremated  father 
lurned  up  that  snub  at  me  at  an  acuter 
Angle.    But,  like  the  Pasha's  slippers,  I 
Also     turn  up"  again,  and  by-and-by 
1  hope  to  have  the  Saxon  as  a  suitor, 
And  to  his  knees  in  suppliant  posture  bring  him. 

Oh,  how  1 11  wring  him  !  !  ! 


Ah !  shove,  pull,  tug  away  !    You  can't  get  oft. 

Yeu  scoff 

At  me  as  an  old  "  stick-in-the-mud  ?  "    How  now  ? 
I  see  big  beads  upon  the  Grand  Old  brow, 
And  "  Pussy"  's  less  inclined  to  purr  than  scratch. 

You  've  met  your  match ! 
The  East  has  its  resources.     You  smart  Giaours 

Who  grip  Time  by  the  forelock,  lose  at  last 
The  lingering  service  of  the  loitering  hours. 

You  are  too  fast ! 
Meanwhile  I  am  en  evidence  again. 

Gr-r-r !  does  it  give  you  pain 
To  see  your  ancient  friend  and  old  ally  ? 

Ah !  why  ? 

We  used  to  pull  together,  and  you  've  found 
To  puU  without  me  is  to  run  aground. 
Ha !  ha!    Your  ancient  partner  it  will  gratify 

To  ratify 

Your  action — if  made  worth  my  while,  of  course. 
If  not, — well,  you  will  tind  you  've  no  resource 
But  caving  in.    You  may  deride,  doubt,  flout  me, 

But  you  can't  do  without  me  !  [Chuckles. 


MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  heard  someone  speaking  of  the  Food  Journal. 
"Ah!"  remarked  the  good  old  soul,  "I  suppose  that  must  be  the 
Morning  Appetiser,  which  I  've  always  understood  to  be  the  organ 
of  the  Victuallers." 
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"THE   FRIEND,-IN   NEED!" 

Srsuire  PORTE  (more"  sullime"  than,  ;;;•}.  "III'.    I  SAY:    YOU  CAN'T  GET  ON  WITHOUT  ME;    BUT— '  BACKSHEESH,' 

YOU  KNOW." 

,["  •  •  •  •  A'\v  muJiticatiou  or  esteusion  of  the  privileges  granted  to  M.  DE  LES»ETS  must  ivi-vive  tin1  siin-ti.ni  of  tin-  SVLTAN  before  it  din  be  carried 
out.    —Lord  L.  1'iUiiuiiirur's  Statement  in  the  House,  quoting  Sultan's  conimuni(atio»."\ 
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SUBURBAN    PUZZLES.     No.    1. 


THE  HAMPSTEAD  HEATH  PUZZLE.     To  FIND  OUT  WHERE  TO  RIDE  SAFELY,—  THE  SO-CALLED  "  RIDE"  HAVING  BEEN  STREWN  WITH 

WHAT  AMERICANS  WOULD  CALL  "SMALL  KOCKS." 


A  RIDICULUS  MUS  FROM  MONTE  CARLO. 

THE  Prince  of  MONACO  has  entered  into  negotiations  with  the 
French  Government  for  the  sale  of  his  dominions.  His  Highness 
wants  £400,000  and  a  formal  promise  that  the  Blanc  Concession  shall 
not  be  withdrawn  until  1910.  So  much  has  already  been  made  public. 
The  following  further  stipulations  are  now  published  for  the  first 
time : — 

The  French  Government  to  have  use  of  the  Army  (eight  generals, 
splendid  baud  of  thirtv  musicians,  and  five  well-trained  anof  service- 
able privates),  on  condition  that  the  Prince  retains  any  fees  that  the 
Band  may  receive  for  attending  garden  fetes  or  evening  parties. 

The  Kates  and  Taxes  t»  be  collected  by  the  French  Government 
on  the  understanding,  however,  that  any  Christmas-boxes  that  may 
be  given  to  the  collectors  to  conciliate  them,  shall  be  handed  over  to 
his  Highness  as  his  just  perquisites. 

The  family  pedigree  of  the  GRIMALDIS  to  be  inserted  in  the  French 
histories  in  use  in  the  Government  schools.  The  Prince  to  be  paid  a 
royalty  upon  the  sale  of  the  text  books  thus  amended. 

The  Monaco  Regalia  to  be  exhibited  in  every  French  city.  Ad- 
mission, a  franc.  Children  and  schools  half-price.  The  French 
Government  and  the  Prince  to  share  the  proceeds  of  the  show.  All 
expenses  connected  with  bill-posting,  advertising,  and  agency  in 
advance,  to  be  defrayed  by  the  French  Government. 

The  Prince  to  retain  the  right  of  conferring  orders  of  knighthood 
and  patents  of  nobility  for  ten  years.  The  French  Government 
during  that  time  to  suspend  the  Legion  of  Honour  and  the  new  Agri- 
cultural Decorations,  so  that  the  Prince's  ppices  may  not  suffer  from 
untradesmanlike  competition. 

As  his  Highness  will  become  a  French  citizen  on  the  completion  of 
the  contract,  some  compensation  should  be  allowed  for  the  loss  of 
"crowned  headship,"  say,  the  free  use  of  the  Palace  at  Versailles, 
and  the  right  to  ride  as  "a.  feature"  in  the  show  of  the  Parisian  Lord 
Mayor  when  there  is  one. 

And,  lastly,  although  his  Highness  has  asked  only  £400,000  for 
this  valuable  property,  an  additional  £1000  be  paid  to  the  vendor  by 
the  vendee  on  the  completion  of  the  contract  just  to  wet  the  bargain. 


A  WIMBLEDON  WAIL. 
(By  a  Sorrowful  Southron.) 

CONFOUND  those  shootists  from  the  Land  o'  Cakes '. 

They  'ye  picked  out  all  the  plums ;  our  Cake  is  dough. 
Descending  from  the  North,  they  sack  their  "takes," 
And  grin  and  go. 

The  Badge  !  the  Queen's  ! !  the  International ! ! !    Oh ! 

These — and  the  rest — make  really  "a  big  order." 
Must  the  Blue  Ribbons  (of  the  Camp)  all  go 
Over  the  Border ? 

Never  a  Saxon  shot — the  more 's  the  pity  ! — 

These  pettiest  of  potters  to  out-pot. 
YOUNG,  CALDWELL,  INGRAM,  RAE,  MACKAY,  M'VrrrrE ! 
It's  Scot  and  lot! 

Never  a  "  crack  "  to  give  the  Sawnies  taste 

Of  licking,  though  we  've  many  a  smart  and  handy  one  ? 
Life  and  the  Camp  to  me  are  now  a  waste, 
A  very  SANDY  one. 

For  "  bawbies"  and  for  "  pots"  I  will  no  more  hunt ; 

We  're  out  of  it ;  they  beat  us  in  a  canter. 
But  if  they  'd  start  a  Caledonian  Bore  Hunt, 
I  'd  join  instanter. 


A  ROYALTY  ox  AX  KXIUHITION.— The  QUEEN  has  given  permission 
to  the  Water  Colour  Institute  in  Piccadilly  to  dub  itself  "The 
Royal."  There  is  a  Hall  of  Music  in  Holtwrh,  called  "The  Royal," 
ana  so  to  prevent  any  confusion,  the  full  style  and  title  of  the 
Painters'  Establishment  will  be  the  Royal  Piccadilly  Water  Works. 
By  which  title,  Mr.  Punch,  Honorary  President  of  everything 
generally,  wishes  the  Institute  henceforward  to  be  known. 


THE  "SWEETS"  OF  VICTORY  (AT  WIMBLEDON). — Bulls' -eyes. 
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"XE  SUTOR  SUPRA 
CREPIDAM." 

EVER  vox  E  will  be  sorry  for 
the  position  in  which  the  Rev. 
M.  TIMMIXS,  the  Rector  of 
West  Mailing,  found  himself 
when  he  was  charged  with 
causing  the  death  of  a  young 
girl  by  administering  to  her  a 
teaspoonf  ul  of  the  oil  of  bitter 
almonds.  He  was  acquitted, 
though  it  was  proved  that 
the  chemist  who  sold  the 
poison  had  cautioned  him  as 
to  its  dangerous  nature.  We 
have  nothing  to  say  against 
the  verdict,  out  we  do  hope 
this  will  be  a  warning  to  ama- 
teur doctors  not  to  meddle 
with  what  they  do  not  under- 
stand. Let  them  leave  the 
administration  of  physic  to 
those  who  have  made  it  their 
profession ;  for  a  little  know- 
ledge of  medicine  is  indeed  a 
dangerous  thing.  The  Clergy 
are,  we  fear,  although  they 
mean  well,  great  sinners  in 
this  respect.  They  have  a 
noble  errand  in  the  world — 
that  of  preaching  the  Gospel, 
and  this  terrible  ease  should 
teach  them  to  stick  to  that, 
and  not  meddle  with  the  Phar- 
macopoeia. 


ME.  W.  H.  SMITH  said  last 
week  that  "  there  is  a  good 
deal  of  light  gold  about." 
How  does  he  know  ?  We  wish 
we  could  get  a  lot  of  it.  The 
lighter  the  better  for  us,  as 
we  should  immediately  employ 
it  as  floating  capital.  Don't 
want  "  heavy  gold,"  and  then 
lose  sight  of  it  as  "capital 
sunk." 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    146. 


SIR  C.  W.  SIEMENS,  D.C.L.,  F.R.S.,  &c. 
THE  ELECTRIC  KNIGHT-LIGHT. 


SOCIAL  DIFFICULTY  IX  A 
POLITICAL  DISCUSSION. 

THERE  is  a  deal  of  hesita- 
tion felt  just  now  in  starting 
the  subject  of  Madagascar  at 
a  large  dinner-party  during  a 
dead  silence,  as  no  one  likes  to 
be  the  first  to  display  his  igno- 
rance on  three  points,  as  to 
which  some  objectionable  per- 
son, who  "  only  asks  for  infor- 
mation," is  sure  to  request 
that  he  may  be  at  once  en- 
lightened. The  three  points 
are — 

1st. — The  proper  pronuncia- 
tion of  "Tamatave. 

2nd. — To  whom  does  Mada- 
gascar belong  ? 

3rd. — Why  are  the  French 
bombarding  "Tamative"  or 
"Tamatave?" 

4thly. — Where  is  Madagas- 
car? 

The  funny  man  will,  of 
course,  confess  at  once  that 
he  knows  nothing-  at  all  about 
it,  and  immediately  get  credit 
for  being  thoroughly  up  in  the 
subject,  having  only  alluded  to 
it  for  the  sake  of  letting  off 
a  pun  and  saying  that  in  his 
opinion  the  French  Admiral  at 
Madagascar  is  simply  "  mad- 
a-gascarnading." 


FROM  THE  FISHERIES— 
SUNDAY  TALK.  —  "Open 
confession  is  good  for  the 
Sole,"  said  a  fishy  voice,  jes- 
tingly. "  That  remark,"  re- 
plied the  Sole,  "  is  out  of 
plaice."  So  it  was.  The  other 
hshes,  who,  contrary  to  their 
usual  arrangements,  were  all 
in  a  roe,  expressed  their 
approval. 


VOTE  FOR  VIRTUE  ! 

wkua!  aU?Wed  V**1™  °™  farthing  for  his  services  at  an 
ft  ere  thu  the  rule  numbers  would  be  ready  to  sacrifice  their  time 
>  the  success  of  their  political  principles."—  Weekly  Paper. 

ScKST.-Committee-Koom  of  the  Popular  Candidate  of  the  Future 

ducorered  m  consultation  with  his  Professional  Adviser. 
Candidate.  So  my  Address  has  bee  and  published  - 


to  ap 

Admer.  Yes.  To  quote  his  own  words—  "All  my  little  earnings  the 

stedl±dtirntr^^ 

(Lrf,W«l   M      t^vancement  of  international  civilisation." 
MM*.  Most  gratifying  and  unusual. 

and  are  not  the  l0Pcal  ' 


this  very  moment  as  sandwich-men,  displaying  vour  placards, 
because  they  think  with  you  on  the  subject  of  colonial  expenditure  ? 

Candidate.  I  cannot  be  sufficiently  obliged. 

Adviser.  We  don't  want  you  to  be  obliged.  We  are  helping  the 
Measures,  Sir,  not  the  Man.  And  now  it  is  time  to  commence  visiting 
the  constituents.  And  as  we  are  going  into  the  homes  of  several 
family  men,  mind  you  don't  flatter  their  wives  or  kiss  their  children, 
else  your  election  will  most  assuredly  be  annulled  under  the  pro- 
visions of  the  Corrupt  Practices  Act !  (Scene  closes  in  upon  a  tableau 
of  Electoral  Purity  triumphant,  and  Canvassing  Vice  noivhere.) 

ON  A  RECENT  MUSIC-HALL  TRIAL, 

Music  has  charms  to  soothe  the  legal  Bench, 
'lo  soften  rocks,  and  bend  the  knotted  oak, 
Hut  mixed  with  dancing  is  a  fearful  crime, 
Althing  to  drag  through  every  stuffy  Court 
Where  legal  gentlemen  expound  the  law — 
A  law  as  bad  as  any  law  can  be-^- 
And  yet  the  waltz  is  danced  in  six-eight  time — 
A  time  that  pleases  much  the  legal  ear ; 
And  strange  it  is  in  all  this  land  of  trade — 
Of  trade  that  prides  itself  on  being  free — 
The  line  is  drawn  so  savagely  at  hops ! 


"  NOTHING  escapes  the  attention  of  my  Uncle  the  Admiral,"  said 
Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAJI.  "  He  is  always  on  the  Khedive,  as  the  Egyptians 
say." 

EVENING  SONG  FOE  WIMBLEDON.— "The  Camp  Selks  are  coming!" 
APPROPRIATE  FOR  A  DEADLOCK.— A  Skeleton  Key. 
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LUCID. 

Barber.  "  DEAR  ME  I   YOUB   BEAUD  's  VERY   STRONG,  SIR.     How  OFTEN  DO 
YOU  SUAVE?" 

Van  Jboom  (Dutch  Mariner).  "  DBEE  TIMES  A  VEEK  EFFERY  TAY  EOT  SONDAIE 

—  TEN"    I   SlIAIFES   EFFEItY  TAY  !" 


THE  FREE   REGISTRY  DODGE; 

OR,  HOW  TO  HOOK  A  HOUSEHOLDER. 


SCKS K  -  Interior  nf  a  shop  (from  trhich  the  counter.'!  hare  been  removed)  in  a  large 
tharoughfart.  Snvrtt  Ken-ants  seated  rinind  the  room.  Firm  and  Power- 
fiil-looking  Person  presiding  at  n  den/;,  vtffO/rttd  by  several  Sharp  Female 
Attendants,  Shop-front  profuxely  tittarufid  irith  placards,  suggesting  that 
"  HO  charge"  is  made  for  anything.  J'.nter  a  Timid  Servant,  nervously. 

Timid  ffcrrant.  <>h,  please,  I  nra  looking  for  "the  Countess."  Here's  her 
Ladyship's  advertisement.  (Prwlucintj  n/  irnpaper.)  "  Wanted,  a  good  Cook 
accustomed  to  riding  in  her  employer's  carriage,  who  will  not  be  expected  to 
get  up  before  eleven  o'clock,  and 

Nharp  Female  Attendant  (interriij>tiiii/\  Yes  ;  that 's  all  right.  You  can  wait. 

Timid  Herrant.  But  she  gives  her  address  here. 

S.  F.  Attendant.  Yes;  it's  all  right.  (Turns  to  Lady  and  Gentleman  who 
hare  entered.]  Yes,  Mam? 

[Firm  and  Powerful-looking  Person  at  the  desk  becomes  on  the  alert. 

Lady.  I  was  not  aware  that  this  was  a  Registry.  (Producing  neirspaper.) 
I  have  come  in  answer  to  an  advertisement  from  "  BUK  Rinnox,"  who  writes 
from  here.  "  Excellent  plain  cook,  accustomed  to  do  the  house-work  of  a  family 
of  sixteen.  Can  clean  windows,  attend  to  horses,  and  knows  how  to  sweep 
chimneys " 

•S.  F.  Attendant  (interrupting}.  Yes,  Mam;  if  you  will  walk  into  this  room, 
we  will  send  some  one  to  attend  to  you. 

[Lady  and  Gentleman  enter  an  inner  apartment — after  a  pause,  the  Timid 
Servant  is  introduced. 

Lad;/  i after  a  short  conference).  Thank  you  ;  that  will  do. 
[Accompanied  by  the  Gentleman,  she  prepares  to  leave  the  establishment, 
1C  hen  the  Firm  and  Powerful  Person  interposes. 

F.  and  P.  Person  (severely).  I  beg  your  pardon ;  but  you  took  this  young 
woman's  name. 

Lad;/.  She  p-ave  it  to  me  ;  but 

F.  and  P.  Person  (decisively) .  Then  I  must  trouble  you  to  pay  me  an  engage- 
ment-fee of  five  shillings. 

Gentleman  (explaining).  But  she  is  not  engaged,  and  unless  she  is 

F.  and  P.  Person  (coldly).  Be  kind  enough  to  read  that  placard.     (Points 


too  poster  headed  "Rules,"  "No  Booking  Fee  "  "  JVb 
Entrance  l'< ••  •."  Xercrely.)  And,  now,  the  five  shillings, 
please. 

Gentleman  (argumentative!!/).  But  this  placard  says 
"  five  shillings  on  engagement." 

F.  and  P.  Person  (loftily).  The  word  "engagement" 
is  denned  by  the  "  Rules."  We  consider  asking  for  a 
name  an  engagement.  (Turning  to  Timid  Servant.)  And 
your  fee  too,  please.  (The  Timid  Servant  pays,  and  re- 
ceives, in  exchange  for  her  shillings  a  name  and  address 
tcritten  tin  the  back  of  a  circular.  Turning  to  Gentleman 
sternly.)  And  now  yours,  Sir. 

Gentleman  (feeling  that  he  cannot  tceU  refuse  hit  fee 
after  the  Timid  Servant  has  paid  hers.)  Thire  you  are, 
but 

F.  and  P.  Person  (interponing).  I  must  really  refer 
you  to  the  liules.  (Gives  Lady  similar  document  to  that 
a/ready  presented  to  Timid  Servant,  and  bates.)  Should 
this  young  person  be  unsuitable,  Madam,  you  can  come 
here  for  another. 

Lady.  But  "BLUE  RIBBON,"  who  is  "accustomed  to 
a  family  of  sixteen,  and  sweeps  chimneys  "  i 

Timid  Servant.  And  "the  Countess"  who  likes  her 
Cook  to  ride  about  in  her  own  carriage,  and  to  get  up  at 
eleven  ? 

F.  and  P.  Person  (with  cold  politeness) .  Really,  Madam, 
I  have  other  matters  churning  my  attention. 

[Exeunt  Lady,  Gentleman,  and  Timid  Sen-ant— to  put 
it  mildly,  dissatisfied! !! 

VALE! 

(A  respectful  distance  after  Pratd.) 

GOOD-BYE  to  the  Season,  its  crosses, 

Its  care,  and  caress,  its  cabal, — 
Let  us  drown  both  its  gain  and  its  losses 

In  Styx,  or  the  Suez  Canal ! 
Though  pleasure  be  near,  or  too  far  be, 

We  've  kept  it  up  early  and  late. 
From  the  dust  and  the  din  of  the  Derby 

To  the  Fair  at  the  Kensington  Fete. 
Let  the  desperate  dog,  or  the  dreamer 

DividingTiis  lips  with  a  weed, 
Recross  the  sick  streak  in  a  steamer, 

A  travelling  tourist — in  tweed ! 

Good-bye  to  the  Season, — the  races. 

The  fun  on  the  heath  and  the  hill,  _ 
When  somebody  cares  what  the  pace  is, 

And  nobody  asks  for  the  bill : 
The  Wimbledon  tennis  and  cricket, 

The  glory  of  RENSHAW  and  STTDD, 
The  thunder  at  Lord's  and  the  wicket, 

When  Eton  plaved  Harrow  in  mud  ; 
The  meets  in  the  Park,  and  the  coaches 

With  steppers  both  show}-  and  fast, 
All  fade  as  the  autumn  approaches, 

And  Fashion  goes  seaward  at  last '. 

Good-bye  to  the  Season !  the  dances 

Of  tomahawk  Savage  and  swell, 
The  sighs  as  the  morning  advances, 

Divorcing  the  bold  from  the  belle, 
That  night  in  July  in  the  moontime, 

With  myriad  lamps  in  the  tn •<  >, 
The  river  at  Henlev  in  June-time, 

Half  love  and  half  indolent  ease, 
The  Maidenhead  launch  and  the  dinner, 

The  gold  in  the  West  turning  grey, 
The  triumph  of  Saint  and  of  sinner, 

Will  fade  with  the  season  away ! 

Good-bye  to  the  Season !  but  listen. 

Old  Time  keeps  reversing  his  sand, 
Fresh  tears  in  loved  eyelids  will  pli-ten. 

And  hand  will  keep  searching  for  hand. 
We  shall  come  from  the  sea  and  the  heather, 

Refreshed  and  with  faces  burned  brown, 
To  face  life  with  courage  together, 

Or  find  care  in  charge  of  the  town. 
Though  the  past  to  the  loved  one  and  lover 

Be  sorrow,  success  or  a  spell, 
It  has  passed  like  a  dream  and  is  over, 

Good-bye  to  the  Season !    Farewell ! 

A  BEAT.  "  RIFLE"  MEETING. — A  Burglars'  Rendezvous. 
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"  His  hair  is  grey,  bnt  not  with  years, 
Nor  grew  it  white 
In  a  single  night, 

As  men's  have  grown  from  sudden  fears."—  BYRON. 
Nnoty-arriwd  Yanktt  (sympathetically,  to  Sir  Gorgiwi's  pet  Flunkey) 

'  I  OUEM,  YOUNO  MAN,  TOU  'VE  SEEN  A  DEAL  OF  TROVBLS  !  " 


A  HANDBOOK  OF  KNOWLEDGE. 

No.  XI.—  THE  DTTSI-CAKT. 
Q.  WHAT  is  a  Dust-Cart  ? 
A.  A  Public  nuisance. 

Q.  But  was  it  designed  with  that  end  in  view  ? 
A.  By  no  means.    It  was  designed  as  a  nuisance-remover  and 
laims  to  be  so.     It  is  this  which  makes  it  perhaps  the  most 
inadeouate  and  exasperating  of  the  minor  appliances  of  civilisation 
y.  Mow  did  this  state  of  things  come  about  '( 

would  take  long  to  tell  in  detail.    But  given  greedy  mono- 
rts  .inefficient   anf  self-seeking    Local    Authorities,    insolent 
I?t'rS'  2nd  a  ^'u100  Patient  Public-  and  vou  have  the  ele- 
Tr       •  a1d  many  othor  miscarriages  of  public  justice. 
.  \\  hat  is  the  ostensible  function  of  the  Dust-Cart  ° 

removal  from  premises  of  Private  Citizens  of  the  miscella- 

" 


adroitly  evasive- 

"f  trrriW<1  m."mi'l<™«  known  colloquially 


1.   \Vliat  arc  thrsr 


seem  the 

'i.  With  what  Abject  ? 

^~TO  CORBES^NDSNTs  m  no  ca,e  can  Contribution.^^ 


presence  known — to  people  in  the  next  parish.  But,  at  heart,  I  am 
persuaded  he  would  resent  the  vulgarisation  of  his  matchless  faculty 
for  shindv,  by  "  hooking  it  to  some  useful  end." 

Q.  At  least,  it  cannot  be  difficult  to  ascertain  the  whereabouts  oi 
a  Dustman  ? 

A,  On  the  contrary,  a  Dustman  is  as  difficult  to  track  as  a  cuckoo, 

or  a'will-o'-the-wisp.     His  yells  make  morn  hideous  for  hours  before 

his  bodily  presence  becomes  visible  to  the  expectant  householder. 

Q.  But  if  you  send  for  him  P 

A.  He  goes  on  shouting,  and  does  not  come. 
Q.  And  if  you  are  fortunate  enough  to  arrest  him  in  the  middle  oi 
a  shout,  and  opposite  your  threshold  ? 

A.  He  at  once  discovers  that  his  cart  is  full,  and  that  he  can't  take 
you  till  next  round. 

Q.  Why  then  go  on  shouting  ? 

A.  Presumably  to  keep  his  voice  in  training. 

Q.  But  once  having  fairly  caught  your  Dustman,  what  ensues  ? 

A.  A  long  negotiation  between  him  and  yourself  or  your  repre- 
sentative. 

Q.  Why  is  this  necessary  ? 

A.  The  Dustman  is  a  person  of  polemical  proclivities,  and  of 
punctilious  tastes.  Many  points  and  difficulties  suggest  themselves 
to  his  discursive  fancy  and  pessimistic  bias.  To  remove  the  dust 
from  your  bin  into  his  cart  seems  a  simple  process — to  you.  His 
views  are  entirely  different.  He  eyes  your  house  with  critical  dis- 
favour, and  suggests  that  it  is  "  a  orkurd  'ole  as  ever  fie  see."  The 
quality  of  j  your  "Dust."  too,  meets  with  stern  disparagement  as 
0  muck."  He  doubts  whether  he  ought  to  touch  it,  but  if  he  should 
so  far  favour  you,  he  presumes  you  '11  consider  it  "  wuth  a  hextry  bob 
at  least."  Should  you  not  see  it  in  the  same  light,  his  hoarse  offen- 
siveness  will  develop  itself  in  aggravated  ways.  He  will  make 
scarcely  veiled  observations  of  an  extremely  uncomplimentary  nature 
respecting  "  some  on  'em."  Should  he  be  asked  what  he' means, 
his  sardonic  reply  is  "Oh,  nothink ! — same  as  you  do,  seeminly. 
Xothink/or  nothink  'ill  satisfv  even  you,"  he  supposes. 

Q.  And  when  you  have  finally  secured  his  services  ? 

A.  His  object  is  naturally  to  make  them  as  inadequate  and  as 
vexatious  as  possible  ? 

Q.  How  does  he  effect  this  ? 

A.  By  making  as  much  "mess  "  as  he  can — trampling  over  flower- 
beds and  clean  flags  or  floors  wherever  possible,  shouting  forth 
unpleasant  remarks  not  always  unmixed  with  oaths,  and  winding  up 
probably  by  going  off  before  your  bin  is  half  empty,  on  the  plea  that 
ais  cart  is  full. 

Q.  What  is  the  consequence  of  these  singular  arrangements  ? 

A.  That  "Dust"  is  the  incubus  of  the  British  householder,  espe- 
ially  in  the  suburbs.  It  is  an  illustration  of  the  dilemma  to  which 
the  ordinary  citizen  is  frequently  reduced  by  the  joint  action  of 
Authority  and  Monopoly. 

Q.  How  so  ? 

A.  Authority  issues  an  edict,  M9nopply  bargains  with  Authority 
For  the  profit  resulting  from  putting  it  into  force.  The  Citizen's 
business  is  to  obey,  and  pay.  He  pays  certainly  once,  probably  twice 
or  thrice.  His  convenience  is  the  last  to  be  consulted.  His  only 
appeal  lies  to  Authority  or  Monopoly,  and  such  appeal,  always 
troublesome,  is  generally  futile.  Q.  E.  D. 

Q.  But  could  not  these  evils  be  obviated  ? 

A.  There  is  perhaps  only  one  real  difficulty  in  the  way. 

Q.  What  is  that? 

A.  The  case  with  which  they  could  be  remedied. 


A  SCRUMPTIOUS  RAILWAY  CAR. 

MAPLESON'S  special  train  of  "Mann  Boudoir-Cars,"  the 
1  all  Mall  Gazette  informs  us,  is  to  have  a  special  Car  for  the  DIVA 
J17'  i!  u8  fiftj'-fiye  f eet  l9nS>  TOth  ' '  a  large  drawing-room  thirteen 
md  a  half  feet  long,  furnished  in  amaranth  wood,  and  embossed 
eather,  profusely  decorated,  gold  predominating."  This  isn't  a 
Mann  Boudoir-Car;  it's  a  Woman  Boudoir-Car;  a  Triumphal  Car, 
:oo,  with  a  vengeance. 

AIR—"  The  Low-Sacked  Car." 

And  TATTI,  she, 
While  sipping  tea, 
To  herself  was  heard  to  sing  : — 
"Oh,  I  sit  in  a  Boudoir-Car, 
An  expensive  and  gav  Di-va  ! 
I  lounge  and  I  chat  in 
Chairs  gold,  blue,  and  satin, 
In  MAPLESON'S  Boudoir-Car  \  '~ 


When  last  I  heard  of  TATTI, 
She  was  well  on  her  way 

To  sing  somewhere 

She  didn't  care 
As  Ic.ng  as  folks  would  pay. 
Thi'   Uueen   of  Song   was  borne 


Without  a  joltiag  spring 

It  is  not  yet  fixed  when  Madame  PATH  is  to  appear  at  the  Fisheries 
her  MW  entertainment,  entitled  "  The  Dira  and  the  Sells— all 

i  one, when  she  will  simply  appear  as  herself.     For  this  unique 

performance,  it  it  whispered  that  Madame  PATTI  will  receive  eight 
hundred  pounds  a  show.  That's  what  "A  Mere  Song"  means  now- 
a-days,— to  PATTI. 
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OUR    FISHING    INDUSTRIES. 

By  Dumb-Crambo  Junior. 


Catching  Crabs  and  Flounders  in  the  Thames. 


Catching  Wails  at  Whippingham. 

I 

.'  U 


Catching  Soles  and  Skate  on  the  (Sea)  Serpentine.     Catching  Whiting  from  the  Strand. 


CAUGHT  BY  THE  TIDE  ! 

(A  Story  of  a  Coastgwrdman.) 

THEY  sing  their  songs  and  their  lifeboat  lays,  and  the  gossip  to  guest  from  host 
Is  of  wreckage  wild  in  the  Winter-time  round  the  dangerous  Cornish  coast ; 
There  are  plenty  of  yarns  of  the  sailor,  and  of  fishermen  out  at  sea, 
There  are  tales  of  the  lighthouse-keepers,  and  of  women  who  bend  the  knee 
Win -n  their  mates  are  away  in  the  storm-time,  and  the  cottage  is  left  to  the  roar 
Of  the  hurricane  lashing  the  surf  to  foam,  and  screaming  about  the  shore  ; 
But  best  of  all  tales  that  ever  I  heard  to  make  me  think  oetter  of  men 
Who  fling  in  their  lives  for  duty — it  happened — you  ask  me  when  ? 
On  a  wonderful  Summer's  evening,  just  as  holiday-time  began, 
It  had  for  its  scene  old  Cornwall— its  hero  a  Coastguardman ! 

A  party  of  "  trippers  "  had  ventured  to  visit  the  rocks  and  caves, 
Where  the  sra-hinls  find  their  houses,  and  ignorant  folks  their  graves ; 
You  mav  search  for  wild  adventure  on  the  sea-coast  south  and  north, 
But  for  beauty  travel  by  Truro  to  the  village  of  Perranporth. 
It  was  there  on  this  summer  evening,  on  the  beach,  as  the  daylight  died, 
That  a  wandering,  thoughtless  fellow  was  caught  at  the  turn  of  the  tide  ; 
Up  came  the  sea  and  trapped  him,  cutting  the  ground  from  his  feet ; 
lie  rushed,  but  he  eouldn  t  go  onward — then  back,  there  was  no  retreat! 
Up  came  the  sea  still  closer— was  it  death  ?    Not  a  second  to  count — 
Then  setting  his  teeth  at  the  danger,  to  the  cliffs  he  began  to  mount. 

Tearing  the  turf  and  the  grasses,  and  scaring  the  sea-birds'  nest, 

Clinging  with  feet  and  fingers,  and  bruising  his  arms  and  breast, 

At  last  with  a  desperate  struggle  he  lifted  his  life  to  a  stone, 

Where  he  held  with  a  crv  for  a  second,  suspended  in  air,  alone ! 

Once  more  death  barred  his  passage  ;  and  his  terrified  face  turned  grey, 

For  the  ledge  of  the  rock  he  clung  to  was  crumbling  slowly  away ! 

"  Where  is  the  man  for  a  rescue  f "  so  the  cry  of  agony  ran. 

"  I  am  that  man,  God  willing !  "  said  REGAN  the  Coastguardman ! 

Then  followed  a  terrible  silence,  a  horror  that  might  be  felt, 

For  the  village  was  emptied  of  women,  who  muttered  their  prayers  and  knelt ; 

•  mid  see  the  eyes  of  the  shivering  man,  with  the  agonised  face  turned 

grey, 

As  stone  after  stone  from  his  safety-ledge  kept  slowly  crumbling  away ! 
"  Bring  me  a  rope  !  "  said  REUAN,  "  and  bind  it  about  my  waist ; 
Look  at  that  wretched  fellow !     In  a  second  he  '11  fall !     Make  haste  ! 
Keep  the  cord  tight  in  your  hands,  mates — there,  tighter  so,  and  stiff ; 
Now,  wait  till  I  give  the  signal !    Then  haul  me  over  the  cliff. 
Why  do  you  stand  there  staring  ?    I  '11  save  him,  mates,  if  I  can ; 
If  I  die,  1  have  done  my  duty  !  "  said  REGAN  the  Coastguardman ! 

He  swooped  to  his  prey  like  an  eagle,  as  they  lowered  with  bated  breath : 
This  man  with  his  brave  life  given  to  a  fello'w  condemned  to  death. 
The  silence  grew  more  awful,  and  agonv  paled  on  the  lip 
Of  the  women  and  men  who  waited— till  at  last  with  a  mighty  grip 


The  man  of  the  Coastguard  seized  him,  and  tightened  his 

arms  around 
This  prize  he  had  risked  .his  life  for — then  searching  for 

safety  ground 
They  swung  from  .the' ledge  together,  for  the  rope  was 

taut  and  stiff, 
Till  it  dragged  the  burdened  hero  to  the  arms  of  the 

crowd  on  the  cliff ! 
**••** 

There  are  times  when  the  heart's  too  full,  Sir,  for  even 

our  English  cheers. 
But  the  women  they  crowded  around  him  with  kisses, 

and  prayers,  and  tears ! 
So  tell  it  about  from  South  to  North,  proclaim  it  where 

you  can ; 
Go  spread  it  forth  from  Perranporth — this  tale  of  a  Coast- 


guardman ! 


QUITE  SURPRISING. 

THE  Times  critic  on  Mr.  IRVING  as  Louis  the  Elerenth, 
speaks  of  his  "  seemingly  toothless  jaws."  as  if  he 
had  expected  the  Actor  to  have  all  his  teeth  taktn  out 
in  real  earnest,  and  then  adds,  with  all  the  na'ire  and 
frank  admiration  for  his  own  cleverness  which  might  be 
shown  by  a  sharp  schoolboy  on  his  seeing  Mr.  IRVING  for 
the  first  time  in  this  part,  and  seeing  how  he  makes  up 
for  it — 

"  For  by  a  skilful  artifice  in  staining  his  front  teeth,  Mr. 
IRVING  produces  all  the  effect  of  toothlesmess." 

Dear  us!  how  wonderful!  The  "skilful  artific*"  is 
"  no  new  thing  "  invented  and  patented  by  Mr.  IRVING, 
as,  had  it  been  "a  skilful  dentifrice,"  it  might  have 
been,  but  a  very  simple  "  dodge  "  familiar  to  all  character 
Actors,  Amateurs,  and  to  everyoneprofessionally  in- 
terested in  the  practical  Drama.  We  should  say  the 
receipt  would  probably  be  found  in  Mr.  DTJTTON  (JOCK'S 
amusing  book  on  the  Stage,  in  which  he  treats  of  all  such 
details. 

We  shall  expect  in  some  future  Times  critique  by  the 
same  hand  to  read,  "  Miss  ELLEN  TERRT,  as  Julift, 
preserves  seemingly  the  most  juvenile  appearance.  She 
has  all  the  fresh,  clear,  and  peach-like  complexion  of  a 
girl  of  sixteen,  which  was(  if  we  remember,  the  age  of 
SHAKSPEARE'S  heroine,  tor  by  a  skilful  artifice,  Miss 
ELLEN  TERRY  colours  her  cheeks  with  a  delicate  pink 
cosmetic  applied  with  a  prepared  harc's-foot;  and  softens 
the  outline  with  pearl-powder  delicately  laid  on  with  a 
small  puff,  which  gives  all  the  effect  of  extreme  juve- 
nility. Similar  observations  may  be  made  as  to  arti- 
ficial whiteness  of  different  Actresses'  hands  by  the  aid 
of  bismuth,  a  remarkable  discovery  made  by  Miss  KATE 
V AFGHAN  :  also  on  the  "  remarkable  darkness  of  the 
eyelashes  by  the  skilful  artifice  of  painting  them  with 
Indian  ink — an  invention  lately  patented  by  Miss  NELLIE 
FARREN;"  and  our  attention  will  be  directed  to  "the 
marvellous  lustre  of  Miss  ANTBODT  ELSE'S  eves,  produced 
by  her  unique  discovery  of  the  use  of  belladonna." 

As  to  the  "  toothlessness," — anyone  playing  dilapidated 
old  men  have  used  some  such  device  ever  since  making- 
up  became  an  art.  Who  recollects  Mr.  ALFRED  WIGAN 
as  the  old  Frenchman,  Achille  Dufard,  on  the  first 
night  ?  Here  and  there  a  tooth  in  his  head,  that  was 
all ;  and  such  a  yellow,  parchment,  snuffy  old  skin ! 


"  ANY  ORNAMENTS  FOR  TOUR  FIRE-STOVES  ?" — When 
Mr.  RAPHAEL  TUCK,  lineal  descendant  of  the  family  of 
which  the  Friar  was  the  best-known  member,  is  not 
busied  in  inventing  Christmas  and  Easter  Cards,  he  turns 
his  attention  to  small  ornamental  screens  for  the  drawing- 
room  fire-place  in  summer  time,  screens  which,  besides 
supplying  an  artistic  want,  and  filling  a  vacuum,  suggest 
that  on  every  family  hearth,  the  great  scene  from  the 
School  for  Scandal  is  being  played  by  dolls — a  lady 
Teazle  doll  being,  of  course,  concealed  on  the  chimney- 
side.  Mr.  RAPHAEL  TrcK  has  sent  us  a  sample,  of  which, 
being  really  worth  mentioning,  we  at  once  tuck  notice. 
If  cold  weather  sets  in  and  settles  the  present  fate  of  this 
invention,  we  advise  everyone  artistically  and  economi- 
cally inclined  to  go  in  for  a  RAFFLE-TUCK.  When  we 
think  of  those  hideous  and  dangerous  paper-shavings, 
every  one  must  acknowledge  that  these  newly-designed 
screens  are  a  Grate  Improvement. 
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THE    REAL    HAUNTED    HOUSE. 

Some  tt/.itrii>i-c  fjirr  HOOD.) 


MurrabU  Dweller  in  Urlmn  Slum.  "An  I  WHEN  THEY'VE  QUITE  DONE  WITH  YOU,  i'Eiui.\rs  THEY'LL  GIVE  ME  A  LOOK  IN." 


A  mit-<K  it  is     if  hrniM-  tlint  may  be  called 

\Vliich  is  dismantled  of  all  human  prnces — 
Haunted,  indeed!     l!y  whatv     But  halt enwalled 

And  semi-roofed  it  seems.     Foul  dirt'displaces 
All  ancient  decoration  ;  what  was  paint 

Is  sooty  slime  ;  where  paper  hung,  sparse  patches 
Of  foulness  din?.     His  very  soul  goes  faint 

Who  enters  there,  his  sickened  breath  he  catches 
Like  a  (baked  swimmer,  for  the  fetid  air 

Reeks  with  revoltingncss.  the  very  charnel 
I*  sweeter  than  this  pestilential  lair, 

Whose  breath  were  death  to  the  ditch-loving  darnel. 
And  over  all  there  broods  a  horror  drear, 

As  of  a  waste  by  witchcraft  foul  enchanted, 
E  en  silence  whispers  to  the  listening  ear — 
This  house  is  haunted ! 


Haunted  by  no  dim  memories  of  old  days, 

liy  no  romantic  wraiths  of  dames  departed. 
No  solemn  spectres  pace  these  dark  stairways  ; 

No  ghostly  legends,  grim,  yet  human-hearted, 
din?  to  these  tottering  walls.     It  were  some  cheer 

To  hear  the  old  time-honoured  clank  or  rustle  ; 
But  nought  of  ghostly  deigns  to  harbour  here, 

And  cowls  that  creak,  or  cellar-rats  that  hustle 
Behind  the  mouldering  wainscot,  savour  not 

Of  old  romance,  but  modern  waste  and  ruin. 
There  is  no  poetry  in  floors  that  rot, 

O'er  swamps  that  no  marsh  blossom  ever  grew  in. 
The  only  spectres  are  the  pallid  swarms  _ 

In  human  shape  that  herd  like  clustering  cattle, 
Conscious,  like  brutes,  that  swinish  huddling  warms, 

Though  roof  make  leak  and  paneless  casement  rattle. 
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These  throng  the  tottering  tenement,  these  crowd 

The  rooms,  the  passages,  the  doorless  entry, 
Eager  for  covert  scant  when  winds  are  loud, 

They  'd  crowd,  they  'd  throng,  though  Death  himself 

stood  sentry. 
As  well  he  may,  invisible,  for  here 

He  finds  lush  harvest,  the  insatiate  reaper  ! 
Oh,  for  a  whiff  of  clover,  or  the  dear 

Jresh  smejl  of  rain-  wet  furrows  !     See  a  creeper 
From  the  chill  street,  rag-vestured,  famine-worn, 

Draws   near   his  —  home  ?     Well,   yes,   some  purst  — 

belonging 
Perchance  to  Priest  or  Statesman—  this  forlorn 

Starved  waif  hath  plumped  a  little,  sorely  wronging 
His  stomach  l»y  that  tribute  to  the  god, 

The  great  god  Property,  as  careless  wholly 
Of  poor  mankind  as  any  that  did  nod 

tippn  Olympian  amaranth  and  moly. 
This  is  his  "  holding"  ;  tenant  he,  poor  wretch 

Of  tenement  that  nerer  knows  "  improvement." 
Hither  the  Law  its  mandate  doth  not  stretch, 

Hither,  by  Civilisation's  mighty  movement. 
Driven,  witli  my  rinds  more,  he  hides  and  lurks, 

A  helpless  "nuisance,"  shunned  by  the  Inspector, 
Ignored  by  Bumbles  and  by  Boards  of  Works, 

By  all  forgotten  —  save  the  rent-collector 
Of  Carabas  or  Mau-irurm.     Roty-gilled 

Bucolic  grumbler  about  drains  and  lease-,  ! 
Here  leases  were  a  joke,  here  drains  are  tilled 

In  such  fair  sort  as  the  death-rate  increases. 
Improvements  here  f    Go  to  !     Not  worth  the  while 

Of  Property,  which  battens  like  a  vulture 
On  garbage-heaps.     Compulsion:'    Statesmen  smile 

Now  upon  Trade,  anon  on  Agriculture. 
They  've  loud  and  potent  voices.     But  the  mute 

Furtive  and  impotent  Slum-dwellers  'scape  them. 
Yet  plans  for  men  foul-herding  like  the  brutes 

Cool  reason  clamours  for.    The  heads  that  shape  them 
Will  earn  their  owners  more  enduring  prai-e 

Than  faction's  brainless  preans  loudly  chaunted  ; 
Ah  !  when  grim  Pestilence  stalks  forth  and  slays 
Its  myriads,  men  will  own  in  dread  amaze 


This  House  it  haunted  ! 


"LE  HlOH  LIFE."—  Change  of  Xante  mill 
Duke  and  Duchess   of   TICK  to  White   Wash 
Richmond. 


Lodge, 


POPULAR    FALLACIES. 

THAT  SMOKIXG  IMPAIRS  THE  ETESIOHT. 

BUT  MASTER  GODFREY,  WHEN  HE  'a  ENMOYIXG  A  MILD  H A\  ANN  v,  CAN  REE 
PAPA  COMING — OH,  MILES  OFF  ! 


AIX  AND  PAINS  ; 

OR,  THE  PENALTIES  OF  PROPRIETORSHIP. 

IT  is  satisfactory  to  know  that  the  recent  capital  advertisement 
iven,  at  the  request  of  its  enterprising  Proprietor,  by  "  Monsieur  le 
ZNrwXMr  </»  Times  "  to  the  hotel  which  Princess  BEATRICE  happens 


to  have  selected  during  her  temporary  residence  at  Aix-les-Bains, 
has  been  supplemented  by  the  despatch  of  the  following  nice  little 
explanatory  and  private  letter,  direct  from  Printing  House  Square  :  — 

Mox  CHER  MoxsiKru  I.K  Pitonii  f.T  vi  KI:, 

C'KTAIT  eroye/-moi,  avee  le  plus  grand  satisfaction  que  je  me 
suis  trouve  dans  une  position  de  vons  faire  un  bon  tour,  par  1  insertion 
dans  mon  journal  /,<•  Times  de  votre  tranche  et  tres  spirituelle  petite 
lettre  de  22  Juillet.  Sans  doute,  vous  avrz  dej;\  vu  le  uumero;  et  si 
le  prominence  que  j'ai  donue  a  votre  contribution  vous  a  fait  sauter 
de  joie,  ne  m'envoyez  pas,  je  vous  prie,  vos  remerciments  ;  car  je  suis 
sur  que  vous  etes,  pour  le  moment,  plein  d'un  vif  devouement,  meme 
d'un  bienveillance  presque  irrepressible  envers  moi  ? 

Vous  avez  bieu  eompris,  n'est-ce  pas,  que  si  ce  n'etait  pas  pour 
1'argent  que  nous  reeevons  de  temps  a  temps  pour  des  petites  services 
de  ce  gens,  ce  serait  impossible  de  conduire  Le  Times  dans  une 
manie're  respectable  et  digne  de  la  haute  voie  occupe,  comme  nous 
disons  en  Angleterre,  par  le  "  leading  journal  "  ? 

C'est  bien  connu  que  M.  GLADSTONE  me  paye  quelque  chose  con- 
siderable. a  ce  moment-ci,  de  n'etre  pas  abuse  tous  les  jours,  et  que 
MM.  les  'Shipowners"  pendant  la  seance  reeente  sur  le  Canal  de 
Suez  ont  eu  le  tres  bon  sens  de  m'envoycr,  avec  empressement,  un  "  five- 
pound  note."  Mais  une  finesse  honorable  ne  vous  manque  pas  non 
plus.  Vous  avez  la  bonte,  en  me  priant  toujours  d'inserer  votre 
avertissement,  de  dire  a  latin  de  votre  charmante  petite  lettre,  "je 
suis,  du  reste,  pret  a  payer  ee  que  cela  contera,  si  vous  avez  la  bonte 
de  m'envoyer  la  note. 

Cela  est  trus  bon  et  tres  pplie,  mais  je  vous  prie  de  ne  faire  rien 
du  sort.  Non.  Et  je  vous  dirai  pourquoi.  Duns  quelques  semaiues 


ce  qu'on  appelle  chez  nous  "  Le  Dull  Season  "  sera  arrive  ;  et,  si  vous 
pouviez,  mon  cher  Monsieur  le  Proprietaire,  dans  ecs  tristes  jours-la 
settlement  envoyer  moi  encore  des  lettres,  deux  ou  trois — naifs, 
f raiches,  admirablement  comiques,  et,  tout  4  fait,  en  fin.  hors  de  ligne, 
comme  celui-ci  qui  vous  m  aviez  fait  I'hqnneur  de  m'adi 
1'autre  jour,  croyez-moi  je  serai  paye  milk-  fois,  car  vous  ferez,  bien 
sur,  la  fortune  du  Times. 

En  attendant,  votre  bienveillant  reponse.  j'ai  1'honneur,  mon  cher 
Monsieur  le  Proprietaire,  d'etre,  le  votre  tres  sincerement, 

ClTJNEKY,  Jtedacteur  en  Chef. 

P.S.— Je  ne  erois  pas  qn'il  y  a  des  fautes  de  grammaire,  ni  de 
1'orthographie  dans  ce  lettre,  mais  si,  par  hazard,  il  y  en  a  un  ou 
deux  qui  m'ont  echappees,  M.  BLOWITZ,  qui  est  toujours  tres  eiacte, 
sans  doute,  les  corrigera  en  route. 


"  LOOK  AT  HOME  !  "—The  "  German  Crown  Prince  and  Princess  " 
— (Five  shillings  the  pair,  the  better  half  being  worth  nearly  all  the 
money) — are  going  to  stay  at  Norris  Castle,  the  Duke  of  BEDFORD'S 
beautiful  place  in  the  Isle  of  Wight,  which  his  Grace  has  offered  to 
place  at  their  disposal.  The  grounds  of  Norris  Castle  adjoin  those  of 
Osborne.  Oh,  if  his  Grace  would  only  put  his  Grace  s  beautiful 
Garden— Covcnt  Garden,  we  mean — at  our  disposal  for  a  while !  If 
the  Duke's  Covent  Garden  grounds  adjoined  those  of  Buckingham 
Palace  or  Marlborough  House,  there  would  soon  be  a  drastic 
remedy  for  the  present  state  of  Mad-Salad  Market  and  its  environs. 
Are  the  residents  in  the  Market,  in  Henrietta  Street,  in  Southampton 
Street,  Wellington  Street,  and  the  tributaries  East  and  West  all 
asleep,  or  have  they  "  learned  to  love  it,"  and  become  as  helpless  and 
hopeless  as  Circe's  enchanted  swine  ? 


OLD  Indians  as  a  rule  like  sticking  to  a  red-tape  policy.  Odd  that 
they  should  object  to  a  little  bit  of  Rrpoy.  The  Rajah  TcLir  SLASO 
says  that  "  ILBEUT'S  Bill"  is  not  going  along  Rippingly. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED   FROM 

THE   DIA11Y  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


LOOKING  BEFORE  HE  LEAPS. 


SUEZ-CIDAL. 


RECOTEBT. 


NTJRSEBY    RHYME    ADAPTED    TO    THE    TIME. 


There  was  a  very  Grand  Old  Man, 
And  he  was  wondrous  wise  ; 


He  jumped  into  a  quickset  hedge, 
And  scratched  out  all  his  "Ayes." 


He  jumped  out  of  that  quickset  hedge, 
And  scratched  them  in  again. 


Utilise  of  Commons,  Monday  Niaht,  July  23.— Grand  Old  Man 
comes  up  to-night  smiling,  with  small  geranium  flower-pot  in  button- 
hole, and  pair  of  largest  collars  in  stock.    Been  a  little  difficulty,  he 
understands,  about  Suez  Canal.     Government  made  bargain  with 
,EssEP9  which  some  people  didn't  like.    "  Very  well,  then,"  says 
J.O.M.,  "we'll  drop  it.    Know  old  story  about  boy  caught  creep- 
ng  through  hedge  into  orchard  ?    '  Where  are  you  going  ? '  shouted 
rate  proprietor.     '  I  'm  going  back  again,'   said  the  boy.     "Well, 
we'll  go  back  again.    Last  intention  in  the  world  to  give  offence. 
Everyone  shouting  out  for  new  Canal.    We  thought  we  'd  get  one 
lade.    Arranged  everything  with  LESSEPS  ;  but  if  you  don't  like  it, 
or  Goodness'  sake  don't  nave  it.    Really  no  compulsion  in  the 
matter,  and  no  occasion  for  fuss." 

All  this  he  explains  in  speech  forty  minutes  long.     GRANVILLE, 

n  other  House,  smiled  through  same  discourse  in  ten  minutes.  House 

jot  nearly  so  delighted  at  its  conclusion  as  might  have  been  expected. 

Gentlemen  who  have  been  shouting  out  for  past  fortnight,  get  their 

>wn  way,  but  refrain  from  unseemly  indications  of  triumph.   In  fact, 

i>egin  to  shake  their  heads  and  look  more  gloomy  than  ever.    No1 

lire  that  Government  have  done  right.    Much  to  be  said  for 

project,  especially  if  no  better  to  be  got.    Clearly  no  better  to  be  got, 

and  what  does  this  infatuated  Government  mean  by  going  and  givinf 

up  one  of  the  most  skilfully-contrived  arrangements  ever  submitted  \ 

k  i.t  it  the  warmer  we  grow.     Expect  there  '11  be  a  row 

,v  :  which  makes  life  worth  living  in  Parliament 

-•  a  little  tired,  doncha  know,  of  blowing  up  Government  foi 

making  Provisional  Arrangement.    So  now  going  in  with  coat  off  t( 

cuff  them  for  dropping  i'. 


F'niii'1  ('XVI-MII>H   HiixiiNcK  in  brown  study  to-night.     (Don1 


full  ]>I:iv  to  front  locks  of  hair,  lets  go  halyards   of  shirt  front 

lianas  in  pockets,  and  stares  into  space." 

•  What 's  the  dear  boy  thinking  about 't "  DILKE  asked.     "  Or  i 
mi;  i'nr  his  portrait?    Going  to  be  done  in  this  style  for  th 
.  companion-picture  to  St.  George  in  St.  Stephen's  Hall  ?  " 
Rp  ;  1  was  thinking  why  GLADSTONE  should  have  made  DODSO 

mister." 

"  You  needn't  make  yourself  ill  with  thinking  too  hard,"  said  Mr 
S-EAOE.       GLADSTONE  never  liked  DIZZY  to  beat  him  in  anything 
ev,-n  in  a  joke.     So  h«  Bade  DSDSON  Cabinet  Minister  because  Dizz 
ide  you  Judge- Advocate-General.    That 's  what 's  called  capping 


But  when  he  found  his  "  Ayes  "  were  gone, 
With  all  his  might  and  main 

I  fancy  CAVENDISH  didn't  see  it.    He  went  off  very  quickly,  to 

ake  inquiries,  I  expect. 

Business  done.— Grot  through  ten  Clauses  of  Agricultural  Holdings 

m. 

Tuesday.— Little  row  in  House  of  Lords  to-night.  Manchester 
hip  Canal  Bill  down  for  Second  Reading..  Lord  REDESDALE  doesn  t 
ike  Ship  Canals.  .  , 

"  Never  had  them  in  my  day  !  "  he  growls.        Content  then  with 
rdinary  and  proper  thing  broad  enough  for  canal-boats.     If  this 
ling  goes  on,  nave  England  cut  up  into  mince-meat  in  a  few  years. 
Make  a  sort  of  Holland  of  the  Island.    Never  be  able  to  drive  hali- 
-rnile  without  coming  across  ship  in  full  sail.      Have   steamers 
ouring  black  smoke  into  your  front  bedroom  window,  and  get  nit 
n  the  head  with  maintop  inizzen  boom  when  you  look  out  to  see 
where  smoke  coming  from.    Had  enough  of  Ship  Canals  at  Suez. 
lave  no  more  of  them  here  as  long  as  I  'm  Chairman  of  Com- 
nittees." 

So  puts  his  foot  down  on  proposal.    Warns  House  if  they  agree  to 
Second  Reading  he  won't  undertake  to  find  Committee.     This  would 
lave  been  enough  at  one  time  ;  but  House  sadly  changing.    Growing 
quite  Radical.    Dares  dispute  what  REDESDALE  says.    When  he  got 
ip.  in  defiance  of  Rules,  to  make  second  speech,  there  were  cries  oi 
'  Order  !  "     The  stout  Earl  aghast, 
"  I  am,"  he  gasped,  "  standing  up  for  order." 
"  You'd  better  sit  down  for  it,"  Lord  GRANVILLE  smilingly  said. 
REDESDALE  mechanically  felt  in  trousers'  pocket  for  his  ruler.    At- 
cmpted  to  draw  it  out.     But  Lordships  only  smile,  and  with  scowl 


at  unoffending  Clerk  at  table,  he  resumed  his  seat. 

"  Take  me  away,  TOUY,"  he  said  a  little  later,  in  plaintive  tones 
that  brought  tears  to  my  eyes,  and  nearly  made  me  nowl.  .la^6 
me  away,  and  if  it  can  be  conveniently  done,  bury  me  in  Westminster 
Abbey.  The  Constitution  is  in  danger ;  the  Throne  is  toppling  to  a 
fall ;  the  sunset  of  the  Empire  is  at  hand,  and  the  House  of  Lords 
has  shouted  ME  down." 

In  the  House  of  Commons  Sir  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTE,  with  apologetic 
manner,  gives  notice  of  a  motion  on  Suez  Canal  affair.  Agricultural 
Holdings  Bill  goes  forward  by  leaps  and  bounds.  Even  DODSON 
can't  materially  delay  it.  Conundrums  rather  gone  out  of  fashion 
since  MARUM  put  his  f  anwus  one  to  SPEAKER  and  never  received 
answer.  But  Mr.  CATNE  thinks  of  another  one. 

"Why  is  DODSON  the  most  attached  partner  in  the  world  ? 

Give  it  up.     Always  give  up  a  Conundrum  promptly. 

"  Because  he 's  never  far  off  FOGG." 
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mittee. 


.—  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill  passed  through  Com- 


< iHi-.viiy.  —  The  Scotch  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill  in  Committee. 
One  of  those  afternoons  of  thrilling  excitement  when  the  Scotch 
Mi  mbers  in  possession.  Claymores  flashing  in  sunless  air.  Dirks 

E  reduced  when  arguments  fail.  GEORGE  ANDERSON,  in  full  High- 
md  costume  as  representing  a  Lowland  town,  offers,  on  Clause  4, 
page  2,  line  •'!,  to  dance  Highland  fling.  Mr.  MCLAGAN,  differing 
I'rnin  the  I.MIMI  ADVOCATE,  on  meaning  of  words  "fair  and  reason- 
able" in  Clause  r>,  suddenly  stoops  down  and  produces  a  carving- 
knife  (nit  of  his  stocking,  whilst  fur  away  floats  the  music  of  the 
bagpipe,  Sir  ALEXANDER  GORDON,  it  is  understood,  having  obtained 
permission  from  the  SI'EAKKK  to  allow  a  Highland  piper  to  sit  on  one 
nt  the  blocks  of  ice  in  the  ventilating  chamber.  Sometimes  music 
sounds  as  if  piper,  who  like  Mr.  ANDERSON  simply  wears  kilt,  were 
not  comfortable. 
On  the  Conservative  side  Sir  HERBERT  MAXWELL  makes  many 

".Nice  yiimg  man,  lIiiititEKT,"  says  HKNKV.  "Remarkable 
instance  ot  the  prodigality  of  Nature.  Might  have  thought  there 
was  onK  material  in  I'niverse  for  production  of  one  Young  SAMCEL- 
SON,  mid  we've-  got  him.  But  there  was  a  considerable  quantity 
over.  So  HKHIIKKT  MAXWELL  was  born,  and  the  Conservatives 
ha\e  their  Young  SAMCKI.SON-  to  prevent  us  from  being  too  much 
puffed  up  with  pride  of  possession. 

Husi>i<\ts  ilmie.  —  Reached  Clause  5,  Scotch  Agricultural  Holdings 
Bill. 


Xiijlit.  —  "Mind  you're  in  the  House  at  Question  Time. 
TOBY,  dear  boy,'  <  '  n  MM  .ix  said  this  morning.  "I'vegotaquestionabout 
Sue*  Canal  that  '11  fetch  the  Government.  Spent  all  yesterday  drawing 
it  up.  Consulted  <;»i;-r  and  other  eminent  legal  Authorities.  You'fl 
find  they  can't  get  over  that.  There  '11  be  some  fun,  I  promise  you." 

So  there  was.  But,  as  Sir  CHARLES  FORSTEB  remarked,  the  laugh 
was  on  the  other  leg.  Others  beside  CHAPLIN  had  awkward  question 
about  Suez  Canal.  There  was  the  Diet  DE  WORMS  and  Sir  HENRY 
NVni.iT  ..wlni  ahvavs  run  in  couples  now  RANDOLPH'S  gone),  Mr. 
(  o,i;si  r,  himself,  and  HENRY.  All  questions  on  different  points,  each 
knottier  than  the  other.  Seemed  impossible  for  Government  to  get 
out  of  the  thicket  without  a  scratch. 

But  Grand  Old  Man  took  charge  of  the  catechism,  and  nothing  ever 
seen  more  delightful  than  his  fence.  Courteous  almost  to  verge  of 
personal  affection.  Most  anxious  to  give  all  information.  Read  the 
question  over  with  manifest  interest,  giving  fresh  grape  to  its  periods 
by  his  elocution.  Then,  turning  with  friendly  smile  upon  inter- 
locutor, said  something  varying  in  length  from  three  sentences  to 
seven.  Seemed  a  full  answer,  though  a  link  missing  somewhere. 
Perhaps  didn't  catch  it.  Would  understand  better  when  full  report 
of  reply  seen  in  print. 

CHAPLIN  not  quite  so  radiant  after  answer  received.  A  little 
doubtful  about  precise  point.  Didn't  somehow  seem  to  have  got  such 
grip  on  the  Government  as  had  anticipated.  But  wait  tifl  report 
out  in  evening  papers.  After  this  appears  CHAPLIN  anxious  to 
change  subject.  Fact  quite  clear  G.  0.  M.  has  said  nothing  to  com- 
promise Government  either  to  CHAPLIN  or  to  any  other  of  his 
questioners,  each  one  having  been  quite  certain  in  advance  that  at 
least  lie  'rf  cornered  the  Government. 

This  excellent  play  almost  eclipsed  in  dealing  with  Sir  STAF- 
FORD NduriK  OIK'S  Motion.  G.O.M.'s  fatherly  interest  in  Sir  STAFFORD 
us  in  a  little  boy  playing  Politics  ;  his  obvious  desire  to  look  leniently 
upon  hi«  effort  ;  his  hint  that  perhaps  it  had  better  be  left  alone  ; 
and  his  crowning  declaration  that  if  it  would  please  Sir  STAFFORD  to 
goon,  there  was  nothhip-  in  the  Resolution  Government  could  not 
accept  —  equal  to  DIZZY'S  best  manner. 

liiinini:i.i  (/nut'.  —  Education  Estimates  discussed. 

Frldiii/.  -Another  day  of  all  talk  and  no  work.  Discussion  on 
India  closing  at  half-past  live,  DODSON  emerged  from  FOGG  with 
English  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill  in  hand.  House  indignantly 
repulsed  him.  Then  LORD-  ADVOCATE  turned  up  with  Scotch  Hill, 
ArrOKM..Y-(ii:xr.i;u.  for  Ireland  being  kept  in  reserve  with  Irish 
Bill  if  that  wouldn't  do.  House  consented  to  look  at  the  matter,  and 
was  beginning  to  make  little  progress,  when  JOSEPH  GILLIS  woke  up 
at  the  sound  of  the  Scotch  accent,  and  talked  Bill  out. 

At  Kvcuing  Sitting,  House  thinly  Mustered,  whilst  SALT  Peppered 
Educat  ion  1  (epartment. 

"APPROBATION  FROM  SIR  HUBERT  STANLEY,"  &c.—  Mr.  GLAD- 
STONE last  Thursday  was  understood  to  allude  to  the  PORTE  as  the 
"  Competent  Authority  "  in  any  Suez  Canal  question.  To  be  thus 
mentioned  by  Mr.  GLADSTONE  is  indeed  a  good  omen  for  the  SULTAN. 
Fourth  Party  broxight  him  into  a  question,  and  he  figured  in  ,two  or 


THE    CORPORATION    WAKING    UP. 

WHATEVER  other  effect,  whether  for  good  or  for  evil,  Sir  WILLIAM 
HABCOURT'S  rash  Bill  for  abolishing  the  Grand  Old  Corporation  and 
substituting  for  it  a  Brand  New  One,  may  have  had,  there  can  be 
no  doubt  that  it  is  waking  up  the  City  Fathers  to  a  keener  sense  of 
their  duties  and  responsibilities  than  they  have  exhibited  of  late. 

We  take  from  the  City  Press,  presumably  their  especial  organ,  an 
account  of  their  late  proceedings,  from  which  wo  select  the  plums, 
adding  a  little  of  our  own  spice,  and  leaving  the  solid  pudding  for 
stronger  digestions : — 

OPEN  SPACES.  ALEXANDRA  PARK. 

That  other  Grand  Old  Man,  Earl  SnAiTESBUBr,  and  that  hand- 
some member  of  a  handsome  family.  Lord  GEORGE  HAMILTON,  M.P., 
and  many  other  less  illustrious  Swells,  attended  the  Court  of  Common 
Council  to  petition  that  they  would  preserve  Alexandra  Park  as  they 
had  preserved  Epping  Forest,  as  an  Open  Space  for  ever. 

Mr.  SxdwnoN,  who  said  that  he  had.  of  course,  an  intimate  know- 
ledge of  the  value  of  some  of  the  hilly  districts  in  Wales — ("Hear!") 
— wanted  to  know  the  price. 

Mr.  WILLIAMS  said  he  didn't  know  it. 

Mr.  SNOWDON  :  How  much  have  you  got  towards  it  ? 

Mr.  WILLIAMS  (emphatically] :  Jiot  a  penny ! 

Mr.  BEARD  :  Is  it  mortgaged  ? 

Mr.  WILLIAMS  :  Yes ;  up  to  the  hilt,  and  down  to  the  Lake. 

Mr.  BEAK  :  How  far  is  it  from  Finsbury  Park,  as  the  crow  flies  ? 

A  PETITIONER  :  There  ain't  no  crows  there,  so  we  don't  know. 

Mr.  BEAK  thereupon  moved,  that  the  Court  adjourn  until  that 
important  evidence  t>e  obtained.  That  not  being  seconded,  it  fell 
to  the  ground,  and  was  carried  out  by  the  Hall-keeper  and  his 
assistants. 

Deputy  SANDERS  asked  Lord  SHAFTESBITRY  whether  he  thought 
people  cared  about  Open  Spaces  P  To  which  the  noble  Earl  replied, 
with  an  amused  smile,  that  he  should  rather  think  they  did. 

Mr.  HUGHES,  who  .wore  the  blue  ribbon,  but  not  on  his  garter, 
asked  if  any  drinks  would  be  sold  there ;  to  which  Lord  G.  HAMILTON 
quietly  replied,  "  Only  such  as  the  Corporation  themselves  indulged 
in."  At  which  the  Court  laughed  convulsively. 

Mr.  BEDFORD  said  the  Park  was  surrounded  with  difficulties. 
(A  Voice.  "  No  .'  palings  !  ")  Well,  palings  were  difficulties  if  they 
were  too  high,  as  he  had  often  found  in  Epping  Forest  when  it  was 
enclosed.  But  difficulties  were  just  the  thing  to  suit  the  Corpora- 
tion, because  they  made  them  wake  up.  The  first  question  was.  is 
it  worth  doing  ?  Is  Alexandra  worth  having  P  Is  Alexandra 
beautiful  ?  Is  Alexandra  a  thing  of  beauty  and  a  joy  for  ever,  like 
their  own  artistic  Griffin  ?  (Laughter.)  The  next  question  was  the 
mere  contemptibly  commercial  question,  how  much  will  it  cost? 
Surely  this  is  a  matter  of  such  infinitesimal  importance  that  he 
almost  blushed  to  mention  it.  ("  Oh,  oh .'")  Who  was  the  sordid 
soul  that  called  "  Oh !  "  Had  he  no  poetry  in  his  mere  commercial 
nature  ?  Did  he  prefer  his  miserable  pounds  and  shillings,  and  even 
pence,  to  the  dewy  grass,  the  songs  of  birds,  and  the  breezy  zephyr  P 
( Voice,  "  Fireworks .' ")  He  scorned  to  notice  such  prosaic  interrup- 
tions, but  as  he  feared  there  might  be  among  them  some  few  wno 
would  wish  to  hear  something  about  the  mere  paltry  question  of  ways 
and  means — ("  Hear!"  from  Deputy  McSTiNGEB.) — he  would  con- 
descend to  bring  himself  down  to  their  low  level.  The  cost  of  the 
beautiful  Park  that  crowned  our  Northern  suburb,  as  Venice  crowned 
the  Adriatic,  was,  he  was  proud  to  tell  them,  in  the  classical  words 
of  our  great  Poet,  "nothing  to  nobody."  (''  Oh,  oh  .'")  Let  him 
explain  his  somewhat  obscure  meaning.  ("Hear.1")  They  had 
among  their  Officers  one,  who,  having  dedicated  his  whole  life  to  the 
mysteries  of  finance,  had  at  last  succeeded  in  discovering  an  enor- 
mously productive  Tax  that  nobody  paid !  ( Great  sensation.)  Some 
of  the  clearest  intellects  in  that  abode  of  innocence,  the  Corn 
Exchange,  had  endeavoured  in  vain  to  trace  it  to  its  source,  but  it 
had  entirely  eluded  their  grasp,  and  their  great  Magician,  to  whom 
MASKYOTTRLEAN  and  COOKIT  were  but  children,  had  watched  their 
fruitless  efforts  with  a  pitying  smile.  The  farmers  of  America  had 
claimed  the  credit  of  freeing  Lpping  Forest,  and  had  authorised  him 
to  state  their  willingness  to  purchase  the  fair  Alexandra  on  the  same 
terms.  (Loud  Cheers.)  A  certain  Member  of  Parliament,  whom  he 
would  not  condescend  to  name,  had  said  the  tax  was  a  fearful  charge 
upon  the  poor  man's  bread — (A  laugh.) — but  as  a  poor  man  would 
have  to  consume  seventv-five  half-quartern  loaves  before  the  tax 
would  amount  to  a  farthing,  even  if  he  paid  it,  which  he  did  not,  he 
would  leave  such  contemptible  twaddle  to  the  purlieus  of  the  House  of 
Commons.  In  conclusion,  he  would  say,  let  them  soar  above  the 
slanderous  mud  of  Chelsea,  and  seek  refuge  in  the  pure  air  and 
brilliant  sunshine  of  Open  Spaces !  (Loud  cheers.)  He  moved  it  be 
referred  to  a  Committee. 

Mr.  INICE  supported  the  motion,  and  said  that  the  Alexandra  Park 
would  be  a  bulwark,  and  a  rampart,  and  an  outpost,  and  a  fortifica- 
tion, and  a  parapet,  and  a  breastwork,  and  a  balustrade,  and  a 
defence (Left  sptaking.) 
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DISTINGUISHED    AMATEURS. THE    RECITER. 

STUDY  OF  A  GROUP   OF  PEOPLE,  WHO  HAVE  BEEN  SPECIALLY  INVITED  TO  AX  AFTERNOON  TEA,  TO  HEAR  HERR  BOGOLUBOFFSKI, 

TH«  GREAT  PIANIST,  AND  SlONOR  JENKINI,  THE  FAMOUS  TENOR.    SOMEHOW  OR  OTHER,  HOWEVER,  NEITHER  OF  THESE  GENTLEMEN 

I  TO  TURN  UP,  AND  TO  COMPENSATE  FOR  THEIR  UNACCOUNTABLE  ABSENCE,  LITTLE  BlNKS,  THE  HoST  (WHO,  BY  THE  WAY,  TRIES 

TIVATE  A   PERSONAL  RESEMBLANCE  TO  MR.    IRVING,    AND    FLATTERS    HIMSELF    HE     SUCCEEDS)   MANAGES  TO    RECITE    THE    "  DREAM 

LI-GENE  ARAM,"  (TO  VERY  SLOW  MUSIC  ON  THE  PIANO  BY  MRS.  BINKB),  BEFORE  ANYBODY  CAN  MANAGE  TO  GET  AWAY. 


AN  ISTHMIAN  GAME. 

How  stands  the  Game  ?    And  the  friendly  foes, 
Have  they  really  been  playing  to  win  '-     Who  knows  ! 
Veterans  both  ;  but  the  Frenehman  's  fast, 
Killing  in  service,  and  good  to  last. 
As  for  his  rival,  "  Humph  !  "  says  the  ring. 
'  Takes  it  too  easy,  no  pace,  no  sting." 
t  .Spoons  like  a  novice,"  grumbles  one. 
Mow  on  the  ball,"  grunts  another.     "  Can't  run  '  " 
Places  so  wildly."  protests  a  third. 
Plays  into  the  r  renchman'a  hands.     Absurd  '  " 
'    I  hut  the  redoubtable  GLADSTONE  smash  '' 
Blundering  play,  at  once  feeble  and  rash  • 
fjoj  HI  the  hunt  with  the  Frenchman  !  "     "  Why  ?  " 
'  Mi/  ponvictaon,  he  doesn't  half  try." 
.,  £?1  nls  true  form  ty  a  lot,  /  know." 
Then  the  more  shame  for  him,  selling  us  so  '  " 
the  gam.,  is  played  out,  lie  is  bound  to  lose. 
it  lur  not  be  in  his  backers'  shoes." 
•Much  bettor  stop  it,  and  take  him  away. 
Aot  nt  to  play  for  a  pipkin  to-day  '  " 
oo  the  spectators,  exceedingly  sore, 
backers  or  enemies.     How  stands  the  score  '- 

—at  present—  or  lost  or  won. 
Oeuia  foes  !     Arc  they  playing  in  fun 


How  stands  the  game  ?  "-"  Weli,  so  far  as  I  see 
The  score  at  present  is  '  Vantage  to  me."'-  ' 

1  ardon  me  !  that  is  an  error—  though  small. 
don't  play  the  '  deuce,'  so  it  's  '  f  antagi  all  !  '  » 


CETEWAYO. 

CIVILISATION'S  Victim !    Trapped  or  petted 

To  please  her  varying  moods ;  first  fought  and  netted 

To  serve  her  interests,  then,  to  content 

Her  meaner  mood  of  maudlin  sentiment, 

Patted  and  made  a  puppet  and  a  show ! 

Could  we  your  inner  feeling  rightly  know, 

Spoiled  Savage,  it  would  probably  be  this : — 

'  Better  her  biting  sword  than  her  betraying  kiss !  " 


A'  CHANCE. — Nothing  could  have  been  more  cheerful  than  the 
prospects  and  more  encouraging  than  the  retrospects  of  the  United 
Telephone  Company— (may  the  Company  remain  long  and  happily 

tmted  '  in  the  best  financial  bonds!) — as  presented  by  the  ever 
freshest,  ever  freest,  ever  most  genial  of  Chairmen,  Mr.  JAMES 
BRAND,  who  ought  to  be  known  by  this  time  as  the  perpetual  per- 
sonification of  "  Brand  new."  Six  per  cent,  at  present,  and,  let  us 
hope,  with  great  impartiality,  not  having  a  fourpenny  bit  in  the 
concern,  cent,  per  cent,  for  every  message  sent  in  future,— unless 
some  other  dear  clever  boy  starts  up  and  invents  something  which  will 
supersede  telephones  and  telegraphs.  Here's  a  chance  for  Mr. 
IRVING  BISHOP.  The  development  of  a  Thought-Reading  Company 
might  work  up  into  something  big. 


TAXQTQ  the  view  very  clearly  and  warmly  expressed  by  Lords 
Justices  BB.ETT.  COTTON,  and  BOWEN,  who,  if  not  bound  by  hard  and 
fast  law,  would  have  been  inclined  to  give  the  stern  parient  what 
ARRT  calls  "  What  for  for  himself,"  we  would  far  rather  be  a 
.SARA'S  son  than  a  child  of  AGAR.  And  rather  than  AGAR-ELLIS'S 
child  we  would  be  Somebody-Ellis's,  Any  body-Ellis' s  in  fact,  says 
Lord  Justice  PUNCH. 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI.—  AUOOST  4,  1883. 


AM- 


AN    ISTHMIAN    GAMK. 

W.   !•:.  (;.  ,/„  'Vxa  ,,//„„„/  andttmponin,"  F,;n<:h\  "I'M   IJ1EN,    FERDV  MOX   CHKi;.  (if'   SOMMKS  NOUS  ?      WIIEHK 
E  WE  .Now:-" 


M.  I.K  L-ss-rs.  "MV   DEAR   AND   HONOURED   FRIEND,   IT'S   'VANTAGE'  TO  ME!1 

W.  E.  0.  (politely).  "PARDON!      WE'RE  NOT   HAYING   '  DEUCE '—IT  \S   'VANTAGE  ALL'!:" 

M.  l)E  L-SS-PS  (triVA  e?M«/  politeness).  "  SOIT  !— ALL-A-RIGHT  !  !  !  " 
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JUSTICE    IN    UNEASY    SLIPPERS. 

"  Anything  more  undignified  than  the  spectacle  of  a  Judge  in  hi*  official 
.irlivi  Tin-  un  importaat  judgment  in  such  an  apartment—  the  private 
dressing-room  of  hia  Lordship—  can  be  hardly  imagined."—  Daily  Paper. 
SCENE—  Lord  PEXZANCE'S  Private  Dressing-  Room  at  the  Palace  of 
Westminster,  ronrerteil  into  the  Court  of  Arches.     Shower-bath 
in  corner,  R.      Toilette-table,  C.     Boot-cupboard,  L.      Chest  of 
Drawers,  H.    Door,  L.     The  room  inconveniently  crowded. 
Lord  Penzance  (seated,  in  fnl!  forensic  costume,  in  front  of  the 
ing).  There  !  that  's  done  for  the  day  ! 


Lord  Penzanco  giving  judgment  from  his 
Dressing-table. 


,  finishing  his  shaving) 
(  Turning  round.)    And  now  how  are  we  going  on  ? 

Utktr.  Please,  ray  Lord,  there  's  no  room  for  any  more  of  the  Bar. 
There  are  two  Queen's  Counsel  waiting  outside  who  say  they're 
engaged  in  the  next  case.  They  've  been  knocking  at  the  door  like 
anything. 

Lord  Pcn-.nnrr.  Come,  come,  we  must  show  a  little  patience.    See, 

this  will  give  more 
accommodation. 
(Gets  tip,  and  seats 
himself  on  toilette- 
table.)  There,  that 
ought  to  ease  us. 
Admit  the  members 
of  the  Inner  Bar.  I 
am  sure  their  re- 
spective Juniors  will 
be  satisfied  to  appear 
before  me  in  the 
passage.  (  The  doors 
are  opened,  and  the 
couple  of  Q.  C.'s  are 
admitted.)  Sorry  you 
should  be  inconve- 
nienced, but  the 
LORD  CHANCELLOR 
absolutely  refuses  to 
have  us  at  the  Royal 
Courts.  I  wrote  to 
him  myself  on  the 
subject  —  so  did  the 
late  Archbishop  of 
CANTEBBTJHY.  So  we 
must  make  the  best  of  it.  On  the  last  occasion  of  our  meeting  you 
will  remember  that  I  had  myself  to  hear  an  important  case  from  the 
boot-euphoard.  However,  I  am  most  anxious  that  the  convenience 
of  everyone  should  be  considered.  If  I  might  offer  a  suggestion- 
there  is  still  standing-room  on  that  chest  of  drawers. 

[The  Q.C.'s  bow,  and  climb  on  the  piece  of  furniture  mentioned. 
Registrar  of  the  Court  (occupying  the  wash-hand-stand).  I  beg  your 
Lordship's  pardon,  but  I  find  my  present  resting-place  very  insecure. 
When  the  Court  adjourns  for  the  day,  perhaps  your  Lordship  will 
kindly  order  the  carpenter  to  look  to  the  legs  of  this—  hem  !— 
structure. 

J.nnl  Penzance  (courteously).  Certainly.  But  at  the  same  time  I 
would  mention  that  personally  I  should  prefer  to  put  the  wash-hand- 
stand —  so  to  speak  —  out  of  bounds.  The  official  who  occupied  that 
coign  of  vantage  at  the  last  sitting  of  the  Court  somehow  or  other 
contrived  to  destroy  the  soap-dish.  (  With  a  sudden  burst  of  anger.) 
It  really  was  very  annoy  inir  ! 

Registrar  of  the  Court.  Please,  my  Lord,  it  wasn't  me.  It  will  be 
within  your  Lordship's  recollection  that  the  Principal  Registrar  of 
the  Province  of  Canterbury  was  occupying  the  wash-hand-stand  at 
the  last  meeting  of  the  Court. 

I'rinri/iti/  l!,',/ix!r<:r  nf  Ihe  Prorinee  »f  Canterbury.  Certainly  I 
was.  Hut  I  would  respectfully  submit  to  your  Lordship  that  I 
could  not  have  destroyed  the  soap-dish,  as  the  crockery-ware  had 
been  removed  from  the  wooden  frame  before  I  took  up  mv  position. 
As  a  matter  of  faet,  I  was  myself  standing  in  the  hole  usually 
occupied  by  the  basin. 

Lord  Peiizunee.  Quite  so.  I  am  sure  that  no  officer  of  this  Court 
would  treat  the  Bench  —  or,  to  be  quite  aeeurate.  as  I  am  seal..] 
upon  it,  I  should  sav  the  toilette-table  -with  disrespect,  lint  1 
confess  I  teas  annoyetU-onlv  for  the  moment  —  at  what  1  imagined  to 
be  the  wanton  destruction  of  the  soap-dish.  (Explaining  to  the  Bar.] 
You  see  it  spoils  the  whole  set  ! 

Lending  (J.C.  [tympatheticatty).  No  doubt,  my  Lord;  no  doubt 
(Referring  tn  papers).  Your  Lordship  will  remember  that  judgment 
was  to  be  delivered  to-day  in  the  case  that  occupied  our  attention  at 
the  last  sitting  of  the  Court. 

Lord  Penzance.  Certainly.     But,  before  I  commence  the  delivery 

of  my  judgment,  I  should  like  to  know  if  the  Court's  Shorthand- 

writer  (who,  by  the  way,  I  do  not  see  in  his  customary  place  on  the 

top  of  the  boot-cupboard)  can  hear  me. 

A  f'oice.  Certainly,  my  Lord.     Your  Lordship  speaks  with  such 


admirable  distinctness  that  I  can  catch  every  syllable.     I  would 
x plain  that  I  gave  up  the  top  of  the  boot-cupboard  to  a  sister  of  one 
of  the  suitors. 

Lord  Penzance  (smiling  and  bowing).  I  am  not  surprised  at  the 
shorthand-writer's  act  of  self-sacrifice,  now  that  its  cause  has  been 
wrought  thus  prominently  before  me.  (A  Lady  on  the  top  of  the 
'wot-cupboard  blushes  and  simpers.)'£B\it  can  the  Shorthand-writer 
see  me .' 

A  Voice.  Yes,  my  Lord,  thrqugh\a  crevice, in  the  brickwork. 
Perhaps  your  Lordship  would  kindly  explain  to  the  Lady  that  she 
need  be  under  no  compunction  in 
occupying  my  old  place,  as,  in  its 
stead.  I  nave  found  a  very  com- 
fortable seat  up  the  chimney. 

Lord  Penzance  (to  Lady,  with 
a  smile).  You  hear  what  he  says. 
(  With  some  hesitation,  but  much 
courtesy.)  I  may  add,  however, 
that  as  my  judgment  will  be  very 
uninteresting,  and  the  accommoda- 
tion is  so  extremely  limited,  my 
dressing-room,  I  should  say  the 
Court,  will  have  to  be  entirely 
devoted,  after  the  adjournment  for 
luncheon,  to  the  exclusive  use  of 
the  parties  in  the  suit.  (Lady  gets 
doirn  from  the  cupboard,  ani/ri/i/. 
anil  leaves  the  apartment  in  a  nuff.) 
This  incident  is  very  painful  to  me ! 
However,  it  is  better  as  it  is !  And 
now  I  will  deliver  my  judgment. 
(Holds  forth  from  the  toilette- 
table  until  the  usual  time  for  the 
midday  adjournment,  when  the 
Court  is  cleared  for  half-an-honr. 


Lord  Penzance  is  compelled  to  hear 
an  important  Arches'  Court  cane 

t,-.         ...          ,,.  from  his  boot-cupboard. 

changed  nis  position  ana  disappeared 

from  view,  continues.)  I  think,  by  the  new  arrangement,  we  have 
economised  space.  Before  concluding  my  judgment.  I  should  like 
to  hear  Counsel  once  more  upon  the  point  to  which  I  alluded  at  our 
last  sitting. 

Leading  Q.  C.  With  your  Lordship's  favour (Enters  into  an 

exhaustive  argument.  At  its  conclusion :)  I  trust  I  have  made  myself 
clear  to  your  Lordship,  although  I  have  not  been  able  to  address  the 
Bench  personally.  We  have  had  ample  oral  evidence  of  your  Lord- 
ship's presence  in  Court,  but  have  not  had  (since  the  midday  adjourn- 
ment) the  advantage  of  actually  seeing  your  Lordship.  (A  pause. 
Then  the  sound  of  falling  water.  General  consternation.) 

Lord  Penzance  (putting  his  head  out  of  the  curtains  of  the  shower- 
bath).  There  is  not  the  slightest  occasion  for  alarm.  Exercising  my 
discretion,  I  occupied  some  of  the  time  of  the  Court  in  considering 
the  admirable  arguments  we  have  just  heard,  in  a  position  particu- 
larly favourable  to  calm  deliberation— a  position  I  took  up  when 
the  Court  was  cleared  at  luncheon-time.  You  will  notice  that  I 
have  accommodated  myself  to  circumstances,  and  am  addressing  my 
audience,  like  SOCRATES,  from  my  bath !  I  am  still  a  little  unsettled 
on  one  point,  so  I  will  retire  a  few  minutes  longer,  to  turn  it  quietly 
over  in  my  own  mind.  (Disappears.  Sounds  of  falling  water 
renewed.  'When  thei/  hare  subsided,  his  Lordship  puts  out  his  head, 
and  continues  :)  Resorting  to  my  old  habit  when  practising  at  the 
Bar,  I  have  just  taken  a  "  refresher."  ( Much  laughter,  during  whtch 
his  Lordship  shakes  the  water  from  his  wig,  and  resumes  his  wonted 

'.)    And  now  I  am  quite  decided,  and  have  no  doubt  that 

'omnktes  the  delivery  of  his  decision.  Scene  closes  in  upon  the 
Court  of  Arches,  the  Judge's  Dressing-Room,  and,  above  all 
and  before  all,  the  Dignity  of  the  Law  ! 


Mem.  at  the  Mansion  House. 

(After  hearing  Mr.  Jlnssell  Lowell's  speech.) 

AFTER  the  windy  blasts,  as  loud  as  drear, 

i  if  ci\  ie  Bumbledom's  big  Boreas-bustle, 
'Tis  sweet  as  zephyrs  'midst  green  leaves  to  hear 
This  gentl' 


MRS.  RAMSBOTHAJI  likes  the  entertainment  at  the  Fisheries.    She 
says  the  Foreign  Thingummyjigian  Band  plays  beautifully, 
like  to  see  them,"  savs  Mrs.'  R.,  "in  full  unicorn,  when  they're 
dressed  in  Prussian  Slue  and  wear  the  regular  German  Piekletub 
helmet."  

AN    ADDRESS    TO    THE    Cuowx.  — "One  oil  the  nob."     (Ask  a 
pugilist,  or  Sir  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTE.) 
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OLD  PLAYS  FOR  NEW 
AUDIENCES. 

AT  TOOLE'S  Theatre,  T.  W. 
ROBERTSON  the  Younger  has 
reproduced  M.P.,  considered 
at  the  time  of  its  first  appear- 
ance, thirteen  years  ago,  at  the 
Prince  of  Wales's  Theatre,  one 
of  the  least  satisfactory  of  the 
"  Cup  and  Saucer  Successes  " 
associated  with  the  name  of 
his  late  father.  And  yet  the 
piece,  in  spite  of  its  old- 
fashioned  hits  at  not  very 
modern  election  bribery,  and 
certainly  very  ancient  bur- 
lesque, nas  its  merits.  It  is 
brightly  written,  and  capitally 
played  by  at  least  two  mem- 
bers of  the  new  Company — 
Miss  GERARD  and  Mr.  G.  D. 
WARD,  who  are  Metropolitan 
additions  to  a  troupe  chiefly 
taken  from  the  Provinces. 
Altogether,  it  does  not  require 
a  wizard  to  prophesy  that 
TOOLE'S  Theatre,  with  J/.P., 
will  not  be  "  M.T." 

Yet  another  restoration.  The 
Adelphi  Management  have 
produced  a  capital  revival  of 
2'Ae  Streets  of  London.  Late 
in  the  Season  as  it  is,  the 
Streets  of  London — from  which 
all  who  can  get  a  holiday  are 
Hying,  in  order  to  see  the 
genuine  Green  Bushes  in  the 
Country  —  will  attract  the 
crowds  of  Country  Cousins 
who  invariably  come  up  to 
Town  just  at  this  time. 

THE  Government  should  not 
trade  or  speculate,  say  the 
Radicals.  Certainly  their  ex- 
periment as  Black-king  makers 
(in  Zululand)  has  not  proved 
such  a  shining  success  as  to 
excite  the  jealousy  of  Messrs. 
DAY  AND  MABTIH. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.   147. 


M.  WADDINGTON, 

THE  CLEVER  BULL- POODLE  OF  ANOLO-FKENCH  BREED  :  MAIS,  L' UNION 
FAIT  LA  FORCS. 


RHINE  AND  REASON. 
(By  the  Brummagem  Byron.) 

"  A  little  railway  has  been  con- 
structed from  Kon'igswintor  to  the 
'  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels.'  " 
The  World. 

THE  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels 
We  used  to  climb  to  from 

the  Rhine, 
And  classed  it  with  the  Rhenish 

"  sells  " 
When  toiling  np  the  stoop 

incline  ! 

But  now  I  bustle  up  by  steam. 
To  take  a  lunch  of  fruit  and 

wine ; 

And    gaze    upon    the    rolling- 
stream, 
And  hurry  back  along  the 

line! 
I  'd   stand  a   "  first  return " 

with  glee, 
And  double  joy  wert  thou 
with  me ! 

POOR  plucky,  but  too  des- 
perately rash.  Captain  WEBB! 
To  swim  Niagara  was  the 
swunimit  of  his  ambition,  and 
he  failed.  It  seems  uncertain 
whether  the  Railway  Compa- 
nies encouraged  him,  or  not. 
We  fancy  not ;  but  if  they 
did,  we  should  probably  have 
heard  by  this  time  that  they 
have  handed  over  the  very 
poor  compensation  of  two 
thousand  pounds  to  his  widow. 


"  On,  Stanley,  On  !  " 

SAYS  M.  DE  BKAZZA, 

"  You  try  all  your  art,  Sir, 

But  as  to  the  Congo 

You  shan't  farther  on  go." 

THE  UNKINDEST  "CUT"  OF 
ALL  (for  M.  DE  LESSEPS). — An 
English  Suez  Canal. 


A  COMIC  COMPLAINT. 

( Which,  but  for  Us  subject,  might  be  a  Chapter  of  Happy  Thoughts.) 

I  WILL  never  again  speak  disrespectfully  of  the  Colic.    Somehow 

*>mc  to  consider  it  as  a  comic  complaint,  as  something  which 

d  come  to  be  designated  by  the  Clown  at  Christmas,-if  I  remember 

ightly  as  to  when  and  from  whom  I  first  heard  the  expression,-as 

••  ly  wobbles."  I  could  almost  swear  that  if  not  in  a  Pantomime 

atall  events  a  Clown  in  a  Circus,  a  "  Shakspearian  Clown," 

».  to  whom,  as  a  boy,  I  looked  up  with  a  sort  of  reverence  ;  I  say, 

emphatically   "  a  sort  of,"  because  I  cannot  now  arrive  at  what  sort 

It  Was.      But.  anvlmw    Ha  «••  0»V__^a£«.    --JIwasa 


.      '      «".~****'«*  *  IMMUWH  iiu\v  arrive  at  wnui  SO 

i.     But,  anyhow,  he  was  Shakspearian.  and  I  was 
upon  fen  VKSM:AUK  in  my  earliest  youth,  beginnir 
^amb  stales,"— which,  I  am  bound  to  say,  stoc 


wkh  aut  ,  »  »Y  eares   yout,    eginning 

in  Jn£l    Sf$  *     Lamb  8tal<—  "hicX  I  am  bound  to  say,  stood 
.stead  for  many  years  established  me  above  my  fellows  as 
5d££$LS  ^AKSPEAHE,  whose  plays  I  don't  suppose  I  really 
I!u  t  the  1,  ss  Vkn        ^e.w°rd  -until  long  after  I  hacfleft  school 

,nts  likl  ,at  l?UpPCrP  "^  m  tK8trand'  dmded 
UKe  stalls  in  a  stable    with  tho  lnvtn»v 

of  a  pewter  pot,  and  a  general  feeline  that  a7 
was  quite  the  man  about  town4  say  wftf  t 
rare  opportunities  of  making  acquaintance  with 

""1"an<ltll 


f  °UT 
'      tT  l 


as  "The  Great  Shakspearian  Clown,"  and  who  was  invariably  attached 
—I  have  never  been  able  to  ascertain  the  mysterious  connection — to  a 
Circus.  I  have  been  a  pretty  regular  Theatre  and  Circus-goer  in  my 
time,  but  I  never  remember  having  seen  a  Shakspearian  Clown,  as 
such,  taking  the  part  of  an  ordinary  Clown  in  a  Pantomime,  even 
when  that  Clown  preserved  the  traditions  of  his  order,  and  had  not 
compromised  his  dignity  by  descending  to  tumbling  and  acrobatism. 

[Note.— I  cannot  help  pausing,  as  I  write  the  word  "  acrobatism  " 
for  the  first  time.  I  fancy  it  ought  to  be  "  acrobancy,"— like  necro- 
mancy, only,  on  the  other  hand,  a  professor  of  the  latter  art  is  not 
called  a  "  Necromat  "—so  we  '11  leave  it  at  "  acrobatism,"  which  is  a 
good  word,  and  proceed  with  the  subject  in  hand.] 

With  this  youthful  reverence  for  SHAKSPEARE,— "  reverence  to 
authority "  was  early  instilled  into  me  as  a  principle,  and  SHAK- 
SPEARE was  always  being  brought  forward  as  "an  authority,"  so  henco 
logically  my  reverence.— no  wonder  that  anything  that  tell  from  the 
lips  of  a  Shakspearian  Clown,  praised  as  such  by  my  elders,  who  pointed 
him  out  to  me  immediately  on  his  appearance  in  the  Ring,  and  said 

There  he  is ! "  with  as  much  earnestness  and  pride  (as  having  a 
,  share  in  him  at  so  much  a  head  paid  for  our  seats)  as  if  he  had  been 
i  the  late  Lord  BEACONSFIELD  or  the  present  PEEMIEB,  should  retain  a 
firm  hold  upon  my  memory.  I  am  sure  that  that  Shakspearian  Clown 
°n  more  than  one  occasion  inquired  most  anxiously  after  the  health 
oi  the  Master  of  the  Ring,  a  magnificent  person  in  a  fancy  uniform 
of  uncertain  nationality,  which  would  have  been  decidedly  military 
had  it  not  been  equally  naval,  and  would,  therefore,  have  been 
(when  I  como  to  think  of  its  gold  epaulettes,  gold  braid,  blue 
trousers  with  gold  stripes,  patent  leather  boots,  and  spurs)  the  very 
uniiorm  for  a  General  of  the  Horse-Marine  Force,  had  such  a  branch 
ot  the  service  ever  been  called  into  existence  by  the  necessities  of 
some  extraordinary  campaign. 

The  Master  of  the  Ring !    There  has  never  been  one  like  him 
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THE    ODD-JOB    MAN. 


Do 


"I   WANT   YOU   TO   MKNI)    THE    LEO    OP  THIS  KlTCUEN  TABLE,    SMITHSON. 
YOU   KEEL    WAI.  TO   THE  JoB  (  " 

"EQUAL  TO  THE  JOB,  M'M  I    WHY,  Ms  ASD  A  TEW  MATES  o'  MINE   BUILT 

THE   'ol.L   OF  THE   NEW   LjAW   COURTS,    M'Ml" 

[Job  turns  out  a  complete  failure  all  the  same  I 


since,  and  never  will  bo,  for  I  speak  of  the  past  glories  of  "  ASHLEY'S,"  and  oi 
the  immortal  WIDDICOMB,  who  disappeared  many  many  years  ago,  and  who,  1 
am  convinced,  as  I  never  saw  any  record  of  his  death  and  burial,  nor  have  ever 
met  anyone  who  had,  is  even  now,  at  this  present  moment,  existing  somewhere, 
like  t lie  old  Dutch  Navigators  in  the  liar?:  Mountains, like  the  O'DoNOOHTE  on  his 
white  horse  under  the  lake,  like  the  Cid  in  the  Spanish  mountains,  and  is  ready 
dressed  as  of  yore,  epaulettes  bright,  heavy  moustache  black  as  jet,  hair 
luxuriant  and  glossy,  splendid  complexion,  piercing  _  eyes,  with  spotless  white 
kid  gloves,  carrying  a  long  ilexible  four-in-hand  whip,  waiting  for  the  resusci- 
tation nt'  tlie  Ancient  Asn  rv's,  and  only  occasionally  revealing  himself  anc 
his  "  scenes  in  a — ghostly  of  course — circle"  to  some  be-mused  Cockney  UipVai 
Winkle,  who  may  have  taken  too  much  at  the  "Mother  lledcap,"  and  lost 
himself  on  Primrose  Hill. 

The  Shakspearian  Clown  was  invariably  deeply  concerned  for  Mr.  WIDDI- 
COMII'S  I,  as  a  boy,  always  thought  he  was  either  Admiral  or  General  WIDDI- 
COMB— health.  It  was  on  one  of  these  occasions,  when  my  young  mind  was 
so  fresh  to  ivceive  impressions,  that  the  Shakspearian  Jester  wanted  to  know 
how  Mr.  WinmroMit  Mas,  and  when  that  Gentleman,  who,  though  always 


"  havintr  heard  that  he  had  been  laid  up  with  the  collywobbles  in  his  pande- 
noo.lles" — whereat  the  audience,  myself  included,  laughed  prodigipuslv. 

1  remember  that  Mr.  WIDDICOMB  did  not  seem  best  pleased  with  the  Shaks- 
pearian  Clown's  faeotiousness  on  this  occasion,  and  even  emphasised  his  dis- 
pleasure with  a  smart  crack  of  the  lash,  which  made  the  Jester  hop  and  cry, 
'  Oh !  please  don't,  Sir," — whereat,  being  quite  sure  that  our  favourite  Clowi 
was  only  pretending,  and  wasn't  in  reality  hurt  the  least  bit,  we  all  laughec 
airain  ;  and  more  heartily  than  before,  as  we  felt  somehow  that  our  laughter  al 
the  previous  allusion  to  the  mvsterious  complaint  from  which  it  had  been  given 
out  that  Admiral  or  General  "WiDDicosra  had  been  suffering  had  been  a  little 
ill-timed,  and  had  been,  in  fact,  an  ebullition  of  risibility  not  in  any  way  to 
be  proud  of  as  a  specimen  of  our  sympathy  or  of  our  good-breeding. 

What   part   of   Mr.    WIDDICOMB  s    anatomy,    or    of   anyone's    anatomy, — 


.hough  he  being  such  a  remarkable  man  it  might 
lave  been  something  special  in  Aim,— the  "pande- 
noodles"  were,  where  the  "  Collywobbles "  had  given 
lim  so  much  internal  trouble,  no  one  has  ever  been  able 
:o  afford  me  the  slightest  information.  But  as  to  the 
"Collywobbles"  there  has  never  been  any  doubt  in  the 
mind  of  any  schoolboy.  Now.  no  one  that  I  ever  met 
ever  spoke  seriously  as  from  their  own,  painful  experi- 
ence in  my  hearing  of  "  the  Colic,"  but.  on  the  contrary, 
classed  it  under  the  head  of  "  Collywobbles  "generally, 
so  that  I  came  to  consider  "  Colic  "  as  a  specific  form  of 
the  generic  "Collywobbles":  "Colic"  being  evidently 
singular,  and  "Collywobbles,"  a  collection  of  wobbles. 

This  view  was  borne  out  by  two  things :  first,  a  con- 
founded song — I  can't  help  being  annoyed  with  it,  having 
been  deceived  by  it  all  my  life  up  to  now, — of  a  baccha- 
nalian character,  commencing — 

Punch  cure*  the  gout, 

The  "  Colic,"  and  the  "  ptiiiic." 

But  what  "  ptisio  "  is,  or  whether  I  have  even  correctly 
remembered  its  orthography,  I  don't  know,  and  most 
medical  men  whom  I  have  consulted  have  given  it  as  their 
opinion  that  the  "  ptisio  "  was  an  effort  of  the  Poet's 
imagination  in  order  to  end  the  line  with  a  word  to 
rhyme  with  physic, — the  verse  being — 

Punch  cures  the  gout, 
The  "  Colic,"  and  the  "ptisie," 
And  it  is  allowed  to  be  (three  time') 
The  very  best  of  physic. 

If  by  "Punch"  were  meant  the  periodical  in  which 
this  essay  appears,  then  everyone  with  the  command  of 
threepence  would  be  able  to  cure  himself  by  the  expendi- 
ture of  that  trifling,  but  never  better  spent,  amount. 
But,  alas,  it  is  not  so — and  as  to  the  awful  concoction 
known  as  "  Punch."  by  whomsoever  made,  whether 
bottled,  cold,  or  in  the  bowl,  hot,  let  him  who  shall  dare 
to  say  that  it  is  any  specific  for  Colic  (we  needn't  trouble 
ourselves  about  "ptisie"),  or  remedy  for  the  mildest 
attack  of  that  excruciating  malady,  DC  henceforth  and 
for  ever  anathema.  Well,  that  song  led  me  astray ; 
"  the  Colic !  "  who  would  care  for  a  complaint  which  you 
laughed  at  with  boon  companions  round  the  bowl-^-almost 
drinking  its  health — and  which  everyone  of  a  jovial  tem- 
perament put  on  a  par  with  the  imaginary  ptisie,"  or 
joked  about,  out  of  the  song,  as  Collywobbles,  or  very 
contemptuously  as  "wobbles  without  the  "  colly." 

In  later  days,  when  "  collies"  were  the  fashion,  it  oc- 
curred to  me  that  the  Collv-wobbles  might  be  "  wobbles  " 
peculiar  to  this  class  of  dog,  as  "  staggers  "are  peculiar 
to  horses.  But  I  dismiss  this,  as  it  has  no  bearing  on 
the  comic  aspect  in  which  I  had  come  to  regard  this 
complaint.  What  finally  fixed  my  idea  of  it  was  seeing 
at  my  friend  BOODELS'  a  drawing  by  GEOBOE  CRUTK- 
SIIAX'K,  called  "  The  Colic."  It  represented  an  old- 
fashioned  elderly  spinster,  in  an  old-fashioned  dress— 
date  about  the  Waterloo  period — with  a  cord  tightly 
bound*  round  her  waist,  at  each  end  of  which  were  little 
comic  imps  viciously  pulling  with  all  their  might  and 
main,  and  doing  their  utmost  to  bisect  the  unhappy 
elderly  Lady  at  a  given  point.  The  elderly  spinster  was 
represented  as  holding  her  hands  to  her  hips,  and  her  face 
was  expressive  of  the  most  excruciating  agony. 

Unfortunately,  like  the  mishaps  which  happening  in  a 
Pantomime  ought  to  cause  intense  suffering  to  the  Daby, 
who  is  sat  upon  and  smashed,  to  the  nurse,  who  runs 
away  screaming,  to  the  tall  man,  whose  head  comes  off 
(without  much  apparent  inconvenience  to  himself),  and 
to  the  policeman  who  is  shot  out  of  a  cannon  and  his  limbs 
scattered  about  (till  subsequently  collected  and  put  to- 
gether by  some  ingenious  process),  but  wliich  only  provoke 
the  spectator  to  shouts  of  laughter,  these  torments  as 
depicted  by  the  late  GEOKGE  CEuiKsn.vxK  in  his  own 
inimitable  fashion,  simply  amused  me,  specially  as  the 
Artist  had  slily  pointed  the  moral  by  introducing  on  the 
wall  a  portrait  of  the  sufferer  herself  in  her  previously 
robust  health,  standing  at  a  spirit-cupboard,  and  holding 
a  rum-bottle  to  her  lips,  with  her  head  well  thrown 
back.  "  Oho,"  said  I,  "  that  was  what  used  to  bring 
on  the  old-fashioned  Colic  at  the  Waterloo  period,— or 
more  correctly  the  Rummilies  period, — was  it?  Well, 
thank  Goodness,  we  don't  do  that  nowadays ;  and  at  all 
events  I  never" — and  so  on  (I  admit  it  now],  in  the  most 
pharasaic  style. 

But  the  other  day— no  matter  how— no  matter  when— 
suddenly  I  was  laid  up.  I  writhed  with  pain  ;  I  tossed 
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about ;'  I  rolled  from  side  to  side ;  I  groaned  and  groaned  till  I 
afraid  the  neighbours  would  send  in  to  ask  me  to  go  and  groan  some- 
where else.  I  kept  on  groaning— it  was  a  relief— a  great  relief .  Even 
people  at  a  meeting,  who  don't  agree  with  the  speaker  s  sentiments, 
or  who  don't  approve  of  some  one  he  has  mentioned,  groan,  and  it 
relieves  them.  When  I  am  ill,  what  is  the  use  of  silent  suffering  P 
If  you  want  real  sympathy  and  pity,  groan.  Don't  overdo  it :  at 
unequal  intervals  is'the  best  for  sympathy.  Then,  as  I  got  worse,  up 
sprang  old  cowardly  enemies,  led  by  a  force  under  command  of 
General  Gout  in  my  left  foot,  and  attacked  me  in  the  most  cowardly 
uii'l  dastardly  manner.  Within  a  i'<-w  hours  1  was  prostrated; 
writhing  and  groaning. 

Then  came  the  Doctor.  He  prescribed.  I  became  a  trifle  better, 
and,  on  the  first  opportunity  (after  two  days  of  it),  but  before  I 
had  reached  the  improved  stage  when  I  could  wait  to  consider  whether 
I  should  groan  or  not,  Tasked  him  (as  I  always  like  to  know), 

Doctor,  what  have  I  been  suffering  from  ?  " 
Welf, 


1"  '.Mil 

something.    What  is  it  ?  " 

He  hesitated.  A  light— a  light  that  had  broken  in  upon  me  when 
I  was  in  one  of  my  worst  writhings  at  night — a  revelation  that  came 
upon  me  when  my  head  was  hot,  when  idiotic  fantastic  faces,  in 
white  cooks'  caps,  (the  ghosts  of  past  good  dinners)  would  come  in 
crowds  and  grimace  and  gibber  at  me — that  light  by  which,  in  those 
long,  weary  hours,  I  had  seen  re-produced  in  a  waking  vision  CROTK- 
SHANK'S  picture  of  the  elderly  spinster  in  tortures — that  light  which, 
at  the  same  time,  had  shown  me  three  jovial  souls,  seated  at  a 
round  table,  singing  that  verse  I  have  already  quoted — that  light 
which  had  brought  back  to  me  the  Shakspearian  Clown  cutting  jokes 
at  WIDDICOIIB'S  expense,  while  I  was  in  agonies,  and  the  clock 
was  monotonously  ticking  off  the  minutes  in  that  hard,  unsympathetic 
manner,  so  remarkable  in  all  clocks  in  a  sick  room, — that  light  broke 
upon  me  now,  as  I  raised  myself  up  in  bed,  and,  looking  him  straight 
in  the  face,  said,  "Doctor,  I  know.  I  have  had  an  attack  of  the 
'Colic'!" 

"  You  have,"  he  replied,  as  if  he  were  surprised  at  my  naming  it. 
'  It  has  been  a  sharp  attack  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"  Very,"  he  answered,  emphatically. 

"  Doctor,"  I  asked,  diffidently,  "  '  Colic '  is  an  old-fashioned  com- 
plaint"— he  assented — "and  I  have  always  associated  it  with 
'Collywobbles.'"  He  smiled.  "  It  is  not  that,  is  it  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not,"  he  replied. 

"  Then  I  have  been  wrong  in  considering  '  Colic '  as  a  comic  com- 
plaint, eh,  Doctor?" 

"  Comic !  "  he  exclaimed,  utterly  astonished.  Then,  shaking  his 
head  slowly,  he  said,  "It's  the  very  reverse  of  comic.  The  pain  is 
most  severe ;  and,  when  the " 

But  here  he  went  into  a  technical  description  of  the  malady.  It 
was  very  learned,  and  he  even  gave  me  the  Latin  word  for  it,  which 
would  be  used  in  the  Medical  Scientific  Dictionary  ;  but  the  Colic 
by  any  other  name  would  be  as  painful.  One  thing,  however,  I  vow 
—that  never  again  will  I  speak  disrespectfully  of  the  Colic,  and 
never,  never,  never,  never  smile  at,  or  countenance,  any  playful 
allusion  to  this  malady  by  the  style  and  title  of  "  Collywobbles." 
No,  never  ! 

Our  Too  Sensitive  Neighbour. 

BETTER  not  annex  New  Guinea  for  fear  of  wounding  the  suscepti- 
liilitirs  of  France. 

!;>'!' r  not  make  any  fuss  about  the  Tamatave  affair  for  fear  of 
wounding  French  susceptibilities. 

Better  reconsider  the  Channel  Tunnel  Question,  and  let  us  have 
two  or  three  Tunnels  from  Dover  to  Calais,  because  if  we  don't  we 
may  wound  French  susceptibilities. 


and  Paul  have  found  their  way  to  the  Gaiety.     They 
"me  from  America,   bringing  with  'them    any    number   of 
.     I  bey  rail  themselves  a  "Comic  Opera,"  'but  this  they 
umly  are  not.  as  they  arc  unquestionably  a  "  Burlesque."    It  is 
not  strange,  considering  their  intimat.-  acquaintanceship,  that  thev 
''""'.''  l':'.vy  li'^1  wen  the  (theatrical)  light  in  the  United  States 
•:  bright,  dresses  pretty.     For  the  rest  the  heroine  herself  is 
utted  by  both  worlds  to  be  "  beautiful."    Under  these  circum- 
it  is  probable  that  however  of  ten  you  see  Virginia,  she  will 
never  pall  upon  you. 

M.  CiiAi.i.KMKL-LACorR  commenced  his  answer  to  the  Due  DF 
question  about  Tonnuin  with  "  1  'u  Due,"  -  "  JVe  me 
.,  ^  interrupted  the  Due,  but  it  was  at  once  explained 


»/..//,= 


SORS  SHAKSPEAR1ANA. CAPTAIN  WEBB. 

(Drowned  in  his  attempt  to  sunm  Niagara.) 

"  I  SAW  him  beat  the  surges  under  him. 
And  ride  upon  their  backs  ;  he  trod  the  water 
Whose  enmity  he  flung  aside,  and  breasted 
The  surge  most  swoln  that  met  him  ;  his  bold  head 
'Bove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and  oar'd 
Himself  with  his  good  arms  in  lusty  stroke 
To  the  shore,  that  o'er  his  wave- worn  basis  bowed, 
As  stooping  to  relieve  him :    Never  more 
Came  he  alive  to  land. 

Alas!  he's  gone." 

[From  The  Tempest,  very  slightly  adapted,  and  we  only  wish  we  could 
give  it  exactly. — Act  I.,  Sc.  1.] 


BEGINNING  IN  SMOKE. 

(Supplementary  to  a  recent  Correspondence.) 

SIB, — Your  Correspondent,  "  A  RESIGNED  VICTIM,"  is  wrong  in 
supposing  that  this  vicious  habit,  if  contracted  early  in  life,  must  be 
regarded  as  incurable.  On  the  contrary,  the  process  of  cure  is  as 
simple  as  it  is  certain.  When  a  young  man,  like  most  young  men,  I 
squandered  my  income  lavishly  on  high -class  cigars,  giving  often  as 
much  as  five  farthings  a-pieoe  for  the  most  remarkable  brands.  The 
mischief  done  to  my  health  was  appalling,  and,  spite  the  character 
and  quality  of  the  tobacco,  I  was  continually  seized  with  vertigo, 
nausea,  paralytic  amaurosis,  intermittent  mania,  and  all  the  symptoms 
of  diphtheric  tetanus.  An  accident  came  to  my  rescue.  A  friend 
recommended  me  one  day  to  try  a  cigar  of  which  he  was  able,  by  a 
fortunate  chance,  to  let  me  have  seventy-five  boxes  at  a  figure  that 
brought  down  the  price  to  about  something  like  forty  a  shilling-,  I 
did  not  mind  this  for  a  really  good  cigar,  and  took  the  whole  con- 
signment. I  at  once  tried  a  sample  of  my  new  purchase.  Incredible 
as  it  may  sound,  I  gave  up  smoking  then  and  there.  When  my 
friends,  inveterate  smokers,  dined  with  me,  I  put  these  fine  cigars 
before  them.  They  have  all  gradually  given  up  smoking — at  my 
bouse.  You  may  regard  this  as  a  curious  phenomenon,  but  it  is  the 
sase  ;  and  I  leave  "  A  RESIGNED  VICTIM  "  to  account  for  it  as  best 
lie  can,  and  inspect,  if  he  likes,  the  seventy-four  surplus  boxes  that, 
though  now  in  prime  condition,  still  remain,  somehow,  on  the  hands 
of  one  who  where  a  cigar  is  concerned  has  always  considered  himself 

AN  EXCELLENT  JUDGE. 

SIR, — Your  Correspondent,  "A  THOUGHTFUL  M.D.,"  is  a  fool.  I 
shall  be  one  hundred  and  five  next  March,  and  I  have  smoked  an 
ounce  of  Birdseye  every  three  hours  for  the  last  two-and-ninety 
years.  As  I  am  always  blowing  a  cloud,  humorous  friends  (sorry 
wit,  I  call  it)  allude  to  me  as  "  Old  Furnace,"  but  I  prefer,  Sir,  very 
much  to  subscribe  myself  to  you  as  BLASTUS 

SIB,  MB.  EDITOR, — I  've  smoked  (rather)  ever  since  I  was  four,  and 
I  'm  now  close  on  thirteen,  and  I  ain't  a  bit  the  worse  for  it.  I  began 
on  penhpldersj  mother's  bonnet  feathers,  and  brown  paper,  but  I  've 
aow  got  into  Pickwicks.  Uncle  smokes  Pickwicks.  Woppers.  Them 's 
the  Pickwicks  I  've  got  into ;  becos  I  tried  to  break  Uncle  of  Pick- 
wicks.  I  tried  to  break  Uncle  of  Pickwicks  by  putting  all  the  right 
ends  into  Blacking.  That  broke  Uncle  ;  but  didn't  he  have  a  jolly 
row  with  his  cigar  man  !  Aunt  thought  it  was  the  Blue  Ribbon.  It 
wasn't.  It  was  the  Blacking.  Uncle  don't  like  Blacking.  I  do ; 
and  ain't  I  having  a  time  of  it  ?  Oh,  no !  BOBBY 

SIB, — I  had  the  misfortune  yesterday  to  swallow  my  pipe — a  hand- 
some full-sized  Hungarian  briar.  Can  any  of  your  Correspondents 
tell  me  what  I  had  better  do  ? 

1  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  Servant, 

ADMONITFS. 
[This  correspondence  must  now  cease. — ED.] 


E  OF  NAME. — There  have  recently  been  some  complaints  in 
(he  Times  that  the  well-known  C.  S.  Coach,  Mr.  WEEN,  has  fre- 
iiieiit  ly  claimed  as  the  results  of  his  own  special  training  pupils  who 
bad  only  been  with  him  a  short  time,  and  who  it  was  said  owed  their 
success  in  examination  to  former  instructors.  If  this  were  proved, 
Mr.  WREN  would  have  to  change  his  name,  and  instead  of  a  Wren 
be  could  become  a  Cuckoo.  But  we  can't  think  that  a  WREN  would 
be  a  Robbin'  in  any  sort  of  way. 

' '  THE  Diversion  of  the  Sir  Darya,"  read  out  LAVINIA  RAMSBOTHAM, 
Bless  me !  "  interrupted  her  excellent  Aunt,  "  I  thought  it  was  the 

name  of  a  new  poem,  but  of  course  it 's  a  new  Knight.    Well,  my 

dear,  go  on  and  tell  me  how  he  diverted  himself." 


W  lo 


u  ur,  ca,,  can  c|ontnDut;,-.;8,  whether  MS     Primed  Matter,  or  Drawing.,   bo  returned,  unless  accompanied 
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TO    BE    CONTINUED  -  IN    TWO    PARTS." 


•  fill-  Hi.-  Jbi'l-  Park  Corner  diffl- 

TnKRj;  is  no  doubt  that  those  who  destroy  should  also  he  able  to 
construct,  Reform  means  a  change  of  pattern,  not  an  eating-tip  of 
material.  Thus,  a  heavy  responsibility  rests  upon  those  who  pouM 
down  the  Duke  of  WKI.I.IWTON'S  Statue  —  to  put  it  up  again. 
Where  ?  Echo  answers,  "  Air  !  "  And  there  is  something  in  the 
idea  of  sendincr  it  up  high-sky-high,  over  a  charge  of  gunpowder. 
Still,  this  would  be  a  primitive  method  of  dealing  with  the  scandal, 
the  more  especially  as  many  may  think  that  the  Statue  has  been 
blown  up  enough  already.  So,  discarding  Echo's  suggestion,  it  will 
be  necessary  to  discover  another  answer  to  "  What  to  do  with  it  ? 
The  latest  iaca,  to  "  melt  it  down,"  seems  crude. 

As  a  preliminary  it  may  be  as  well  to  consider  the  work  of  Art  —  it 
mast  be  of  Art,  for  it  certainly  has  nothing  to  do  with  Nature  !—  as  a 
whole.  Then,  regarded  as  a  whole,  the  Statue  seems  to  be  easily  divisible 
into  two  parts  —  the  horse  and  the  rider.  How  these  two  parts  ever 
came  together,  it  is  difficult  to  understand,  unless  the  work  was  executed 


The  Horse  without  the  Rider.    The  "  Steed  "  in  the  Circle. 

by  contract.  The  horse  is  evidently  on  the  worst  possible  terms 
with  his  rider.  He  is  stretching  out  his  head  as  if  in  search  of  food, 
and  seems  to  be  on  the  eve  of  walking  into  a  stable  low  enough  to 
unseat  his  rider  as  he  passes  through.  On  the  other  hand,  the  Duke 
appears  to  be  supremely  unconscious  that  he  is  on  horseback.  He 
apparently  is  giving  his  whole  mind  to  the  rather  absurd  task  he  has 
set  himself— to  shoot  some  small  birds  with  a  telescope.  Thus  it 
may  be  convenient  to  separate  these  incongruous  companions  who, 
after  so  many  years  of  forced  neighbourship,  no  doubt  regard  each 
other  with  familiarly-engendered  contempt. 

As  the  nobler  creature  (purely,  of  course,  from  an  artistic  point  of 
view),  priority  for  thu  horse.  At  a  glance  it  will  be  seen  that  the 
charger  cannot  be  used  as  a  saddler's  dummy  for  the  display  of 
harness.  His  attitude  is  too  absurd  for  any  purpose  of  that  sort. 
However,  (lure  is  a  refuge  open  to  him.  A  comic  horse  is  always 
popular  in  a  Circus.  Any  quadruped  of  ordinary  intelligence  can 
escape  the  shafts  of  the  bathing-machine  for  almost  an  unlimited 
time  by  learning  how  to  find  a  handkerchief  concealed  in  a  heap  of 
sawdust  placed  in  an  accustomed  spot  ;  or,  better  still,  by  taking  "a 
glass  of  sherry  wine  with  the  Clown."  Thus,  by  fitting  up  the 
statue  of  the  horse  with  a  little  simple  machinery,  he  would  become 
quite  an  attraction  at  HF.NGLEH'S,  SAXGF.R'S,  or  any  other  well-known 
hippodrome. 

Having  disposed  of  the  charger,  "  the  hero  of  a  hundred  fights" 
remains,  and  fortunately  a  capital  site  is  waiting  to  receive  him.  He 
is  certainly  ridiculous.  This  is  as  it  should  be,  as  the  pedestal  that 
should  lie  given  to  him  is  equally  grotesque.  It  is  generally  imagined 
that  there  is  a  magnificent  monument  to  the  Iron  Duke  in  .St.  Paul's 
Cathedral.  Nine  people  out  of  ten,  if  asked  what  they  thought  of 
the  Wellington  Memorial  in  WKKN'S  masterpiece,  would  answer, 
"  Oh,  it 's  very  grand — in  fact,  splendid.''  Such  a  replv  would  only 
prove  that  nine  persons  out  of  ten  never  visit  the  Church  of  the 
Metropolis  from  one  year's  end  to  another.  It  has  been  asserted 
that  the  Dean  and  Chapter  have  acted  in  a  foolish  spirit  in  placing 
this  "grand  monument"  in  an  out-of-the-way  corner  with  a  screen 
in  front  of  it  to  make  it  the  more  difficult  of  identification.  This  is 
unjust  to  the  Cathedral  dignitaries,  who  have  shown  much  wisdom 
and  discrimination  in  their  choice  of  a  site  for  what  may  be  also 
aptly  called  a  sight !  But  such  a  sight !  The  effigy  of  the  Iron  Duke 
is  resting  upon  a  stretcher,  which  has  been  placed  iipon  a  sarcophagus 
three  si/es  too  small  for  it.  The  Sculptor  has  evidently  observed  the 
insufficiency  ot'  the  accommodation  provided,  as  he  has  called  in  the 
assistance  of  some  cherubim,  who  are  doing  their  level  best  to  keep 
the  stretcher  from  tumbling  over.  The  sarcophagus  itself  rests  upon 


the  feeblest  of  foundations.  A  lot  of  miscellaneous  armour  has  been 
piled  into  a  heap,  and  this  heap  serves  as  a  stand  for  the  diminutive 
sarcophagus  and  the  extra-sized  stretcher.  Up  above,  on  an  arch, 
•ire  two  pairs  of  Lndi.  s 
and  Gentlemen.  The  first 
pair,  to  the  West  of  the 
monument,  consists  of  a 
skittish  young  female 
thrusting  a  male  would- 
be  football  player  off  a 
pedestal.  It  will  be  ad- 
mitted at  once  that  the 
idea  is  admirable  as  a 

actical  joke.    Regarded 

wever  as  an  ornament 
to  the  interior  of  a 
Cathedral,  it  is,  to  say 
the  least,  unsuitable.  On 
the  Eastern  side  a  Lady 
is  literally  "sitting"  upon 
a  Gentleman,  who  is 
grumblingly  bearing  her 
weight  on  a  shield.  This, 
too,  is  funny  but  foolish. 
Fortunately  the  top  of  the 
monument  has  no  statue, 
and  here  the  effigy  of  the 
Iron  Duke  now  resting  at 
Hyde  Park  Corner  might 
be  placed  with  the  most 
telling  effect.  No  doubt 
it  would  be  rather  tall  for 
the  present  chapel,  but 
the  roof  might  be  removed  Tfce  Rider  without  the  HOT*.  The  Book 

to    allow    of    the    head  on  the  S1uar*' 

appearing  in  the  next  storey.    A  clerk's  stool  would  serve  as  an 

excellent  support  to  the  horseless  rider. 

Thus  finished,  the  monument,  taken  as  a  whole,  would  be  assuredly 
judged  incapable  of  further  improvement.  The  door  of  the  screen 
might  then  be  locked,  and  the  key  lost,  and  (who  knows  P)  in  years 
to  come  the  Statue  might  be  forgotten !  But  before  shutting  the 
door  for  good,  it  would  be  as  well  to  add  the  Griffin  and  other  equally 
appreciated  works  of  Art  to  the  collection,  so  that  the  space  of  the 
to-be-sealed-np  chapel  should  be  fully  utilised. 

Should  the  above  scheme  be  adopted,  the  greatest  benefit  to  the 
community  would  be  immediately  secured.  However,  should  senti- 
mentalists object  to  a  plan  so  sensible,  so  reasonable,  there  is  only 
one  alternative.  Instead  of  regarding  the  monument  as  a  whole,  it 
should  be  gazed  upon  in  a  hole.  Someone  should  dig  a  pit  large 
enough  for  the  reception  of  the  Statue.  The  horse  and  his  rider 
should  be  slipped  in,  and  then  the  opening  should  be  filled  up.  This 
would  be  following  the  precedent  set  in  the  case  of  the  Statue  of 
CHAKLES  THE  FIRST.  However,  in  the  case  of  CHARLES  THE  FIRST  the 
exact  spot  where  the  Statue  was  buried  was  remembered.  In  the 
case  of  the  Iron  Duke The  remainder  of  the  sentence  is  obvious. 


THE  BIRDS  IN  CONCLAVE. 

The  Grouse  loqv 

"TnE  reports  from  the  Moors  are  encouraging."    Trash ! 

I  could  write  a  report  that  would  settle  their  hash  ; 

I  could  tell  them  of  over-destruction,  disease. 

Of  a  bad  hatching  season,  and  then,  if  you  please. 

All  the  Cockneys  would  think  that  the  sport  was  too  dear, 

And  would  leave  us  in  peace,  say  till  this  time  next  year. 

The  Partridge. 

You  are  right,  my  dear  Grouse  ;  but,  my  friend,  don't  you  see, 
If  they  spared  you,  it  would  be  far  harder  on  me ; 
'Tis  in  vain  I  am  "  wild  "  when  the  season  begins, 
What  with  villainous  "  chokebores  "  the  murderer  wins; 
And  although  with  the  Frenchmen*  like  rabbits  I  run, 
One  must  sometimes  get  up  to  that  terrible  gun ! 

The  Pigtvn. 

Came  a  quavering  voice  from  a  little  Blue-rock : 

"  The  approach  ot  the  season  may  give  you  a  shock  ; 

But  your  grief,  like  my  own,  would  be  far  more  profound, 

If  they  potted  you  very  near  all  the  vear  round  !  ' 

"Oh,  "shut  up!  "  cried  "the  Grouse  and  the  Partridge.    "I'd/will 

Find  protection  henceforth  in  the  Andersen  Bill ! ' 

*  Xot  th»  countrymen  of  valorous  M.  LISSEFS,  but  the  French  partridges, 
which  dn  run. 
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"WHAT  ox  EAETH  AKE  YOU  DOING  WITH  THE  CRUET-STAND?" 

"On,  WE  'BE  ONLY  OILINO  THE  JOINTS  OF  THE  TORTOISE.    IT  MOVES  ALONQ 

SO  STIFFLY,    POOR  THINO  !  " 


BUMBLE  IN  WONDERLAND. 

fn  which  our  Old  Friend  liberates  hit  pent-up  feelings  after  ipelling  out,  in  th 
"  Times,"  a  marvellous  account  of  the  Yellowstone  Natio-nal  Park,  Wyoming 
which  President  Arthur  is  shortly  about  to  visit. 

GOODJTEKS  gracious !   I  rubs  my  old  eyes,  as  though  dust  or  delusion  had  got  'em 
It  feels  like  that  cove  in  the  play — I  aUuge  to  a  party  named  Bottom — 
Or  old  Ripping  Winkles  hisself ;  but  it  isn't  no  dream,  nor  no  spell ; 
And  that  ighly  respektibul  Times  isn't  likely  to  tip  us  a  sell. 

Wich  this  new-fangled  rot  about  Parks,  Open  Spaces  for  kids,  and  sech  muck 
Is  a  thing  as  I  'oped  'ud  die  out.    Arter  this,  I  "m  afraid,  no  sech  luck ! 
Bits  o'  graveyards  and  hacres  o'  waste  as  fillantppists  clammer  for  here, 
Wy,  they  're  mere  tailor's  cuttins  compared  with  the  wonders  of  Yankeedom' 
speer. 

Three  thousand,  three  hundred  square  miles  as  a  Park  for  the  People  !   Oh,  lor 
The  mouth  as  can  bolt  that  at  once  must  be  blessed  with  a  wunderful  jor. 
And  I  wish  I  could  only  believe  as  the  Times  icos  a-aving  a  lark. 
When  they  writ  that  there  "  leader  "  o'  theirn  on  the  Yallerstone  National  Park 

Park  f    Jest  as  well  talk  of  all  Kent  as  a  feller's  back-garden,  you  see  ; 
And  there's  me   thought    that    Paddington   plan    as    owdacious  a  dodge 

could  be ! 

I  oppoged  it.  in  course,  tooth  and  nail,  as  a  vile  waste  of  building-plots.    Yes, 
But  Three  Thousand  Three  Hunderd  Square  Miles !    Oh !  it  puts  one's  ideas  i 

a  mess ! 

Rocky  Mountings  runs  through  it!     Thinks  I,  well,   that  don't  sound  lik 

building-plots,  quite ; 

Wich  wy  Nature  should  go  in  for  'ills  is  a  puzzler.     Perhaps  it 's  all  right, 
d  Willas  six  thousand  feet  up,  on  a  blooming  wolcano,  you  know. 
And  so  I  read  on  quite  relieved.    But,  lor'  bless  yer,  it  wasn't  no  go. 

The  things  as  that  harticle  told,  on  the  word  of  a  party  named  NORHIS, 
burpasses  the  wundernest  dreams  of  the  poets,  from  TTJPPER  to  ORRIS. 


Though  I  must  say  as  geysers,  and  spouts,  Gobling  Laby- 
rinths, "  grizzlies/'  and  that, 

n't  quite  my  idea  oi  a  Park,  as  I  'd  greatly  prefer  on 
the  flat. 

ut  the  waste  of  it !    That 's  wot  I  kicks  at.    That  there 

Hacto'  Congress  sets  forth, 
s    the    whole  of    that    \allerstone  "lot"— wich  ten 

figgers  can't  tottle  its  worth— 
s  "reserved  and  withdrawn"  from  the  builders  and 

miners  and  sportsmen,  and  such, 
et  apart  as  a  Park  for  the  People !    The  People !    By 

George,  it 's  too  much. 

'People  be  jiggered,  I  say.    Oh,  I  know  all  that 

dashed  "People"  rot; 
leans  workmen,  clerks,  women  and  kids,  tramps  and 

mudlarks ;  a  narsty  low  lot 
nterferin'  all  over  the  place,  stopping  perks,  spekylation, 

and  trade. 
ut  after  this  Yallerstone  game  they  11  be  fifty  times 

wuss,  I  'm  afraid. 

Wich  I  thought  Uncle  Sam  'ad  more  sense  than  to  chuck 

away  dollars  that  way. 
Wants  BUMBLE  out  there.    Lakes  and  Springs,  game  and 

fish,  woods  and  forests  would  pay ; 
id  though  biling  spouts  and  huge  gulfs,  as  the  Times 

sez,  may  savour  of  Tophet, 
errv  Builders  and  Railway  Directors  'ud  soon  turn  the 
lot  into  profit. 

Jl  I  'ope  is  it  may  not  be  ketching.    Jest  think  if  the 

parties  who  fuss 
Lbout  Paddington  Park  and  the  graveyards  got  playing 

this  caper  on  hits  ! 
We  ain't  got  no  Yallerstone  range,  but  that  our  Open 

Spacers  won't  tumble 
?o   NORKIS'S   'ideous  tip  is  the  warm  hasperation  of 

BUMBLE  ! 


IN  the  case  of  Heaven  v.  Pender— which,  if  there 
were  anything  in  names,  sounds  as  if  the  plaintiff  must 
get  far  and  away,  very  far  and  away,  the  best  of  it— the 
fudge  of  the  Bow  County  Court  (whence  it  came  up  to 
;he  Court  of  Appeal)  thought  that  the  plaintiff,  a  working 
>ainter,  who  had  fallen  and  been  injured  in  the  course 
if  his  work,  "  was  entitled  to  recover."  That  was  some 
:onsolation  to  begin  with  ;  but  the  conscientious  County 
Court  Judge  reserved  the  point,  which,  after  being 
irgued  several  months  ago,  was  only  decided  last  week, 
Dy  which  time  it  is  to  be  hoped  the  painter  had  thoroughly 
recovered,  as  he  was  "  entitled  "  to  do,  from  his  injuries. 
The  appeal  was  decided  in  his  favour,  their  Lordships 
expressing  their  surprise  that  the  amount  of  damage 
claimed  was  only  twenty  pounds.  Fiat  justitia  ruat 
Ccelum.  Poor  Ccelum,  after  all,  can  hardly  be  said  to 
liave  fallen  on  his  legs.  Can  the  poor  painter  be  assisted 
from  the  Royal  Academy  Charitable  Fund  ? 


2  PROPOS  of  the  Suez  Canal,  of  which  subject  everyone 
is  just  now  heartily  tired,  Mr.  COTTON  wrote  a  letter  to 
the  Times  last  week,  commencing— 

"  SIR,— As  I  had  no  opportunity  of  addressing  the  House  on 
Monday  evening  last,  I  shall  esteem  it  a  favour  if  you  will  kindly 
permit  me  to  make  the  following  remarks  in  the  columns  of  the 
ZfOTtt." 

Good  Heavens !  if  the  Editor  of  the  Leading  Journal 
should  allow  all  the  Silent  Members  who,  night  after 
night,  have  no  opportunity  of  addressing  the  House,  t( 
make  their  unspoken  speeches  in  print,  what  woulc 
become  of  the  news,  the  telegrams,  and  the  leading 
articles  '?  Let  us  hope  that  this  will  not  be  considerec 
as  a  precedent,  and  that  the  cautious  Editor  of  the  Times 
will  intimate  to  Mr.  COTTON,  should  he  want  to  run 
another  few  lines  off  his  reel,  that  it  reelly  won't  do. 


WHILE  OUTDA  was  writing  her  latest  novel,  it  wa 
noticed  that  she  was  more  distraite  and  eccentric  than 
was  usual  with  her.    The  reason  is  now  evident.    She 
had  been  struck  by  an  idea,  and  had  taken  to  Wanda  in 
her  mind.    What  a  wanda-f  ul  mind ! 
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HERE    FLIES    A    POST! 


HEBE  flies  a  Post ! 

Marvel  of  the  day. 
Better  bird  than  most, 

Match  him  if  you  may  ! 
Wondrous  strength  of  wing ! 

Wondrous  breadth  of  back  ! 
Pelion  you  mav  fling: 

On  him,  he  'll  not  slack. 
Carrier-pigeon  swift, 

Does  his  mile  a  minute. 
Then  his  power  of  lift .' 

Mercury  not  in  it ! 


SPLENDID    SPECIMEN 

What  would  LESBIA  say  ? 

Ah  !  her  dove-borne  letter 
Quite  eclipsed  to-day ! 

She  would  own  this  better. 
Far  beyond  her  dreams ! 

She  might  vent  her  passion 
Now  in  quires  or  reams, 

(Were  that  still  the  fashion; 
Send  not  only  things, 

Feather-light  and  tiny, 
Kisses,  blossoms,  rings, 

Tresses  small  and  shiny  ; 


OF    A    "  CARRIER." 

She  could  send  her  slippers, 

Nay,  all  minor  luggage, 
Such  as  tourist-trippers, 

In  this  trunk-and-rug  age, 
Comfort-marring,  cram 

Into  railway  carnages. 
World  is  not  all  "Jam," 

liillt'ts-cloiix  and  marriages ; 
So  our  flying  post 

Not  alone  Dan  Cupid 
Serves,  but  all  the  host 

Of  Interests  grave  and  stupid. 


Merchant  and  his  bales, 

Youngster  hoop  that  trundles, 
Tradesman  hot  on  sales, 

Old  dame  sweet  on  bundles. 
Here 's  the  flier's  health ! 

Business  well  may  boast, 
Love,  Law,  Wisdom,  Wealth, — 

"  Here  flies  a  Post '.  " 

A  CnnixEY-SwEEPEB's  life  has 
its  "Sporting"  side.  He  is  deeply 
interested  in  Sweep's  takes  ! 


LrrEHABT  LIGHT  REFRESHMENT. — We  see  announced  Turnortrs  \  MBS.  RAMSBOTHAM  says.  "  I  prefer  SHAKSPEABE'S  hysterical  plays 
from  the  Olobe.  This  publication  will  probably  be  followed  by  Tarts  to  all  his  others,  though  I  like  his  sentimental  and  rheumatic  plays 
frum  the  Times,  Meringues  from  the  Morning  Post,  Twists  from  the  very  much."  But  she  says  she  cannot  understand  why  he  didn't 

Ttltgraph,  Douyh-nuts  from  the  Daily  News,  Sausage-Rolls  from  \  make  a  play  out  of  the  sad  story  of  OLIVIA  CfiOinvixL  and  CHAHLES 

tht  Standard,  and  Amsangwitches  from  the  Advertiser.  THE  FlBSr. 
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ESSENCE     OF     PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED    FROM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


THE    PARLIAMENTARY    PAIRING    SEASON. 

'  Th«  rettrictions  upon  Pairing  have  now  been  relaxed,  and  it  is  expected  that  by  the  end  of  the  week  a  large  number  of  Members  will  have  left  town." 

Standard,  July  31. 


o  bed  ?    Keally  feel  necessity  of  saying  this  is  not  a  joke  ; 
of  solemn  and  serious  fact.    SMALL  gravely  gave  notice  of 

- 


Souse  of  Commons,  Monday  Night,  July  30.  —  Mr.  SMALL,  the 
latest  messenger  of  peace  from  Ireland,  made  a  start  to-night  as 
legislator.  Asked  the  Parliamentary  Secretary  to  the  Local  Govern- 
ment Board  whether  he  knew  to  what  hour  the  Master  of  the  Poland 
Street  Workhouse  stopped  out  at  night,  and  whether  he  was  in 
possession  of  any  information  that  went  to  show  his  average  hour  of 
going  to  bed  ? 
nutter  of  sole 

this  question  :  it  appears  in  printed  list  of  nfty-eight  addressed  to 
Ministers  to-day.  When  turn  came,  SPEAKEE  called  upon  him,  and 
he  rote  in  High  Court  of  Parliament,  put  the  question,  and  Parlia- 
mentary Secretary  of  Local  Government  Hoard,  with  equal  gravity, 
answered  him  ! 

"It's  his  modesty,"  said  Mr.  GIBSON.  "Am  not  sure  whether 
he  't  an  Irishman  born  and  bred,  but  representing  an  Irish  constitu- 
ency is  enough  to  inculcate  principles  of  modesty.  SMALL'S  his 
name,  and  small  's  his  question.  But  it  is  better  to  begin  in  a  small 
wav  »nd  work  upward  than  start  ot  the  other  end  and  come  down." 

Undwitaud  that  this  sort  of  thing  is  likely  to  extend.  Mr.  HEALY 

dl  give  notice  to  ask  PRIME  M'MSTEE  whether  it  i=>  irue  that  the 
Char  woman  of  the  House  of  Commons  has  broiled  bacon  for  breakfast 
and,  if  so,  now  much  ': 

liicsAK  to  ask  the  HOME  SECEETAEY  whether  he  is  in  posses- 
ion  of  any  information  he  can  communicate  to  the  House  as  to 
rumour  of  Policeman  A  278  having  been  observed  in  area  of  house  in 
J>eli;rave  Square,  and  whether  there  is  any  reason  to  suspect  he  was 
in  communication  with  the  Cook  '? 


Mr. 


to  ask  the  Under-Secretary  of  State  for  India 
ether  he  can  inform  the  House  at  what  hour  in  the  morning  the 
ikwar  of  Baroda  gets  up,  and  which  side  of  the  bed  he  is  accus- 
tomed to  select  tor  descent  if 

These  only  sample  of  questions  framed  on  basis  of  Mr.  SMALL'S 
in  every  case  where  unsatisfactory  answer  is  given.  Adjournment 


whi 


Debate  on  Sir  STAFFOED  NOBTHCOTE'S  Resolution  on  Suez  Canal 
lasted  all  night.  Not  very  lively  affair.  Chief  interest  in  result  of 
Division,  which  showed  a  majority  of  99  for  the  Government,  thus 
setting  them  up  at  end  of  Session. 

"  What  d'you  think  of  that  for  a  majority  on  the  30th  of  July  ?  " 
said  Grand  Old  Man.  "jMore  than  1  expected,  or  anybody  else. 
It 's  a  triumph  of  good  whipping,  and  convincing  proof  of  loyalty  of 
Party.  GEOSVENOR  often  hears  inurmurings  when  majority  on 
Division,  sometimes  taken  by  surprise,  accidentally  falls  off.  Wonder 
whether  he  '11  hear  as  much  of  this  ?  Must  go  and  thank  him  before 
I  forget." 

Tuesday.  —  House  adjourned  at  Twenty  Minutes  to  Five  this 
morning. 

"  BLAXE  did  it,"  TEEVELYAN  yawned,  as  we  walked  home  together. 
"  BIGGAE  spotted  hiiri  in  the  Gallery,  and  they  determined  to  make 
the  most  of  the  opportunity.  Don't  often  see  a  resident  Magistrate 
except  on  the  Bench,  and  then  he  has  rather  advantage  of  them. 
Now  they  had  him,  and  they  've  given  him  a  beneiit.  Must  really 
beg  BLAKE,  if  he  conies  in  again,  to  shave  off  his  moustache,  wear  a 
wig,  or  otherwise  disguise  himself." 

Great  excitement  at  commencement  ofi^itting  this  afternoon. 
CAVENDISH  BENTINCK  brought  up  to  the  Table  under  strong  escort. 
Looked  like  bad  boy  found  stealing  apples,  making  faces  at  a 
policeman  or  catapulting  a  Dean.  Seems  he 's  only  got  into  wrong 
Lobby. 

"Found  myself,"  he  says,  "in  company  with  thirty-seven  of  the 
most  confounded  Radicals  in  the  House.  Meant  to  vote  '  Aye '  and 
got  into  '  No'  Lobby." 

FINDLATEB  te'ling  for  Ayes.  Duty  to  inform  SPEAKKE  of  Caven- 
dish escapade.  What  with  excitement  of  the  moment,  and  what 
with  CAVENDISH  prompting  him  by  furtively  prodding  him  in  the 
back,  FiNDLATEi  couldn't  speak.  Tongue  moved,  eyes  rolled 
between  CAVENDISH  on  his  left  and  SPEAKEK  in  awful  majesty  in  the 

C'lmlr  '   but  no  SOUnd  ^ccl*0fl      Tlmioi}  nmt*A  "lion'    HOT.'"    <  *  i  'UT^TCT^THTT 


House  cried  "  Bar ! 


CAVENDISH 
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with  his  indescribable  roll,  trotted  down  to  the  Bar,  and  faced  ab»ut. 
Loud  cheers  and  laughter.  Speechless  FINDLATER,  led  on  one  side, 
brought  to  with  a  glass  of  water,  whilst  CAVENDISH,  called  up  to  the 

SPEAKER. 


So  SPEAKER  put  the  question  to  him  solut,  as  if  he  were  the  whole 
House  of  Commons.    "  Will  you  vote  Aye  or  No  ?  "  says  SPEAKER. 
"Aye,"  says  CAVENDISH,  in  firm  voice,  feeling  called  upon  to 


and  which  is  the  "  No.' 

"  Used  to  manage  it  once,"  he  says,  "  by  turning  up  cuff  of  right 
sleeve.  '  No '  Lobby  on  the  side  coming  in.  But  somehow  it  teas  not 
there  when  yuu  went  out.  Quite  reversed,  in  fact.  Js'ever  could 
make  it  out.  Then  hit  on  scheme  of  watching  Irish  Members.  They 
always  go  into  '  No '  Lobby.  Consequently  other  mutt  be  '  Aye.' 
But  once,  out  of  pure  cussedness,  they  changed  about,  and  I  got  into 
mess.  Mosh  remarkable  things  thesh  Lobbies.  Sort  of  thing  no 
fellow  can  understand." 

Burnett  dune. — English  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill  read  Third 
Time. 

}\'i-iliii:i<lni/.— Scotch  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill  carried  through 
report  sta^e  By  little  strategy.  At  a  Quarter  to  Six  rule  of  House 
required  Debate  to  be  adjourned.  Everything  was  settled  except  the 
formal  question  that  the  Report  be  agreed  to.  Should  OTWAY  make  a 
plunge  and  put  question  ? 

"  We  "re  over  the  border,"  he  whispered  to  Sir  FARHAR  HERSCHEL, 
nervously  looking  at  clock. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  the  SOLICITOK-GK.NKKAL,  "many  questionable 
things  been  done  on  the  Scotch  Border." 

"  Well,  I  '11  go  Farrar  and  hope  we  won't  fare  worse,"  said  the 
Chairman ;  and  he  did,  putting  the  question,  declaring  the  Report 
Stage  carried  and  getting  out  of  the  Chair  as  quickly  as  possible. 

"If  tin  iv  's  a  row  perhape  the  SrKAKKK  had  better  deal  with  it.  I 
must  go  and  write  a  utter?' 

There  was  a  row,  of  course.  TIM  HEALY  indignantly  protested 
against  breach  of  Rules,  backed  up  by  CALLAN. 

"  If  there's  one  thing  that  hurts  me  in  this  House,"  said  TIM,  "it 
is  to  see  any  breach  of  order."  "  And  me,  too,"  said  PHIL  CALLAN. 
But  SPEAKEH  waved  off  champions  of  order  and  went  on  with  business. 

Scotch  Members  said  nothing;  were  in  truth  exhausted  with 
excitement  of  earlier  scene.  House  being  cleared  for  a  Division, 
DAJC.HYMPLE  rose  to  address  Chairman.  ^Dragged  down  by  coat- 
tails.  Reminded  he  could  speak  at  present  juncture  only  seated,  and 
witli  hat  on.  On  other  side,  LORD-ADVOCATE  also  held  down  by 
main  force.  "  Put  your  hat  on  !  "  they  hissed  in  his  ear. 

But  LORD-ADVOCATE  in  same  position,  a$  PREMIER  when  similar 
crisis  arose  last  Session.  Hadn't  got  a  hat  with  him.  MORGAN 
RNE  proffers  his,  which,  after  critical  examination,  LoRD-ADVO- 
CATE  declines.  Mr.  Drrr  forces  his  upon  Right  Hon.  Gentleman. 
He  takes  it  in  hand,  turns  it  round  once  or  twice,  and  hands  it  back. 
SOLICITOR-GENERAL,  warned  by  former  experience,  makes  no  offer. 
Remembers  how  his  hat  wouldn't  do  more  than  cover  a  few  bumps 
on  massive  brow  of  PREMIER.  Not  going  to  run  that..risk  again. 
Other  hats  pressed  upon  LORD-ADVOCATE.  Examines  each  care- 
fully, but,  apparently  for  various  reasons,  rejects  them  in  turn. 

"Never  saw  a  man  so  particular  about  a  hat,"  said  JUDGE- ADVO- 
CATE-GEXERAT,,  evidently  huffed.  "  Thinks  he 's  going  to  be  charged 
for  the  loan."  AVhilst  LORD-ADVOCATE  hesitates,  time  flies,  sand 
falls  in  glass,  question  put,  and  opportunity  gone. 

Business  (/o»c.  —  English  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill  read  Third 
Time ;  Scotch  passed  the  Report  Stage. 

Thursday. — PREMIER  questioned  as  to  date  of  Prorogation,  says  he 
"has  not  laid  aside  the  hope  that  it  may  dike  place  on  the  25th." 
Members  assume  iiir  of  agonised  resignation.  The  '25th  is  Christmas 
Day,  and  of  course  they  must  adjourn  then,  if  only  for  a  week. 
Thque-ht  perhaps  they  might  get.  olf  by  25th  November.  PREMIER 
explains  ;  means  25th  of  August.  General  feeling  of  incredulity, 
melting  into  sentiment  of  joy. 

"  Nice  state  of  things  we  ve  come  to  under  Liberal  Government," 
says  Nestor  NT.WDKOATE.  "House  of  Commons  positively  thankful 
to  pet  away  by  the  25th  August.  Comparatively  new  Members  can 
remember  when  to  be  here  on  the  12th  August  was  regarded  as  high 
treason,  and  House  rarely  sat  after  the  8th.  They  '11  go  on  from  bad 
to  worse,  and  during  CHAMBERLAIN'S  Premiership  there'll  be  no 
recess  except  two  days  at  Christmas,  and  we  '11  have  the  House  in 
Supply  on  Good  Friday." 

House  in  Supply  to-night.  Scotch  votes  under  discussion.  The 
burning  question  of  Chairmanship  of  Fisherv  Boards  fanned  into 
blaze  again  by  Sir  GEORGE  BALFOCR  and  Mr.  BARCLAY.  Seems 
present  Chairman  is  something  in  the  Stationery  line.  "Why  a 
Stationer?"  pipes  Sir  GEORGE  BALFOTTR  in  tremulously  pathetic 
tones.  "  Why  not  a  retired  Lieutenant-General,  formerly  a  member 


of  the  Military  Finance  Commission  of  India,  Assistant  to  the 
Controller-in-Cnief  of  the  War  Department,  a  Liberal,  and  in  favour 
of  the  abolition  of  the  Law  of  Hypothec.  These  be  qualifications. 
But  why  a  Stationer  ?  " 

"  Why  a  Stationer  ?"  Mr.  BARCLAY  asks,  his  general  discontent 
with  life  receiving  fresh  access  as  he  contemplates  an  ex-Provost  of 
Edinburgh  in  this  comfortable  berth.  "  Why  not  a  Merchant  Ship- 
owner and  Farmer,  six  years  Town  Councillor  of  Aberdeen,  a  Liberal, 
and  a  supporter  of  Mr.  GLADSTONE  P  " 

House  answers,  "  Why  '!  "  and  proceeds  to  discuss  the  vote  for 
Lion  King-at-Arms  and  the  Petty  Bag  Office,  topics  which  excite  the 
deepest  marvel  in  HENRY'S  ingenuous  mind. 

'MflThat  it  Lion  King-at-Arms?"  he  asks.  "  Got  one  under  the  Trea- 
sury Bench,  or  in  the  Secretary  to  the  Treasury's  office?  Could  he  be 
brought  up  to  the  Bar,  or  might  Hon.  Members  have  an  order  to  see 
him  f  Andthe  Petty  Bag.  What's  the  Petty  Bag?  Happen  to  have  one 
in  your  pocket  ?  Could  we  have  one  placed  in  the  library  ?  Is  it 
made  of  leather,  nickel-plated  lock  and  fasteners  to  outside  pocket, 
fitted  with  soap-glass,  pomade-jar,  scent-bottle,  tooth  and  nail-brush, 
glass,  all  with  electro-silver  mounts,  this  price  £18  10«..  or  with 
sterling  silver  mounts,  £25  ?  Bring  in  the  Petty  Bag,  and  let  'a  look 
at  it  before  we  vote  the  money."  Business  done. — Votes  in  Supply. 

Friday. — Great  Conservative  demonstration  promised  for  to-night. 
Effects  of  Monday's  Vote  on  Suez  Canal  to  be  retrieved.  Lord  RIPON 
to  be  hurled  from  Vice-regal  chair  ;  ASHMEAD  BARTLETT  to  reign  in 
his  stead.  At  Three  Minutes  past  Nine  ASHMEAD,  having  made 
special  contract  with  the  Water-works  Company  to  lay  on  main,  rose 
rejoicing  in  certainty  of  constant  supply  of  water.  M  v  i  AI:I. \vr. 
rose  at  same  time,  moved  Count,  and  House  forthwith  adjourned. 

Business  done. — None. 


RANDOM    SHOTS    FOR    THE    TWELFTH. 

(By  Dumb-Crambo  Junior.) 


Renting  a  Well-stocked  Moor. 


Birds  were  Strong. 


Giving  'era  both  Barrel*. 


Dropped  liis  Bird. 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[AUGUST  11,  1883. 


MUSIC   AT    HOME.     (THE    EGOISM    OF    GENIUS.) 

Eminent  Violinist.  "DELL  ME— WHO  is  DAT  LIDDLE  PAID  OLD  CHENDLEMAN  viz  ZE  VITE  YISKERS  AND   ZF.   BINCE-NEZ,  LOOKING 
AT  ZE  BIGOHUS  t  " 

HoiUta.  "  IT  'a  MY  UNCLB  ROBERTSON.    I  'M  OKIEVED  TO  SAY  HE  is  QCITE  DEAF  !" 

Eminent  Violinist.  "  AOH,  I  AM  zo  ZORRY  FOR  HIM  !    Ha  TILL  NOT  PE  APLE  TO  HEAR  ME  BLAY  ZE  VITTLE  ! " 


THE  LOVING  CUP. 

AIR— "Fill  the  Bumper  Fair  I" 
Sir  W-LL-M  H-HC-KT  tings— 


FILL  the  Loving  Cup ! 

Every  drop  we  swallow 
As  we  tilt  it  up 

Speaks  of — fun  to  follow '. 
Wit  rune  softly  flames, 

Mutual  flattery  passes ; 
We  call  no  bad  names, 

Idiots,  dolts,  or  asses. 
Fill  the  Loving  Cup  ! 

Yet  each  drop  we  swallow 
As  we  tilt  it  up 

Speaks  of— fun  to  follow  ! 
Icarus,  they  say, 

Soared  on  waxen  pinions, 
Till  the  solar  ray 

Lost  him  air's  dominions. 
We,  in  rhetoric  warm, 


(That  is,  till  Reform 

Sends  its  scathing  lightning.) 
Fill  the  Loving  Cup,  &c. 
Would  you  know  how  long 

Safely  you  '11  inherit 
Fruits  of  oenturied  wrong  ? 

Long  as  BULL  will  bear  it ! 
Best  enjoy  your  day, 

Brief, — so  seers  inform  us, — 


Let 's  be  kind  and  gay 

Whilst  the  bumpers  warm  us. 
When  careless  JOHN  wakes  up, 

And  takes  to  close  inquiring, 
Then but  fill  the  Cup, 

I  am  not  now  firing 
Rhetoric's  shot  all  round 

Deputation  flying ; 
(SMITH,  I  fancy,  found 

Situation  trying). 

Fill  the  Loving  Cup,  &c. 

Some  drops  in  this  bowl 

Savour  scarce  of  pleasure  ? 
Well,  you  're  sound  and  Whole ! 

(Thank  our  lack  of  leisure  !) 
If  I  'd  had  the  power, 

If  the  Grand  Old  Man well, 

Scorn-spouts  I  can  shower 

On  fools  fit  for  Hanwell, 
Cits  who  won't  back  me 
r  When  I  'd  fight  you  buffers, 
Yet  on  bended  Knee 

Ask  my  help— the  duffers  ! 
But  fill  the  Loving  Cup ! 

Every  drop  we  swallow 
As  we  tip  it  up 

Speaks  of— fun  to  follow ! 


THE  TOAST  OF  THE  (PARLIAMENTARY)  SEASON.— The  Happy  "  Pair '. ' 


MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS  OF  THE  CITY  OF  LONDON. 

(By  Macaulay  Stiggins,  C.C.} 

CHAPTER  I. 

LONDON  was  founded  by  King  Ltro,  as  everybody  knows i ;  but 
very  few  people  know  that  his  Palace  was  situate  in  the  North-Last 
corner  of  Ludgate  Circus,  and  can  be  viewed  at  any  time  between 
the  hours  of  nine  A.M.  and  twelve  P.M.  on  applying  to  the  Restaurateur 
or  Restorer  of  it.  A  small  fee  is  expected  by  the  fair  attendant,  in 
return  for  which  slight  refreshments  are  provided.  As  the  primaeval 
inhabitants  of  London  were  not  a  literary  race.— and,  indeed,  their 
descendants  have  never  been  distinguished  in  that  particular  line — 
the  King  divided  the  City  into  twenty-six  districts  or  Wards,  so 
called  from  being  parts  of  the  large  Lock  that  was  connected  with 
the  City  Quay.  These  twenty-six  Wards  were  named  after  the 
letters  of  the  alphabet,  as  a  means  of  teaching  the  ignorant  inhabi- 
tants their  ABC.  . 

After  a  time  the  Wards  were  named  after  their  most  distinguished 
inhabitant,  or  from  some  peculiar  circumstance  connected  with  them, 
and  retain  their  names  to  this  day.  For  instance,  Aldersgate  was 
named  from  a  row  of  Elder  Trees  near  the  Gate,  from  the  berries  oi 
which  fine  fruity  Port  was  first  made.  Bassishaw  was  so  called  after 
a  certain  eccentric  Bashaw  with  three  tales,  which  he  recited  on  every 
possible  occasion,  and  who  resided  generally  in  the  Bankruptcy  Court 
in  Basinghall  Street  in  that  locality.  Candlewiek  was  named  after 
the  inventor  of  the  celebrated  farthing  rush-lights  ;  he  afterwards 
retired  to  Hampton  Wick,  and  died  in  the  odour  of  tallow.  Dowgate, 
or  Doughgate,  was  named  after  the  discoverer  of  the  renowned  Baking 
Powder  warranted  always  to  rise  to  the  occasion. 

The  Ward  of  Portsoken  was  obviously  named  from  the  jovial  habits 
of  its  inhabitants,  it  being  customary  for  the  rude  mob  to  salute  them 
as  they  staggered  home  from  the  London  Tavern  as  Port  Soakers. 

Bread  Street  Ward  was  inhabited  principally  by  Bakers,  'who,  on 
the  many  occasions  when  they  were  convicted  of  selling;  bad  bread  or 
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THE   LOVING  CUP." 

(MINISTERIAL  BANQUET  AT   THE  MANSION  HOUSE.) 
THE  LORD  MAYOR.  "HERE'S  TO  OUR  NEXT   MERRY  MEETING,  SIR  WILLIAM!      'THREATENED    MEN   LIVE 

LONG  '  !  "     (Dri ,<!.-*. 

"  We  are  told  that  London  wants  no  reform  or  changes  in  its  admirable  Institutions London  never  had  a  Government  worth  speaking  of  to 

look  after  its  interests  ....  it  had  no  Government.     Where  was  the  Corporation  of  London  ?  .  .  .  .  You  coma  to  me  for  a  remedy I  see 

only  one  remedy,— in  constituting  London  into  a  body  able  to  take  care  of  itself.     When  it  is  once  so  constituted,"  &c.,  &c.,  &c. — Sir  W.  V.  Harcourt't 
reply  to  tht  Anti-  Water  Companies'  Deputation,  ride  "  Times "  Report,  August  1. 
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EXPENSE.  AN) 

OWE   fOUfJDOl/ 


SUBURBAN    PUZZLES.     No.  2. 

HAMPSTEAD  HEATH.     WHERE  TO  FIND  A  PLEASANT  RIDE. 


giving  short  weight,  were  drawn  through  the  City  on  hurdles  for  the 
first  offence,  for  the  second  were  put  in  the  pillory  with  a  full-sized 
mill-stone  round  their  necks ;  for  the  third  offence  they  were 
banished  the  City,  and  had  to  go  and  set  up  in  business  in  the  Strand 
or  over  the  water.  No  Baker  was  allowed  to  deal  in  Starch,  Alum, 
or  Potatoes.  In  the  reign  of  HENBY  THE  FIRST  a  penny  bun  weighed 
ten  pounds,  and,  being  so  weighty,  was  called  aroirdupois. 

Vmtry  Ward  was  full  of  Vintners,  always  a  jovial  and  prosperous 
race.  If  found  guilty  of  selling  bad  wine,  they  were  compelled  to 
drink  every  drop  of  it,  but  not  in  larger  quantities  than  sixty-three 
gallons  a  week,  which  measure,  from  that  peculiar  custom,  was  always 
called  a  Pub's  Dread,  since  corrupted  by  time  into  Hog's  Head. 

Billingsgate  Ward  was  so  named  from  the  powerful  and  strictly 
classical  language  spoken  in  that  locality,  especially  in  the  far-tamed 
Fish  Market,  which  was  established  by  EDWARD  THE  THIRD  for  the 
benefit  not  only  of  Corporations  in  general,  but  of  the  Corporation  of 
the  City  of  London  in  particular,  who,  after  enjoying  their  rather 
fishy  monopoly  for  about  five  hundred  years,  generously  gave  it  up,  and 
allowed  all  kinds  of  iish  to  go  to  the  cheapest  Market,  except  smelts. 

Broad  Street  V?ai<i  was  so  called  because,  being:  the  home  of  the 
Stock  Exchange,  it  was  denounced  by  the  tirst  Bishop  of  London  as 
the  Broad  "Way  that  leadeth  to  destruction. 

The  principal  Officers  of  the  City  were  originally  the  Lord  Mayor's 
Fool,  the  principal  Gorger,  who  tested  the  food,  and  the  principal 
Gauger.  who  tested  the  drink.  The  oldest  inhabitant  of  each  Ward 
was  called  its  Elder,  or  Alderman,  and  about  a  dozen  of  the  commom->t 
fellows  in  each  \V  ard,  who  had  nothing-  better  to  do,  were  called 
Common  Councilmcn,  and  their  principal  duty  in  those  wild  days 
was  to  keep  watch  over  the  City  by  night,  their  reward  being  an 
ample  supply  of  the  food  that  had  been  tested  by  the  principal 
Gorger,  and  of  the  drink  that  had  been  tested  by  the  principal 
Gauger ;  but,  as  the  best  wine  was  sold  at  tivepence  per  gallon, 
probably  they  did  not  consume  any  great  quantity.  They  also 
received  twopence  per  night. 

As  no  one  was  allowed  to  leave  his  house  after  Curfew,  the  duties 
of  the  Common  Counoilmen  were  probably  not  over  burthensome.  In 
the  reign  of  CHARLKS  THE  FIRST  they  were  superseded  by  Parochial 
Dogberries,  who  were  dressed  in  white  great  coats,  and  called 


Charlies.  In  the  reign  of  WILLIAM  THE  FOURTH  their  coafs  wefe 
taken  from  them,  and  they  were  consequently  called  Peelers(  but 
afterwards,  as  their  wages  were  paid  in  shillings,  Bobs,  or  Bobbies. 

The  Saxon  English  01  those  days  was  of  the  p'urest  character :  for 
example,  we  reaa  that  "  JOHN  GOLLTLOLLY  the  Dieghere  left  Whyt- 
crouchstrete  for  Grenewyehes." 

Bribery  and  treating  seem  to  have  flourished  like  a  green  bay-tree : 
for  instance,  twelve  salt  fish,  a  swan,  six  rabbits,  and  one  hundred 
shillings  were  sent  by  the  Sheriffs  to  WILLIAM  OVERDONE  for  his 
Christmas  box,  who  must  have  felt  a  little  overdone  on  Boxing  Day. 
WILLIAM  FULLBUBN,  Baron  of  the  Exchequer,  had  for  Christmas 
twenty  salt  fish,  value  6»..  one  hat  of  beaver,  lined  with  cloth  of 
scarlet,  value  Is.  &d.,  together  with  bread,  wine,  and  poultry ;  and 
Sir  WILLIAM  DE  NORWICH  received  one  swan  and  six  capons  for 
Christmas;  [and  for  Easter,  one  beef  carcass,  one  pig.  one  veal, 
twelve  capons,  and  a  silver-gilt  Ewer,  value  26*.  6d.,  so  his  services 
must  have  been  great  indeed  to  be  so  bounteously  rewarded. 

It  is  satisfactory  to  know  that  in  Mr,  Punch' t  own  Ward  a  gallant 
draper,  named  JOHN  GEDENET,  absolutely  refused  to  serve  the  office 
of  Alderman !  He  was  thereupon  sent  to  Prison,  and  his  shops 
closed, 'and  his  goods  and  chattels  sequestrated.  His  proud  spirit 
was  thus  broken,  and  he  consented  to  serve  the  hated  office,  which  he 
did  for  twelve  long  years. ''  uring  a  portion  of  which  time  he  had  to 
do  penance  for  marrying  a  widow  who  had  made  a  vow  of  chastity. 

This  seems  a  singular  Law,  and  rather  difficult  of  comprehension  :— 
The  fare  of  a  boat  full  of  people  from  London  to  Westminster  was 
twopence,  but  after  it  was  full  the  price  was  threepence. 

The  Lieutenancy  of  the  City  of  London  was  created  by  HENBY  THE 
SEVENTH,  who,  being  a  very  stingy  Monarch,  compelled  every  man 
who  left  his  tenancy  in  arrear  of  rent  to  join  the  Army  or  pay  a  fine 
of  ever  so  many  marks.  In  process  of  time,  what  had  been  con- 
sidered a  disgrace  came  to  be  regarded  as  an  honour,  and  when  it  was 
kindly  enacted  that  they  should  never  be  sent  out  of  the  Country, 
except  in  case  of  an  invasion,  all  the  wealthy  Bankers  and  princely 
Merchants  petitioned  to  be  added  to  the  Corps,  whose  brilliant 
uniform  is  as  much  an  object  of  envy  to  Civilians  as  of  wonder  to  the 
regular  Army.  They  are  forbidden  to  draw  their  swords,  except  on 
Lord  Mayor's  Day. 
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A  LIGHT  POINT  OF  LAW. 

THB  Late  Dr.  FORBES  Wrss- 
LOW,  the  well-known  authority 
upon  mental  ailments,  once 
wrote  a  very  excellent  book, 
called  Light,  wherein  the 
title-subject  was  treated  ex- 
haustively. A  few  days  ago, 
in  a  case  relative  to  the  copy- 
right in  photographs,  the  claim 
of  the  Sun  to  derive  profits 
from  the  sale  of  his  own  Sun- 
pictures  was  seriouslv  argued, 
on  the  score  that  the  luminary 
in  question  might  be  considered 
their  "Author:"  Had  this 
point  been  decided  in  favour  of 
the  centre  of  the  Solar  System 
a  dozen  years  ago,  the  learned 
writer  might  have  found 
materials  tor  an  additional 
chapter  to  one  of  his  volumes. 
But  it  is  probable  that,  in  deal- 
ing with  it,  he  would  have 
discarded  Light  in  favour  of 
his  standard  work  upon  The 
Obscure  Diseases  of  the  Brain  I 


AKONO  the  remarkable  in- 
stances of  escape  during  the 
terrible  earthquake  at  Ischia 
were  those  of  Prince  BADIJTI 
and  his  sou,  who  were  playing 
cards,  the  entire  audience  at 
the  theatre,  and  the  actors, 
among  whom  was  a  comedian, 
one  PETITO,  in  a  Punchinello's 
costume.  Facts  worth  noting 
by  the  Pharisaical  denouncers 
of  cardplaying,  theatrical  en- 
tertainments, and  actors. 


MRS.  RIMSBOTHAM  says  that 
her  Cousin,  who  has  long  held 
the  dignified  post  of  Reporter 
of  his  native  town,  has  recently 
been  made  a  Debenture  of  the 
Inner  Temple. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.   148. 


M.  FERDINAND  DE  LESSEPS. 

"  His  EXCELLENCY  DON  FERDINANDO 
CAN'T  VERT  WELL  DO  MORE  THAN  HE  CAN  DO." 

Old  Couplet. 


A  PARALLEL. 

("  Sietory  repeats  itself."— Old 
Saw.) 

"  When  the  pursuit  reached 
Ulundi  Kraal,  CETEWAYO  fled 
hurriedly.  He  tried  to  mount  a 
horse,  but  was  unsuccessful.  He 
then  fled  on  foot  and  unclothed 
for  about  a  mile  and  a  half,  when 
he  was  spied  by  some  of  USIBEPU'S 
men  who  stabbed  him  twice." — 
Daily  Ttlegraph. 

A  MEMORY  ?     Nay,  fresh  re- 

_cord ;  yet  it  seems 
Like  reminiscence  in  the  world 

of  dreams. 
Strangely    familiar,    shadow- 

ishly  like — 
Those  feet  that  fly,  those  cruel 

spears  that  strike, 
That   horse   unmastered! 

Keenly  these  recall 
That  hour  of  horror  when  the 

tragic  fall 
Of   the   brave  boy,   Imperial 

France's  trust, 
Smote  sharply  as  the  assegai's 

cold  thrust 
On  English  hearts.    Pathetic 

parallel ! 
As  fell  the  gallant  Prince,  so 

later  fell, 
In  the  same  Afric  wilds,  the 

swart-faced  King, 
Those    spearsmen's   lord   and 

victim.    Time's  swift  wing 
Brings  quick  reverses  in  its 

mighty  range, 
But  seldom  one  more  rapid  or 

so  strange. 


A  FAIE  DAY'S  WAGES  FOB 
A  FAIR  DAY'S  WORK. — How 
is  the  Working  Man  to  get 
that  when  it  rains  ? 


MISNOMER.— The  Army  of 
scupation  in 
have  nothing  ti 


Occupation  in  Egypt  seems  to 
;o  do. 


INTERNATIONAL  CRICKET. 

(A  further  Extension  of  the  British  Umpire.) 

Jy  tendency  to  give  an  International  character  to  all 
letic  contests  having  decided  the  Committee  responsible 
for  the  recent  new  table  of  "  the  Amended  Laws  of  Cricket"  to  send 
raught  of  the  document  to  the  sporting  representatives  of  several 
fading  Continental  and  other  nations,  the  following  satisfactory, 
™ t« Tme£!aSUre  ^Portant  modifications  and  suggestions  have 
Z  rJL5J^n  ^ri!ed  brthe  Secretary.    It  is  understood  that 
-ommittee  will  at  once  resume  their  labours,  with  a  view  to 
&*BO  t^r1^1'^  f««  "Possible,  into'some  practicable 
TatTpn  fK          *****;  ^°Ugh  hltherto  exclusively  English  game 
nay  at  length  possess  a  truly  cosmopolitan  character  :— 

FRENCH. 

(From  the  "  General  en-C^r  of  "  Le  Trou-llue  Club  de  Jeu  de 
Cncqitctte  "  at  Asnieres.) 

t 1 


I  will  give  confidence. 

_*»**«**  of  **  V**"*™  armour  produces  on  the  batsma 


a  regrettable  embarrassment,  he  must,  when  desirous  of  making  the 
run,  have  recourse  to  the  "  drive." 

5.  The  drive  should  be  the  drive  for  six.    This  will  be  in  a  light 
omnibus,  and  the  batsman  can  take  with  him  the  bowlsman,  the 
keepere,  M.   le  Long-on,    Points,  Squarr-leg,  and  the   gentleman 
umpire.     When  the  field  is  large,  this  excursion  is  enjoyable,  and 
mounts  the  score. 

6.  For  the  "French-game,"  the  ball  is  not  so  terrible,  being  of 
flannel,  gaily  coloured,  enclosing  air,  and  mav  be  approached,  even 
by  the  slip,  with  cheerful  elan.    When  the  ball  is  thus  innocent,  the 
dress  of  the  batsman  may  correspond.     He  can  wear  pantalons  of 
satin,  spike  shoes,  epaulettes,  and  a  crimson  "top-at." 

«.  i  •  ^  bat,sman  encounter  diJfieulty  in  his  effort  to  beat  the  ball, 
thus  light  and  of  agreeable  appearance,  to  a  desirable  distance,  he 
may  pursue  it  furiously  with  successive  strokes  to  the  quarter  he 
has  selected  for  his  "  it.1' 

8.  When  the  gentleman  umpire  perceives  that  bv  this  process  of 
producing  the  "  it."  there  is  nothing  left  of  the  ball  wherewith  to 
continue  the  Match  further,  he  will  rush  to  the  scoresman  and  loudly 
proclaim,  "  No  ball  !  " 


*i.  Proclamation  of  the  "  No  ball"  to  the  scoresman  concludes 

the  Match,  which  is  now  said  to  be  an  "  over." 

RUSSIAN. 
(Notes  from  the  Ledger  of  the  Imperial  Romanoff  Cricketing  Society. 

1.  The  wicket-  must  not  be  pitched  on  the  field  selected  for  the 
Match,  but  somewhere  else,  known  only,  the  night  before,  to  the  Chief 
ol  the  .Police,  the  Governor  of  Moscow,  and,  in  special  cases,  to  the 
Metropolitan  of  Cracow. 

2.  If  the  entire  ground  should  be  blown  up  in  the  middle  of  a 
game,  the  out  Eleven  lose  their  innings. 
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ASSURING  ! 

l'i>*ienger  (faintly).  "  C'LECT  FARES — 'FORE  WE  GET  ACROSS  !    I  THOUGHT  WE " 

Mate.  "'Bp.o  Y'R  PARDON,  SIB,  BUT  OUR  ORDERS  is,  IN  BAD  WEATHER,  TO  BE  PARTIO'LAR  CA.REFUL  TO  COLLECT  FARES;  'CATTSB 
IN  A  GALE  LIKE  THIS  'ERE,  THERE  's  NO  KNOWING  now  SOON  WE  MAT  ALL  GO  TO  THE  BOTTOM  ! " 


3.  The  ball  must  not  be  filled  with' dynamite,  except  when  an 
unpopular  Member  of  the  Diplomatic  Corps  is  at  the  wickets. 

4.  It  is  understood  that  the  destination  of  both  umpires,  after  the 
Match,  is  Siberia. 

5.  The  CZAR  can  go  in  when  he  likes,  and  never  gets  out. 

AMERICAN. 

(From  the  Slickrille,  U.S.A.,  Fair  Play  Wanderers'  Club.) 
RULES  1  to  45  (British  style)  can  be  taken  as  fixed  right  enough. 
46.  Deals  with  the  umpire.    Thus : — An  umpire  shall  be  boss  of 
the  money  going  on  any  given  Match ;  but  to  put  his  character  above 
suspicion,  he  mustn't  be  known  to  have  been  Dought  more  than  five 
times  deep  by  both  sides. 

17.  lie  shall  not  be  got  at  earlier  than  three  clear  months  before 
the  date  fixed  for  the  game. 

48.  Drugs  may  be  given  to  the  bowler  the  same,  and  of  the  same 
strength  as  at  the  London  Marvlebone  Club,  St.  John's  Wood. 

49.  While  one  Eleven  is  in  the  field,  the  captain  of  the  other  may 
"educate"  the  refreshments.    But  he  must  stop  at  Nux  Vomiea, 
Strychnine,  the  stronger  Bromides,  and  BUNKER'S  Family  Knock-me- 
down.    N.B. — It  is  smarter  cricket  to  keep  the  last  in  hand  for  a 
second  innings,  where  the  play  is  a  good  deal  speculative. 

50.  The  wicket-keeper  may  have  an  eight-shooter  inside  his  knee- 
pad  ;  but  he  mustn't  introduce  it  freely  into  an  innings  until  there 's 
an  unpleasantness  about  the  gate-money,  or  till  one  of  the  umpires 
has  had  a  hole  made  through  him,  in  a  temper,  by  the  last  man  out. 

THE  BAJJEBWEE  ISLANDERS. 

(From  the  New  Fetish-Ball  and  Thigh-bone  Club  Customs 
Register.) 

1.  The  toss  for  the  innings  shall  be  decided  by  the  meeting  of  the 
two  Elevens  in  ambush  at  daybreak,  armed  with  the  Curjin,  or  sacred 
Bajjerwee  brain-knife. 

2.  What  is  left  of  the  two  Elevens  after  "the  toss,"  shall  then 
commence  the  Match  with  a  war-dance  ;  the  wickets  having  been 
previously  covered  with  fresh  tripe  in  anticipation  of  victory. 


3.  The  hall  shall  he  the  skull  of  the  Honorary  Secretary  of  th« 
local  cricket-ground,  lent  for  the  occasion. 

4.  The  victorious  Eleven  will  eat  their  opponents  at  the  conclusion 
of  the  game. 

5.  The  skin  of  each  umpire  shall  belong  respectively  to  the  family 
of  the  opposing  long-stop. 

Other  suggestions  are  pouring  in  fast ;  and  one,  that  both  Elevens 
should  go  in  simultaneously  in  top-boots,  and  armed  to  the  teeth,  on 
horseback,  sent  by  a  Kirghis  Khan,  has  been  well  received  by  those 
members  of  the  Committee  who  are  in  favour  of  rapid  cricket  and  the 
one-day  Match  system.  At  present  the  desirability  of  ironing  out 
the  bowling,  and  keeping  the  champagne  on  the  popping  crease,  is 
occupying  much  attention.  Rule  40,  enjoining  on  the  wicket-keeper 
the  necessity  of  not  making  any  noise  to  impede  or  startle  the  bats- 
man, is  to  be  further  amplified.  He  will  not  be  permitted  to  stand 
on  his  head,  suddenly  imitate  the  cackling  of  poultry,  trip  up  the 
hitter,  or,  on  the  delivery  of  a  ball,  sing  "  Tom  Voiding  "  without  a 
protest  from  the  umpire.  It  is  decided,  too,  that  the  stumps  will  in 
future  not  be  drawn,  but  photographed.  The  issue  of  the  Com- 
mittee's report  is  awaited  with  much  interest. 


A  Seasonable  Hint. 

(For  City  Gradgrinds.) 

"  I  'M  sick,  and  want  a  holiday."    The  plea 
Of  the  poor  Clerk  with  long-drawn  drudgery  pallid. 

Illogical,  my  man  !    Can  you  not  see 
"Invalid  "  reason  cannot  be  held  valid  P 


COMPLAINT  WITHOUT  "  G BOUNDS."— The  Suburban  Householder1* 
grumble  at  the  absence  of  Garden. 


TILE  AUSTRALIAN  Mosorrro  FLEET.—"  Quite  a  small  fleet  of 
powerful  gun  and  torpedo-boats."    Gnatty  little  cruiiers. 


72 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHABIVARI. 


[AUGUST  11,  1883.^ 


CHILDE    CHAPPIE'S    PILGRIMAGE. 
CANTO  THE   FIRST. 

I. 

OH,  thou !  BO  oft  invoked  in  gloom  or  mirth, 
Muse  !  gay  or  sombre  at  the  warbler's  mil; 

Heaven-lit,  or  touched  with  lurid 

fires  of  earth, 
"Wilt  thou  once  more  forsake  thy 

tri-forked  hill, 
Or  let  me  dip  in  thy  much  haunted 

rffl 
Lips   little    used   to   aught  save 

earth's  red  wine  ? 
Lo!  WHITMAN,  WILDE,  and  TUP- 
PEE  twangle  still, 
Perchance  the  most  good-natured 

of  the  Nine 
Will  even  deign  to  grace  a  prosy 

tale  like  mine. 

n. 
Lately  in   London's   maze    there 

dwelt  a  youth, 
Who  in   that   aimless   labyrinth 

took  delight. 

He  skimmed  his  World,  he  trifled  with  his  Truth, 
He  watched  Burlesque's  belauded  lamp  at  night. 
Ah  me !  he  was  in  sooth  a  shallow  wight, 
Much  given  to  crackling  chaff  and  hollow  glee ; 
Few  earthly  things  found  favour  in  his  sight, 
Save  ballet  belles  and  bibulous  company, 

And  Turfdom's  sordid  thralls  of  high  or  low  degree. 

m. 

Childe  CHAPPIE  was  he  hight : — but  whence  that  name — 
A  sobriquet — it  needeth  not  to  say ; 
Suffice  it  that  it  was  of  modish  fame, 
Like  "  buck  "  or  "  dandy  "  of  an  earlier  day  ; 
For  town's  loud  losel-swarms,  gregarious  aye, 
Are  now,  as  in  the  mightier  olden  time, 
Slow,  sheep-like  souls,  informing  common  clay"; 
Not  all  Society  Journals'  prose  or  rhyme 

Can  make  their  dull  wits  bright,  their  stupid  lives  sublime. 

rv. 

Childe  CHAPPIE  basked  in  Fashion's  fullest  sun, 
Disporting  in  Mayfair  like  a  Mayfly, 
Heedless  that  when  his  little  day  was  done 
Came  the  long  night  of  moody  misery 
That  lesser  insects  know  not ;  the  dull  eye 
And  nerveless  hand  of  the  exhausted  "  Swell," 
The  desert  waste  of  dull  satiety, 
That  loathly  limbo  where  drear  memories  dwell, 

More  joyless  and  more  lone  than  eremite's  dark  cell. 

v. 

As  yet  Childe  CHAPPIE  was  alert  of  heart, 
And  with  his  f ellow-frolickers  would  flee 
From  home's  calm  haven,  forum,  fane,  and  mart, 
For  cynic  scorn  congealed  all  fantasy 
And  quick  affection  of  fresh  youth,  and  he 
Regarded  these  as  tame  and  '''  awfully  slow." 
He  loved  all  haunts  of  modish  revelry, 
Where  pleasure  rolled  in  full  and  feverish  flow. 

And  e  en  for  change  of  scene  descended  yet  more  low. 

VI. 

And  none  did  love  him.  though  the  town  he'd  scour 

\\  ith  youths  who  called  him  r'  bonny  boy"  and  "  dear  " 

.These  were  but  comrades  of  the  ehcVrv  hour 

The  sharers  of  his  "  tizz  "  or  bitter  beer. 

IM,  none  did  love  him— not  his  chum  most  near, 

•  she  who  willingly  his  gifts  would  wear, 
for  only  the  false  Eros  haunts  the  sphere 
Where  folly  s  moths  dance  in  the  blinding  glare, 
And  callous  Circe  flaunts  in  aureate-tinted  hair. 

VII. 

But  after  his  first  "  Supper,"  wild  with  glee, 
M.  MMd  his  banjo,  which  the  youth  could  String 
And  .wangle ,  for  to  nigger  minstrelsy 

e  long  had  found  high  zest  in  listening  • 
And  now  his  fingers  o'er  it  he  did  flin.> 
And  piped  a  farewell  m  falsetto  high, 
\hs/°°n  companions  londly  ehorussing, 

WhS*  to&£ i    x°y  Vl6 beikers ™«  brimmed high, 
us  early  haunts  he  pip*d  his  last  "  Good-bye  '" 


1. 
Adieu!  adieu!    Home  life 's  a  bore 

When  ono  is  twenty-two  ; 
Nights  were  not  given  to  snooze  and 
snore, 

Day's  hours  are  all  too  few. 
When  the  sun  sets  o'er  land  and  sea, 

Life's  beacon  blazes  high. 
Farewell,  domestic  fiddle-de-dee ! 

My  early  Home — good-bye  ! 

2. 
A  few  short  hours,  and  Sol  will  rise, 

To  give  grey  morning  birth ; 
We  shall  be  prone  with  sleep-crown'd 
eyes, 

Dreaming  of  night's  mad  mirth  : 
Whilst  yonder,  round  my  father's  hall, 

My  sisters,  dear,  but  dull, 
Will  toss  the  early  tennis-ball, 

Or  pull  the  morning  scull. 

3. 
Let  love  be  hot,  let  wine  run  high, 

I  fear  not  love  or  wine. 
From  tame  delights  of  home  I  fly, 

Life's  fiery  press  be  mine  ! 


I  mean  to  do  the  whole  mad  round, 
Stage,    Sport,    Club,    Friendship, 
Love  ; 

For  in  th«>se  things  do  joys  abound 
Home's  doldrums  far  above. 


4. 
My  sire  will  "  row?'  me  vigorously, 

My  mother  sore  complain, 
But   o'er   life's  wildest  waves    I  '11 
fly 

Ere  I  touch  shore  again. 
Let  sermons  scare  the  goody-good 

From  "  Stage,"  or  Bar,  or  Ring; 
But  I,  who  am  of  gayer  mood, 

Intend  to  have  my  fling. 

5. 
With,  ye,  my  bonny  boys,  I  '11  go 

The  fastest  pace  that  s  set ; 
With  hopes  to  lead  the  field,  you  know, 

And  cut  all  record  yet. 
Welcome,    the   riskiest    game    that 's 
on! 

Brim,  brim  the  beaker  high ! 
Life's  fizz  till  the  last  bubble  's  gone ! 

My  early  Home — good-bye  ! 


HOW  TO  MAKE  THE   "  A.  P."   HAPPY. 

(A  Fragment  that  ought  to  be  picked  up  in  tJw  Twentieth  Century.) 

THE  poor  Old  Man  woke  after  his  sleep  of  just  a  score  of  years.  He  had  fallen 
off  to  slumber  after  the  Alexandra  Park  had  been  closed,  as  a  place  of  entertain- 
ment, to  the  Public.  His  drowsiness  had  been  caused  by  the  tones  of  a  popular 
lecturer.  He  was  recalled  to  consciousness  by  the  bright  voices  of  clean-looking 
children.  A  particularly  cheery  lad  was  standing  beside  him. 

Pardon,  Monsieur,  metis  vans  etes ?  "  said  the  boy  to  tbe  Old  Man,  in 

excellent  French.    RIP  was  too  feeble  to  reply. 

Then  the  lad  addressed  him  in  ten  different  modern  languages,  each  of  which 
he  pronounced  without  the  vestige  of  a  British  accent. 
'  I  do  not  understand  you !  "  gasped  the  Veteran. 

"  English !  "  exclaimed  the  lad.  Why,  from  your  poverty-stricken  appear- 
ance, I  believed  you  to  be  a  foreigner.  But  allow  me — you  require  refreshment." 

And  before  RIP  could  answer  a  word,  the  lad  had  felt  the  Old  Man's  pulse, 
and  administered  a  restorative. 

"  I  know  a  little  about  medicine,"  the  boy  observed,  with  a  smile.  "  In  fact, 
I  know  a  little  about  everything.  My  weakest  point  is  my  knowledge  of  languages. 
I  frankly  confess  that  I  scarcely  know  a  dozen  words  of  Chinese  ;  and  as  for 
Hebrew,  I  only  read— not  speak  it." 

"  You  must  be  some  young  Gentleman  of  quality  ? ' '  queried  RIP,  now  perfectly 
recovered  from  his  recent  fatigue. 

"  I  'm  only  the  son  of  a  bricklayer,  and  come  from  an  educational  establish- 
ment that  has  been  recently  opened  in  the  neighbourhood.  I  belong  to  the 
Universal  School  (originated  by  the  Combined  Metropolitan  School  Boards),  and 
am  one  of  the  dullest  of  its  scholars." 

"Marvellous!"  murmured  the  Old  Man.  "And  now,  as  my  eyesight  is 
rather  weak,  can  you  describe  my  surroundings  ?  " 

.  ",  Certainly ! "  promptly  responded  the  lad.  "  Yonder  is  a  ground  used  exclu- 
sively for  athletic  exercises.  Many  j-ears  ago,  the  same  spot  was  a  race-course. 
But  we  have  improved  upon  that.  The  large  building  at  the  top  of  the  hill 
s  a  public  library,  very  extensively  frequented  on  a  Saturday  afternoon  by 
the  costermongers.  That  Park  to  the  right  is  a  very  perfect  botanical  garden, 
much  m  favour  with  the  coalheavers,  who  have  recently  devoted  the  greater 
portion  of  their  leisure  moments  to  the  consideration  of  the  European  flora. 
Beyond,  a  cricket-ground,  a  croquet-lawn,  and  a  field  devoted  to  archery.  The 
public  swimming-bath  (once  private  property)  is  also  a  feature.  That  excellent 
road  running  up  from  the  Railway  Station  (in  conjunction  with  the  Metro- 
politan line,  upon  which  engines  worked  by  compressed  air  are,  as  you  probably 
know,  now  only  allowed  to  be  used),  to  the  Farthing  fish-dinner  Saloon,  is  made 
"°m  the  chopped-up  stones  once  forming  Temple  Bar.  Then — 

But  where  am  I  ?  "  asked  Rir,  impatiently  interrupting  the  boy  as  he  was 
about  to  describe  a  hundred  other  improvements. 

"Where  are  you!"  echoed  the  lad.     "WV 
Alexandra  Palace." 


'  Why,  in  the  groxinds  of  the  old 


||  But  to  whom  docs  it  belong  ?  " 

To  the  People,  of  course,"  replied  the  urchin.    "  Twenty  years  ago  the  place 
was  purchased  by  the  London  Corporation  for  the  xise  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
Metropolis  for  ever.    They  followed  the  advice  of  Mrs.  GLASSE,  '  first  catch  your 
air,  and  have  made  the  mosi,  of  that  air  ever  since." 
((  Are  you  really  telling  the  truth  ?  " 

Certainly.    The  Alexandra  Park  Estate  was  bought  by  the  City  in  1883,  and 
will  be  a  boon  to  the  Public  to  eternity." 

RIP  was  delighted  to  find  that  the 'Corporation,  unlike  himself,  had  not  been 

flSlCfip  . 
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llottar  of  Cdiniiinii.i,  Muiiility  Night,  August  6. — Great  sensation 
in  House  to-night.  Appearance  of  FORSTER  in  military  uniform. 
MM  ivhrd  up  House  with  sword  clanking  at  heel.  Gave  military 
salute  to  SPKAKKR.  Found  Dr.  LYONS  in  his  seat.  SJgnifioantly 
touched  hilt  of  sword.  Doctor  beat  hasty  retreat,  and  Right  Hon. 
Gentleman,  entrenching  chin  behind  stock,  threw  out  his  hair  in 
skirmishing  order,  and  deploying  his  legs  so  that  they  formed  an 
impregnable  laager,  awaited  the  sound  of  the  trumpet.  It  came  on 
GORST'S  Motion  to  reduce  Vote  by  salary  of  British  Resident  in 
Transvaal.  General  FORSTF.R  then  advanced  to  the  front,  and, 
•-Minting,  made  spirit-stirring  speech. 

"  Give  me,"  says  he,  "  five  thousand  men  and  a  hundred  thousand 
pounds,  and  I '11  undertake  1<>  make  the  proud  Boer  bite  the  dust. 
I'll  re-establish  MACAKOXIK,  BLANC  MAXGE,  TIPPYTYWITVIUT,  LAXI.Y- 
(.'i.vvr.Y,  and  all  the  other  noble  savages  for  whom  it  is  our  duty  to 
pour  forth  our  blood  and  treasure.  Not  our  own  personal  blood,  of 
course,  nor  exclusively  our  own  treasure ;  but  the  blood  of  our 
soldiers,  and  the  hoarded  savings  of  our  taxpayers.  For  myself,  I 
will  establish  a  safe  basis  of  operations  at  Cape  Town,  and  thence 
direct  operations  that  shall  fill  the  world  with  envy  and  admiration." 

"  General,"  I  ventured  to  sav  to  him,  when  he  had  resumed  his 
seat  amid  loud  cheers  from  Mr.  W ASTON  and  Mr.  Alderman  FOWLER, 
"we're  all  proud  of  you.  Believe,  if  you  got  the  chance,  Ci.m: 
would  be  nowhere  ;  and  how  well  you  look  in  uniform  !  But  aren't 
you— hem  !— isn't  the  lower  part  rather  short  ?  " 

"Yes,"'  said  our  Only  Other  General,  looking  down  at  his  legs. 
"  Fact  is,  I  borrowed  ACLAXD'S  uniform.  Much  struck  with  it 
when  he  made  speech  on  moving  Address.  But  'tis  a  little  short  in 
places." 

Going  down  Corridor  half-au-hour  later,  met  large  tree  in  flower- 
pot apparently  moving  along.  Coming  nearer,  caught  glimpses 
through  foliage  of  a  familiar  collar,  and  presently  aware  of  the 
gleaming  of  a  well-known  eye. 

"  Has  Birnam  Wood  come  to  Dunsinane  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Grand  Old  Man— for  'twas  he—"  it 's  come  by  Parcels 
Post.  Just  carrying  it  into  my  room.  Mean  to  refresh  myself 


occasionally  during  evening  as  long  as  it  lasts.  Much  troubled  about 
FOESTEB,"  he  added,  putting  the  tree  down,  and  dexterously  lop- 
ping off  a  branch  here  and  there  with  his  pen-knife.  "Gone  on 
the  war-path  now.  Asks  me  if  I  've  given  away  new  Field  Marshal- 
ship,  which,  as  HARTINGTON  says,  we  rre  going  to  create  '  as  a  certain 
kind  of  compensation  to  the  Army,'  because  CONNAUOHT  's  nobbled 
another  Colonelcy.  Hints  that  he  knows  someone  who  would 
just  suit  the  post.  But  don't  see  how  it's  to  he  done.  Give  me  a 
lift  up  with  this  pot,  dear  boy.  Thanks.  See  you  again  latex. 
Just  been  making  a  speech  on  Transvaal.  Will  make  another  on 
Zululand  a  little  after  midnight." 

Jinsiness  done. — Votes  in  Supply. 

Tn, 'silay.— WARTON  in  very  subdued  frame  to-night.  Grand  Old 
Man  made  several  statements  at  Question  Time,  andlong  speech  on 
National  Debt  Bill,  and  he  did  not  once  interrupt  him ! 

Fact  is,  had  a  bad  time  of  it  this  morning.  On  Saturday,  three 
Bills  he  has  blocked  all  Session  escaped  him.  Got  into  Committee, 
and  thereafter  blocks  inoperative.  At  two  o'clock  this  morning, 
S  \  M  MOBLEY  proposed  to  go  into  Committee  on  one  of  these,  pro- 
hibiting payment  of  wages  in  Public-houses.  WAKION-  rose  to  pro- 
test. House,  delivered  from  his  thraldom,  jeered  at  him.  WARTON, 
affected  almost  to  tears,  feels  for  his  snuff-box. 

"Oh,  go  on!"  cries  DODDS,  in  sarcastic  tone,  like  small  street- 
boy  jeering  Policeman  from  safe  distance.  This  too  much  for 
WARTO.V. 

"  I  appeal  to  you,  Mr.  Chairman,"  he  said,  in  broken  voice.  "  Is 
it  decorous,  when  1  am  taking  breath,  for  an  Hun.  Member  to  say 
'  Go  on ! '  in  that  way  ?  " 

House  laughed ;  WABTOX  sobbed.  "  Never  mind,"  said  the  faithful 
TojtLiNSON.  handing  him  fresh  pocket-handkerchief.  "  They  would 
have  jeered  at  WOLSET  in  the  hour  of  his  fall."  WALTON  still 
standing  tremulously  taking-  snuff.  Sir  AKIHTK  OTWAY  goes  on  as 
if  no  human  soul  near  at  baud  were  in  direst  anguish. 

"  Clause  2  stand  part  of  the  Bill  ?  As  many  of  that  opinion.  *,iy 
Avc,  contrary  No;  think  the  Ayes  have  it.  "Clause  3?  Clause  4? 
Clauses?" 
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OH,    WOMAN  !    WOMAN  ! 

Mamma.  "  BOTH  SMYTHE  AND  ROBSON  WERE  MOST  ATTENTIVE  TO  CELIA  LAST 
NIOHT,  PAPA  !  ROBSON  's  AS  GOOD  AS  GOLD,  WITH  THE  TEMPEK  OF  AN  ANGEL — 

LIKE     HERSELF  ! — AND     SMYTHE  '«•    A     HEARTLESS,    SELFISH,     DISSIPATED     YOUNG 

FIEND  I    I  DO  HOPE  IT  WILL  BE  EOBSON  !  " 

Papa.  "  WBLL,  I  DON'T  KNOW.     IF  ROBSON  's  REALLY  ALL  YOU  SAY,  SHE  'LL 

PRECIOUS    SOON    GET    TlRED     OF    HIM.      WHEREAS,    FROM     YOUR    DESCRIPTION    OF 

SMYTHE,  I  FANCY  SHE  WOULD  BE  ABLE  TO  LOVE  HIM  FAITHFULLY  ALL  HER  LIFE 
LONG.    ANY  WOMAN  WOULD  ! " 

Each  proposal  received  no  other  challenge  than  a  sob  from  WAETON,  which,  not 
being  recognised  in  Parliamentary  procedure,  passed  without  notice.  Bill  through 
Committee  in  five  minutes,  and  Mr.  MORLEY,  who  in  some  places  passes  for  a 
kind-hearted  man,  actually  moved  that  the  Third  Heading  should  be  taken. 
This  brought  up  WARTON,  with  new  emotion. 

"The  Hon.  Member  for  Stockton  has  interrupted  me,"  he  wailed.  "His 
conduct  is  exceedingly  rude,"  he  whimpered. 

House  ought  to  have  been  abashed  at  this.  If  WARTON  had  been  in  habit  of 
rudely  interrupting  other  Members,  from  the  PREMIER  downwards,  it  would 
have  been  different.  But  with  his  blameless  life  it  was  painful  to  find  him 
subjected  to  this.  House,  however,  only  laughed.  Bill  read  Third  Time,  and 
WARTON  went  home  through  the  frtsh  morning  air  a  Crushed  and  Heartbroken 
Being. 

Butineti  done.— National  Debt  Bill  read  a  Second  Time. 


— y  Afternoon. — Members  clearing  out  at  increased  rate.    Pairing  the 
irstOrder  of  the  day.     Takes  precedence  of  Notices  of  Motion.     Came  across 
n.  >V .SMITH  walking  on  Terrace  this  afternoon,  very  neatly  dressed.    Glazed 
f-hat,  several  sixes  too  small,  on  back  of  his  head  ;  blue  shirt  widely  open 
throat,  with  black  silk  handkerchief  loosely  tied   in   sailor's  knot  •   short 
trousers  exceedingly  tight  at  the  knee  and  round  the  hips,  with  much 
waste  material  about  the  ankles  ;  telescope  under  arm. 

.  think  she  11  weather  it,  Mate,"  he  said,  fixing  his  telescope  on  a  barge 

•unnmg  under  the  bridge  forty  yards  off.  "  But  with  the  wind  in  that  quarter, 

?  i  j  ?hoPP'n8  sea,  you  can  never  make  sure  unless  the  skipper  knows  every  rope. 

id  have  done  much  better  if  he'd  hauled  on  the  bowline  at  Chelsea  Bridge, 

his  starboard  scuppers,  let  go  his  taffrail,  and  put  the  helem  hard  a-lee. 

ut  a  man  must  be  brought  up  all  his  life  to  the  sea,  or  at  least  been  First 

,'  ,?'.  miraltv,  before  he  can  thoroughly  understand  the  river." 

Going  anywhere  ?  "  I  ask,  eyeing  his  toggery.     "  Off  to  Teddington  Lock  f 
or,  peraaventure,  to  Putney  ?  " 

y°' '_'  sft'd  H.  W.,  shutting  up  his  telescope  with  a  slap,  and  hitching  up  his 


trousers.  "Off  to  the  Baltic.  About  the  roughest  sea 
one  can  find  this  time  of  the  year.  NORTHBROOK  is 
satisfied  with  the  Solent.  Give  me  the  blatant,  bluster- 
ing, billowy  Baltic,"  and  H.W.  sheered  off,  with  his  legs 
wide  apart,  as  if  the  terrace  were  adrift  in  a  heavy  sea. 
Business  done.— Report  of  Corrupt  Practices  Bill. 

Thursday. — Irish  Members  back  in  force  and  high 
spirits  to-night.  Paper  crowded  with  Questions.  Out  of 
total  of  fifty-six  they  have  thirty-two  chiefly  composed 
of  parish  gossip  and  Ballydebob  slander. 

Saves  pence  and  trouble,"  KENNY  explained.  "  A  lot 
of  us  just  over  from  Ireland,  peremptorily  summoned 
by  PABNELL.  "Would  have  to  write  or  telegraph  to  say 
arrived  safely.  Instead  of  that,  put  question  to  TKE- 
VELYAN  in  House  of  Commons  about  the  thickness  of  the 
porridge  in  Ballymooney  Workhouse,  or  as  to  whether 
it 's  true  that  one  of  the  Sub-Commissioners  under  the 
Land  Act  is  not  on  speaking  terms  with  his  mother-in- 
law.  Question  and  answer  telegraphed  to  Ireland,  and 
people  at  home  know  we  're  all  right.  Besides,  some 
of  our  fellows  haven't  come  up  to  the  scratch,  and  it 's 
well  for  your  constituents  to  know  that  you're  here 
making  things  hot  for  the  Government." 

TBEVELYAN'S  patience  marvellous.  Temper  imper- 
turbable. Irish  Members  shout  and  jeer,  and  make 
melancholy  imitation  of  laughter. 

"  '  Pot-house  Party '  better  name  for  them  than  '  Par- 
nellites,' "  says  HABCOUBT.  "  PABNELL  at  least  knows 
and  observes  the  ordinary  manner  of  a  gentleman." 

It  was  this  booing  and  bellowing  that  used  to  drive 
FORSTER  off  his  balance,  and  deliver  him  up  to  the  enemy. 
TBEVELYAN  takes  no  notice.  Answers  question,  and 
sits  down. 

"Difference  between  FOBSTER'S  way  of  dealing  with 
Irish  Members  and  TBEVELYAN'S,"  says  Mr.  Grssoir, 
"is  that  FORSTEB  came  to  his  work  with  assumption 
that  Irish  Members  had  no  right  to  question  Chief 
Secretary.  TREVELYAU  graciously  and  abundantly  con- 
cedes right,  and  answers  the  most  ridiculous  and  insolent 
question  in  matter-of-fact,  official,  and  always  courteous 
manner.  I  believe  if  HABBINGTON,  KENNY,  or  SJIAXL 
were  to  ask  him,  '  How  many  are  twice  two  ? '  he  would 
simply  answer,  '  Four."  That 's  where  he  has  'em.  They 
chiefly  want  to  advertise  themselves  in  Ireland  ;  and  the 
cheapest  and  surest  way  is  to  have  a  row  with  Chief 
Secretary.  But  when  TBEVELYAN  takes  their  question 
seriously,  and  answers  it  fully,  they  can  do  nothing  but 
bellow,  and  they  know  that  won't  recommend  them  to 
their  constituents,  who  feel  that  the  lowest  amongst 
them  could  do  it  as  well." 

Business  done. — Votes  in  Supply. 

Friday  Night. — No  one  being  in  the  Clock  Tower  just 
now,  have  got  permission  from  SPEAKER  to  send  down  a 
few  things,  and  take  up  my  quarters  there.  Find,  on  the 
whole,  it's  more  convenient.  Scarcely  any  use  going 
home  after  House  adjourns.  Hardly  turned  in  before 
time  for  House  to  meet  again.  Adjourned  this  morning 
at  twenty  minutes  to  three.  Quite  early  as  compared 
with  Monday  and  Tuesday's  sittings.  Going  to  sit  all 
night  now,  meeting  again  to-morrow  at  noon.  Much 
better  live  on  premises.  Have  arranged  accordingly. 

Business  doing. — Slowly,  but  firmly  killing  us  all. 


Impromptu. 

(By  an  over-worked  M.P.) 

FAG-END  of  the  Session  ?    Thou  cynical  wag ! 
Beginning,  or  middle,  or  end,  it 's  all  "  fag. 


Discovery  or  Invention  P 

IN  connection  with  the  alleged  discovery  of  a  certain 
Moabitic  Manuscript,  it  has  been  stated  that  a  message 
had  been  written  "to  the  Consul  at  Jerusalem,  Baron 
VON  MUNCHAFSEN,  desiring  him  to  prevent  SHAPIRA  from 
making  the  find  public."  But  M.  SHAPIBA  did  publish 
it  nevertheless.  Query  .-—Had  anyone  ascribed  the 
authorship  of  the  wonderful  document  in  question  to 
Baron  MtwcHAusEN  '< 
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A    VERY    SWEEPING    MEASURE! 

"  After  a  private  consideration  of  the  Manchester  Ship  Canal  Bill  for  not  quite  ten  minutes,  the  Chairman  of  Committees  in  the  House  of  Peers 
announced  that  'they  had  arrived  at  the  decision  that  it  was  not  expedient  to  pnireed  with  the  Hill  in  the  present  Session  of  Parliament."  The  decision 
caused  profound  surprise." — Daily  I'uptr. 


DOBBS  I 

[Mr.  DOBBS  has  been  finally  successful  in  his  contest  with  the  fir.iml 
Junction  Waterworks  Co.,  the  Itouae  of  Lords  having  set  aside  the  judgment 
of  the  Court  of  Appeal,  and  restored  that  of  the  Quern's  Bench  Division.) 

HERE  's  a  health — not.  in  water — to  stout  Mr.  DOBBS, 

Who  has  floored  the  big  ogre  who  bullies  and  robs. 

Not  mighty  Achilles,  who  fought  with  the  rivers, 

Was  more  of  a  hero  ;  the  man  who  delivers 

The  prey  from  Monopoly's  terrible  maw, 

Who  tracks  through  the  labyrinth  windings  of  Law 


The  new  Minotaur,  must  be  stiff  in  the  back 

As  classical  Theseus  or  Nursery  Jack. 

He 's  the  hero  who  tackles  herculean  jobs, 

Though  he  bear  the  scarce  classical  mimen  of  DOBBS. 

The  lame  of  which  name  mayn't  be  slighter  or  shorter 

Hecause,  in  one  sense,  it  is  "  written  in  water"  '. 


CAVE   AN'D  EFFECT. 

C.vx  we  wonder  at  the  Ocean  being  occasionally  rough,  when  we 
consider  how  continually  it  is  "  crossed  "  ? 
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FREE-(AND-EASY!-DOM    AT    DRURY    LANE. 

THERE  have  been  so  many  disputes  about  recent  events  m  Egypt 
that  it  must  be  a  matter  of  satisfaction  to  the  Student  of  Historj  to 
learn  that  Mr.  AUGUSTUS  HARRIS,  in  conjunction  with  Mr.  G.  1 . 
ROTE  have  settled  the  matter  between  them.  We  have  the  authority 
oS  WOLSELEY  of  Cairo>d  other  talented^rsons  *j£*f$ 

battles  presented  to  us 
a  few  months  ago  by 
the  first  -  named  of 
these  Gentlemen,  in  a 
drama  called  Youth, 
were  absolutely  start- 
ling from  their  reality, 
and  anyone  who  ever 
saw  Mr.  RYDER  in  the 
character  of  a  retired 
Ecclesiastical  Masher, 
in  the  piece  in  which 
those  pictures  ap- 
peared, must  have 
shared  the  expressed 
opinion  of  the  Rev. 
Mr.  PENHDfOTOir,  and 
the  (no  doubt)  secret 
conviction  of  the  Arch- 
bishopof  CANTERBURY, 
that  Mr.  HARRIS  knew 
put  it  colloquially  — 


.ember  of  the  harlequinade-quartette  refrained  from  capping  them. 
Tl  reason  this  individual  does  not  refrain  is  the  more  easily  under- 
stood when  it  is  remembered  that  the  representative  of  the  lankee 
i'  Mr.  G.  F.'RowE,  one  of  the  Authors  of  the  piece  Captain  Gas- 
atime  Harris  has  not  only  secured  the  more  and  less  attractive 
Ir  fh-Eg™ tian  females,  but  also  their,  master,  a  wholesale  slave- 
dealer.  Ms  vindictive  person  (for  he  is  very  vindictive)  has  been 
covered  with  chains  by  tne  Captain's  command.  And  here  we  have 
rglmpsTat  history*  The  English  Naval  Officer  appeals  to  the 
British  Consul  to  imprison  the  wholesale  slave-trader  and, 
instance  of  Arnf  Set/,  his  request  is  refused.  Whereupon  the 
Captain  vigorously  upbraids  the  Consul  in.  clap-trap  artfully  con- 
hived  to  snare  applause,  and  then  with  his  dozen  .portly  mariners 
crosses  bayonets  with  the  Egyptian  troops  Imposing -tableau,  and 
first  escape  of  the  hero  of  the  piece  from  instantaneous  death. 

In  Actfwo  the  forgiving  Captain  has  made  it  up  with  the  timorou 
Consul,  who  is,  in  fact,  conducting  the  marriage  of  the  emotii 


A  Substantial  Shelter.    The  Captain  and  the 
Captives. 


the  Clergy  and  their  characteristics  —  to  v~~  ...  ..~ — ^ — -., 
down  to  the  ground.  With  such  a  guide,  then,  as  the  Lessee  of  the 
National  Theatre  to  conduct  us,  we  cannot  do  better  than  take 
the  "children  home  for  their  holidays"  to  Drury  Lane,  to  brush 
up  their  knowledge  of  Modern  Egyptian  History.  . 

The  First  Act  of  Freedom  is  introductory.    We  are  in  a  bazaar, 
where  Eastern  Merchants  are  busily  engaged  in  the  rather  fruitless 
labour  of  folding  and  unfolding  a  strip  of  carpet,  while  native 
women  earrv,  on  their  heads,  jars,  at  an  angle  conclusively  proving 
them  (the  jars  and  their  heads)  to  be  empty.    Then  we  are  told  by 
a  retail  slave-dealer,  who,  although  Egyptian  by  birth  and   in 
appearance,  is  unquestionably  Whitechapel  by  education,  that  a 
certain,  or  rather  uncertain  Araf  Bey  is  in  love  with  the  daughter 
of  a  local  British  Banker,  Miss  Constance  Loring,  the  betrothed  ot 
one  of  the  noblest,  the  most  talkative,  the  most  energetic,  themost 
patriotic  and  the  bravest  of  men,  Captain  Gascoignt,  It.N.    When 
t  is  added  that  this  hero  of  superlatives  is  also  one  of  the  portliest 
of  Naval  Officers,  it  may  be  readily  and  accurately  imagined  that  the 
part  is  thoroughly  well  filled  by  Mr.  AUGUSTUS  HARRIS.    But  Araf 
Sey  has  a  better  half,  a  sort  of  Egyptian  Mrs.  Caudle,  -who  deter- 
mines to  thwart  his  plans,  and  it  is  ultimately  this  tartly-talkative 
Lady  who  kindly  kills  him  off  in  the  middle  of  the  Third  Act,  when 
lis  presence  in  the  Drama  is  apparently  a  cause  of  some  embarrass- 
ment to  the  joint  Authors  of  the  piece.    Arnf  Bey  explains  to  those 
who  it  may  and  may  not  concern  his  desires,  and  then  leaves  the 


wno  it  may  anu  may  iiut  uuuueru  ma  ucaiico,  aim  vu»u  i^t*»v*>  MI 
Stage  clear  for  the  exhausting  antics  of  a  Lady  of  title,  her  daughter, 


Strange  Proceedings  at  an  English  Wedding  in  Egypt.   "Nautchy,"  but  nice. 

Naval  Officer  with  the  Banker's  daughter.    The  Consul  has  thought- 

ully  engaged  a  ballet  to  entertain  the  wedding-guests,  who,  as  tl 

IT.     .  L>    ii_  _        i J    :„   n,nn-.i-r,ins3    "Kir    +lno    nfmnrnff.    "watcil    tnG 


, 

whole  of  the  court-yard  is  occupied  by  the  dancing,  watch  the 
movements  of   the  nautch-girls  from  some  flights  ot  steps, 
bride  is  very  properly  seated  in  the  place  of  honour  under  an 
umbrella.     Captain  Gascoiane  Harris  and  his  fat  lads  enter,  t 
atter  bearing  bouquets.    There  is  no  chaplain  apparently  to  be 
obtained  for  love  or  money,  so  the  Naval  Officer  marries  his  bride  ott 
hand,  or  rather  on  hand,  by  placing  a  ring  upon  her  fanger.     1! 
the  Egyptian  Mrs.  Caudle  enters  in  a  gorgeous  sedan-chair,  bringii 
a  splendid  wedding-present  from  Araf  Bey.     Then,  somehow  or 
other,  an  emev.it  takes  place,  and  the  bride  is  sent  away  in  the  gor 
geous  sedan-chair.    Then  the  British  Banker  appeals  to  the  mot), 
and  being,  no  doubt,  recognised  by  them,  in  spite  of  his  respectable 
disguise,  as  Mr.  E.  F.  EDGAR,  a  Veteran  Theatrical  Ruffian  prof  es- 
sionally  conversant  with  Stage  Vice  in  all  its  branches,  is,  not 
unnaturally,  immediately 
shot.  Then  Captain  HAR- 
RIS is  patriotic  about  the 
British  Flag.    Then  there 
is  a  great  deal  of  tiring  on 


. 


The  Harlequinade-Quartette  ;  or,  Rehearsing  for  Boxing-Day. 

a' Yankee,  and  a  Dutch  Courier,  whose  characteristics  are  almost 
ideiitu  al  with  those  of  Clown,  Columbine,  Harlequin,  and  Pantaloon. 
When  this  would-be  merry  harlequinade-quartette  have  done  a 
little  easy  tumbling,  the  English  Banker,  in  the  person  of  that  tine 
old  representative  of  the  worst  types  of  Dramatic  Villainy,  Mr.  E.  F. 
.  is  introduced  with  his  daughter  to  assist  at  the  grand 
entrance  of  stalwart  Captain  Gaicoigne  Harrit  and  his  equally 
stalwart  crew.  Captain  HARRIS  is  also  accompanied  by  a  number  of 
female  slaves,  varying  in  age  from  early  childhood  to  extreme 
maturity,  and  wearing  rags  peculiar  to  the  land  of  the  Nile  and 
also  to  the  Emerald  Isle.  These  slaves  fondle  his  knees,  evi- 
dently regarding  him  as  a  substantial  shelter.  He  makes  many 
patriotic  speeches,  which  would  be  more  effective  if  the  Yankee 


both"  sides.  The  Egyp- 
tians swarm  over  the 
walls — imposing  tableau 
— and  second  escape  of 
the  hero  of  the  piece  from 
instantaneous  death. 

In  Act  Three  Constance 
has  fallen  into  the  power 
of  Araf  Bey,  but  is  saved 
by  the  Egyptian  Mrs. 
Caudle,  who  rescues  her. 
Her  lover,  however,  is 
seized  by  some  comic 
assassins,  who,  earlier  in 


the 


piece 
the 


have  assisted 
knockabout 


business  "  with  the  harle- 


A  Curtain  Lecture.    Caudle  Bey  catching  it ! 


uusmess     wiui  uie  uane-  ,.     ,       -. 

quinade-quartette,  just  as  he  is  on  theeve  of  escaping  from  a  Rhinelana 
Castle  that  has  been  "adapted"  to  the  banksof  theNile.  The  funny 
murderers  fire  upon  all  the  virtuous  characters  as  they  are  swimming 
in  the  waters  of  the  river,  a  la  Colleen  Bawn.  Imposing  tableau, 
and  third  escape  of  the  hero  of  the  piece  from  instantaneous  death. 
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METROPOLITAN    PRIZE    PUZZLES.      No.    7. 

To  KNOW  THE  RIGHT  TIME  AT  WATERLOO  STATION. 


In  the  Last  Act,  poor  Captain  Oascoigne  Harris  has  been  terribly 
bullied  by  the  wholesale  slave-dealer.  He  has  aped  materially,  now 
looking  about  fifty.  He  is  clothed  in  rags,  and  is  rendered  some- 
what grotesque  by  being  tied  to  a  dromedary.  When  he  com- 
plains of  thirst,  his  merciless  master  shows  him  water,  and  then, 
with  a  cry  of  "  No,  you  don't ! "  spills  it  in  the  sand.  In  fact,  the 
unhappy  Naval  Officer  is  the  subject  of  a  number  of  cruel  and 
even  rather  vulgar  practical  jokes.  In  the  nick  of  time,  however, 
a  British  gunboat  comes  at  the  rate  of  about  two  hundred  knots 
an  hour  up  a  canal  which  flows  conveniently  bead*  the  Pyramids, 
and  "  brings  to  "  in  front  of  the  wholesale  dealer's  encampment.  It 
is  unnecessary  t<>  state  that  the  hero  and  heroine  are  immediately 
united,  the  wholesale  slave-dealer  suppressed,  the  harlcquinade- 
quartette  rendered  happy,  and  the  comic  murderers  provided  for. 
When  all  this  has  been  done,  the  vessel  tires  a  heavy  gun  appa- 
rently (joint  blank  at  the  Captain  himself!  Imposing  tableau,  and 
last  escape  of  the  hem  of  the  piire  from  instantaneous  death. 

So  much  for  freedom  from  one  point  of  view.  Its  chief  charac- 
teristic is  a  certain  hu'ssez  aller — a  free  and  easy  manner,  noticeable 
in  its  construction.  However,  it  would  be  unjust  not  to  praise  the 
Stage  Management,  the  Scenery,  and,  in  the  cases  of  Messrs.  HAI-.KIS 
and  FERNANDEZ,  and  Mi-vs  SOFHXH  KYRE,  FOOTE,  and  UJIOMLEY, 
the  Acting.  Taken  as  a  whole,  the  play  is  good.  But  taken  as  a 
part,  with  the  dialogue  well  pruned,  and  the  harlequinade-quartette 
halved,  if  not  entirely  omi'.ud,  it  would  be  better. 


St.  Stephen's  Epitomised. 

a  H'.-1-try  M.P.) 

'I'nr.  rule  ot  the  House  is  a  paradox  quite, 
For  what  do  we  witness  here  night  niter  night  ': 
Perpetual  "  Motions" — with  scarce  any  movement 
"  Amendments  "  eternal— and  little  improvement. 


A  NOVEL  NOTION.— The  last  popular  romance,  Unspotted  from  the 
World,  has  a  misnomer  for  a  title.  As  a  matter  of  fact  the  book  has 
been  spotted  by  the  world — as  a  very  good  story. 


"  VIVE  LE  ROI ! " 

"  Mr.  ASHLEY  thought  we  might  conclude  that  CBTXWATO  vat  (till  with 
us.  (Laughter.') 

"  Sir  M.  H.  BEACH  said  he  trusted  Her  Majetty'i  Government  would  not 
incur  the  very  grave  responsibility  of  doing  nothing." 

From  Ashley,  Downing  Street,  to  Buhcer,  Pietermarittburg. 
HAS  he  really  turned  up  again  ?    If  so,  interview  at  once.     Pre- 
pared to  treat  handsomely  this  time.    Mean  to  do  something.    Pile 
it  up  if  necessary.    Wire  back  lowest  terms. 

From  llnhcer,  Pietermaritzburg,  to  Ashley,  Dotcnixg  Street. 
HAVE  seen  him.  Successful.  Complains  bitterly  of  being  badly 
used,  but  on  receiving  a  new  walking-stick,  pair  of  epaulettes,  top- 
hat,  free  admission  to  the  Crystal  Palace,  and  two  dozen  of  marma- 
lade, with  an  autograph  letter  from  HER  MAJESTY,  is  prepared  to 
return,  with  rive  hundred  fully  armed  followers,  to  Melbury  Road, 
and  have  another  palaver  for  a  few  months  all  round.  One  or  two 
more  supplementary  conditions  to  follow. 

From  Ashley,  Doieiiing  Street,  to  Jiit/irrr,  Pietennuritzbiirg. 
F.y .T.U.KNT.     Government  quite  agreeable  to  everything.      Only 
waiting  supplementary  conditions. 

/•V"«i  Huhri-r,  I'ii'teniiitritzliuri/,  In  Ashley.  />.««•;/,', 
II  HUE  thev  are.     Madame  Trss.u'D's  Collection  complete.    JOIIN 
IhNN's  head  in  a  fish-kettle,  the  skin  of  the  Hon.  Secretary  of  the 
National  Temix-rance  League,  and  twenty-two  dozen  of  a  sugary 

rceeipt  for  s< •a--iekne-s. 

From  -/*7i /<•//,  Dawning  Street,  t<>  linhcer,  Pietirmarittburg, 
CKRT.UM.Y.    With  much  pleasure.    Is  there  anything  else ':   Shall 
have  them  all  by  Parcels  Post  —shortly. 

From  liuhcer,  Pietermaritdiurg,  to  Ashley,  Dturnlmj  Street. 
War-dance  and  compliments.  What  does  "  shortly  "  mean  • 

From  Ashley,  Doicning  Street,  to  liuhrrr,  Piettrmoritdnirg, 
Eh  ?  Why,  trlitu  Parliament 's  up  .' 


',8 


IT  NCI  I,    Oil   THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[AUGUST  18,   1883. 


REFLECTED    GLORY. 

Shopman.  "HERE!    Hi !    ABE  YOU  His  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF  BAYSWATER  ?' 


Magnificent  Flunkey.   "  I  HAM  ! ' 


CUT  AND  COME  AGAIN  ! 


WOODMAN,  don't  spare  that  tree ! 

Your  efforts  it  will  tax ; 
Its  fall  tee  scarce  may  see, — 

"Twill  try  the  keenest  axe. 
Ygdrasil's  self  would  not 

1'rove  a  much  tougher  task, 
A  long  and  arduous  lot 
iliour  it  will  ask 
From  axe,  and  bill,  and  saw ; 

As  lignum  ritte  tough ; 
Forester  stout,  but  raw, 

\Vill  find  that  labour  rough. 
"t  wide  and  :m<  lent  growth, 

Deep  root  and  spacious  sin-eud. 
Some  foolish  souls  were  loth 

To  see  it  bow  its  head 
Beneath  the  Woodman's  stroke  ; 

I!ut  'tis  not  of  the  stork 
Of  sturdy  British  oak, 

That  breve*  the  tampwfsihook. 

It  is  a  tree  of  bane. 

For  all  its  leafy  show, 


It  grows  and  spreads  amain, 

Cut  little  lives  below. 
So,  Woodman,  spare  it  not ! 

Cut,  Woodman's  boy,  and  hack, 
j  Though  you  have  scarcely  got 
• .    Full  strength  or  finished  knack. 
I  Lop  if  you  may  not  fell, 

Prune  if  you  cannot  top ; 
It  cannot  but  be  well 

Its  growth  to  check  or  stop. 
Ply  bill  or  saw  until 

The  axe  may  have  its  wav. 
The  ancient  Woodman,  WILL, 
t  In  forestry  grown  pray, 
Knows  that  to  lay  it  mate 

Is  hopeless  task  to-day  ; 
Or  one  sharp  axe,  his  own, 

He  at  its  root  would  lay  : 
Watehes  half  smilingly 

Lpppingt  though  small  notvain: 

They  '11  thank  us  by-and-by— 

Cut,  lad, — and  come  again  !  " 


?S  IX  A  NAME  •" 


"  (fru>"  toffwayM,  point 
y°Ur  mouth-  and  see 


MINISTERS  AT  THE  MANSION  HOUSE. 


IF  ever  there  was  one  important  body  of  men  whose  werry  soles 
ought  to  be  filled  with  gratitood  to  another  equally  important  body 
of  men,  it  is  Her  Majesty's  Ministers  as  regards  the  Grand  old 
Cqpperation. 

Wo  begins  our  horgies  with  'em  at  Gildhall  in  Noweinber,  and  we 
finishes  'em  with  'em  at  the  Manshun  House  in  Orgust.  No  matter 
whether  they  are  our  frends  or  our  foes,  oonserwatives  or  raddicles, 
reformers  of  good  things  or  conserwaters  of  bad  uns,  we  never  goes  a 
lunch  from  the  strait  line  of  time-oncred  custom,  but  sets  such  a 
egsample  of  igh-minded  forgiving  horsepitality  as  praps  the  world 
has  hardly  never  seen. 

And  so  it  was  at  the  gorgeous  Bankwet  on  Wensday  last. 

I  couldn't  restrain  my  natral  curiosity  to  see  how  "  my  rite  hon- 
nerabel  frend  the  LORD  MAKE,"  as  the  Aldermen  allers  speaks  of  him, 
would  receive  the  Hed  of  the  Government  as  is  pledged  to  their 
destrucshun ;  so,  when  I  heard  him  enounced,  I  peeped  out  of  the 
kgipshun  All,  when  nobody  wasn't  a-looking,  and  had  a  good  look 
at  'em.  Ah,  the  site  as  I  took  at  'em  was  a  site  indeed ! 

It  was  a  trying  moment  for  both  those  elustrious  men,  and,  as  they 
drew  near,  as  the  poet  says,  "the  boldest  took  his  breath  for  a 
time  !  There  was  a  sort  of  half-and-half  smile  on  both  their 
wisages,  but  it  was  about  as  reel  as  the  shake  hands  before  the  fight 
between  the  Game  Chicken  and  the  Artful  Dodger.  Both  tried  their 
best  to  look  easy  and  dignifide,  but  ony  one  succeeded,  need  I  say 
witch  ?  There  was  a  carm  look  of  quiet  satisfaeshun  with  things  in 
gmeral,  about  the  LORD  MAKE,  that  fairly  puzzled  his  would-be 
•Destroyer,  and  I  noticed  arterwards,  when  I  handed  him  his  favrite 
dish  of  stewed  Tung  with  Salary  Sauce,  he  looked  at  me  with  quite 
an  umbel  look,  and  said,  "  No,  thank  you,  ROBERT  !  " 

But  where  was  the  owdacious  Sir  WILLIAM  VERDANT  HARCOUBT  ? 
His  own  beloved  Horgan,  the  Daily  Noose,  that  has  the  largest  circu- 
lation of  any  Liberal  Paper  in  the  World,  whatever  that  may  mean, 
enounced  that  he  would  cum,  then  why  was  he  conspickuous  by  his 
absense  ?  Must  I  reweal  the  naked  fac  ?  Then  be  ft  known  to  all, 
that  the  bold  Secretary  of  State  who  denounses  the  Corporashun 
behind  its  broad  backs,  in  langwidge  that  I  dare  aot  repeat,  and  even 
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INCORRIGIBLE! 

Altafucti  (to  his  Clerk,  who  lias  taken  the  Blur  Jiilauil,  and  IMS  been 
"celebrating  the  event").  "I 'LI,  NOT  STAND  IT,  SURR  !  WID  YER  PLIDGES  ! 
INSTIB  o'  'TAKIN'  PLIDOES  YB  'BE  ALWAYS  BREAKIN,'  YE  'D  BETTER  MAKE  NO 
PROMISES  AT-ALL-AT-ALL— AND  RAPE  'EM  ! !  " 


A  FAREWELL  YKKM-. 

As  it  is  possible  that  one  particular  dramatic  star,  now 
about  to  set  for  a  season  beyond  the  Atlantic,  will  yet 
have  time  to  dazzle  the  provinces  a  little  before  his  final 
departure,  and  need  perhaps  an  encore  verse  for  the 
famous  Lyceum  Ballad,  the  singing  of  which  an  enthu- 
siastic contemporary  insisted  made  fair  women  grow  pale 
and  faint,  and  sent  strong  men  streaming  in  tears  into 
the  lobbies, — here  is  one  for  him : — 

When  other  slips  and  other  stalls 

Their  tales  of  frost  shall  tell, 
And  SHAKSPEARE  but  the  house  appals, 

Though  it  be  papered  well ! 
When  Juliet  is  far  too  stout, 

And  Hamlet  'a  eighty-three ! — 
Don't  ask  me  if  I  have  a  doubt 

That  you  '11  remember  me ! 

To  which  may  be  added  the  following  final  vei  -.  . 
that  might  bo  suns  by  the  rest  of  tin-  company  during 
the  voyage  in  half  a  gale  of  wind : — 

When  Yankee  talent  fumes  and  in  Is, 

And  London  vawns  and  stares 
To  find,  instead  of  HENBY'S  "sets," 

But  Bate,  with  painted  chair* '. 
When  'mid  Atlantic's  "  Much  Ado  " 

We  're  hopelessly  at  sea, — 
And  far  too  ill  to  think  of  yon 

P'raps  you  '11  remember  we  ! 


TIIK  UAKK  TRUTH. —A  truth  announced  in  a  somewhat 
remarkable  notification  :— "  Xutla  J'rrifus  restores  grey 
hair  to  it*  original  shade."  Does  it.  AWo  Veritai.  as 
to  hair  may  be  supposed  to  signify  baldness.  In  order, 
then,  to  be  effectually  applied  as  a  restorative  of  grey 
hair,  does  it  require  the  head  to  be  shaved  fir^t  '- 


Dirge. 
(By  an  tin-paired  M.P.) 

Is  life  indeed  worth  living?    Tnily  yes ! 

When  tramping  on  the  Twelfth  the  heather  o'er ; 
But  August  at  St.  Stephen's  -will,  I  guess, 

Make  mm  a  pessimist  whose  joy  is  lest 
As  his  desires  are  Moor  ! 


acceps  their  generus  inwitation  to  dinner,  no  sooner  sets  his  two 
estonished  eyes  on  JOHN  TENNIEL'S  highly  flattering  Cartoon,  than, 
instead  of  jming  all  the  rest  of  the  world  in  their  harty  laugh,  as 
every  wise  and  senserble  feller  would,  he  sends  oif  to  the  Mansion 
House  to  say  that  he  has  just  thort  of  a  werry  speshal  engagement, 
and  can't  come !  And  it  is  wispered  as  how  he  has  follard  it  up  by 
ordering  no  more  Punches  to  be  brort  into  his  sollem  manshnn.  Poor 
Sir  WILLIAM  !  He  fust  loses  his  temper,  and  then  loses  his  dinner. 

The  Baukwet  was  upon  the  hole  p'raps  the  most  successfullest  as 
was  ever  given  in  that  nobel  All  of  Horspitalitv.  I  missed  the  long 
row  of  Royal  Attendants  with  their  lovely  gold  bullyem  epperlets, 
as  we  lias  when  we  has  lots  of  Princes,  but  even  this  was  partly  pur- 
wided  by  the  wonderful  amount  of  what  the  Frenck  call  cheek  "  of 
his  grace  the  Dook  of  WESTMINSTER.  Wishing  ewedently  to  give  a 
sort  of  sample  of  how  he  means  to  cum  out  when  lie  is  elected 
LORD  MAM  of  New  London — long  be  the  day ! — he  had  acshally 
asked  for  the  loan  of  two  of  Her  Majesty's  Royal  Footmen,  and  there 
they  was  not  only  standing  behind  his  cheer  but  acshally  condy- 
sending  to  wait  upon  him  and  his  beautiful  Dutches*  !  However  the 
LORD  MARE  as  usual  was  quite  equal  to  the  occasion,  and  bordered 
up  his  Coachman  and  Postillion  to  stand  behind  him,  who,  tho'  they 
wasn't  of  much  use  and  got  a  good  deal  in  everybody's  way,  made  a 
werry  respectful  slimy  for  our  stable  old  Institution. 

Nearly  all  the  Ministers  of  any  importance  was  there.  The  lowly 
minded  Gent  from  Brummagem  didn't  put  in  an  appearance,  being 
probberbly  engaged  in  toiling  or  spinning,  or  some  such  low  ocyou- 
payshun,  but  that  didn't  seem  to  spile  nobody's  appetite,  and  tho 
absense  of  the  Senior  Member  for  Chelsea,  harcaaes  hambone,  as 
BROWN  said,  which  I  bleeves  is  sarcastic  French  for  "  a  nice  pair  !  " 
was  endured  without  a  murmer.  It  is  said  his  Republican  instinks 
is  shocked  at  the  sight  of  so  many  Livery-men. 

The  LORD  MARE  of  course  made  the  speech  of  the  evening.  In  fac 
he  didn't  leave  much  for  the  Magnificent  Elderly  Gentleman  to  say, 
but  nevertheless,  he  made  a  grand  speech,  and  wound  up  with  words 
of  hope  for  all  on  us,  as  would  have  cut  Sir  WILLIAM  s  hard  hart 
to  the  werry  core. 


Next  in  importance  to  the  speeches  of  the  LORD  MAKE  and  of  Mr. 
GLADSTONE  was  the  Speech  of  Lord  DABBY,  tho"  it  was  about  the 
shortest,  and  why  ?  because  he  rewealed  one  of  the  profoundest  and 
importantest  Cabinet  secrets  as  ever  was  diwulged  even  after  dinner. 
In  Wino  Werytas,  as  BROWN  said,  which  means,  I  believe,  that 
"  good  wine  needs  no  gooseberry-bush,"  in  witch  I  quite  agrees. 
Lord  DARBY  acshally  said  that  wen  they  are  about  to  appoint  a 
Embassador,  or  Governor,  or  a  Secretary  of  State,  the  first  question 
they  asks  is,  not  wot  brains  has  he  got.  not  what  egsperience  has  he 
got,  not  what  nolledge  of  the  world  has  he  g'ot,  out,  what  sort  of 
Wife  has  he  got  ? 

Ah !  my  Lord  DABBY,  no  wunder  you  're  such  a  favrite  with  the 
fair  sects"!  A  sweeter  complement  or  more  hellegantly  put  was 
never  paid  'em  since  our  werry  great  granfather  gammoned  EM:. 

I  wunder  what  the  Government  will  do  for  to  shew  their  gratitood 
to  the  LORD  MABE.  They  can't  make  him  a  Knight  as  he  is  one 
every  day,  and  they  can't  very  well  make  him  a  Barren-Knight  as 
he  has  got  a  werry  numerus  number  of  offsprings  all  ready,  so  p'raps 
it  will  be  a  Wicount,  like  Lord  MATCHBOX  SNEERBOOK,  who  was 
present. 

I  'm  amost  afeard  as  he  spoke  out  too  strongly  for  his  own  interests, 
both  BROWN  and  me  we  both  thort  so,  and  so  did  His  Lordship's 
Postillion.  He's  a  man  of  werry  few  words,  of  course,  being  a 
Postillion,  but  he  thinks  a  lot,  as  he 's  plenty  of  time  to  do,  and  wot 
he  savs  he  means,  and  what  he  did  say  was,  "  I  thinks  as  if  his 
Lordship  had  rid  'em  a  little  more  with  the  snaffle,  and  not  quite 
so  much  with  the  curb,  they  might  have  jogged  on  together  pretty 
cumferal  for  some  time  longer."  But  when  MS  public  dootv  stands 
in  one  pair  of  scales  and  his  privet  interest  in  the  other.  I  knows 
from  a  long  egsperiencc  widen  will  have  to  go  to  the  wall. 


ROBERT. 


MBS.  RAMSBOTHAM  considers  a  slice  of  a  good  Best  failure  ham, 
nicely  broiled,  and  a  dish  of  Matter-of-fact  peas,  one  of  the  best 
things  you  can  have  for  luncheon  at  the  present  time. 
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ARRANGEMENTS  FOR  THIS 
DAY— MONTH. 

( Foreta«tfor  the  use  ofParliamen tarii 
Obstructives.) 

OFFICIAL  Reception  of  anybody 
and  everybody  by  the  Beadle  of 
the  Burlington  Arcade. 

Annual  Shutter  Closing  in 
Eaton  Square. 

Mary leboneCluh,  Lord's.  Single 
Pitch  -  and  -  toss  Match  by  the 
Gate-keeper  against  himself. 

General  Afternoon  Meeting  of 
nobody  in  the  least  worth  know- 
ing in  Piccadilly. 

Covent  Garden  Party  in  Bow 
Street. 

Sweeping  out  of  the  rooms  of 
the  Royal  Society,  and  appoint- 
ment of  new  Charwoman. 

Further  Exhibition  of  the  "Wel- 
lington Statue  at  the  corner  of 
Hamilton  Place. 

lie-chalking  of  Courts  of 
Princes.  Admission  without 
voucher. 

Two-in-hand  Club.  Random 
Meeting  everywhere  all  day  of 
the  General  Omnibus  Company. 

International  Bathing  Match  in 
Serpentine  after  half-past  Eight 

P.M. 

Perambulating  Flower  Show  in 
Seven  Dials. 

Levy— for  arrears  of  Taxes  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  St.  James's. 

Drawing-Room  Entertainment 
at  East-End  Music-Hall. 

Public  Recitation  of  "  Oh. 
Solitude,  where  are  thy  Charms  !  " 
by  the  Single  Horseman  in  Rotten 
Row  to  the  Policeman  on  duty. 

And  Farewell  Dinner  to  the 
SPEAKEH  by  the  remnants  of  the 
still  sitting  House  of  Commons 
on  the  occasion  of  his  temporary, 
but  sudden  departure  for  Colney 
Hatch. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.   L49. 


ELLIS  ASHMEAD  BARTLETT,  ESQ.,  M.P., 

AN  INQUISITIVE  BUTTON-HOLDER  -WHO  REPRESENTS  HIMSELF  ;  IN 
FACT,  A  SPECIMEN  OF  "  HOOK  AND  EYE." 


STANZAS  TO  SALT. 

[The  Lancet  is  given  to  understand 
that  amongst  other  follies  of  the  day 
some  indiscreet  persons  arc  nbjci-tin;; 
to  the  use  of  salt,  and  propose  to  do 
without  it.  Nothing,  says  our  con- 
temporary, could  be  more  absurd. J 

WHY  shouldst  thou  incur  an  un- 
merited odium. 
What  hast  thou  done  now,  and 

what  is  thy  fault  ? 
Why  will   people  not  eat  thee, 

Chloride  of  Sodium  ': — 
That   is    thy   chemical    name, 

Common  Salt. 
For  whether  our  diet  be  wholly 

leguminous, 
Or  if  we  eat  both  our  mutton  or 

beef, 
You    aid    in    the    decomposition 

albuminous, 

Giving  pur  nature  the  proper 
relief. 

Why  should  all  our  functions  be 

terribly  sent  awry 
By  leaving  salt  out  when  eating 

our  meals  !J 
The  doctors  have  said  the  canal 

alimentary 
Steady  improvement  from  salt 

oft  reveals. 
We  know  that  the  cow  and  the 

horse  and  the  buffalo 
Rush   off   to    "  salt-licks "    in 

prairie  or  wood ; 
So,  even  if  you  should  a  friend's 

feelings  ruffle,  oh ! 
Warn  him  that  salt  does  him 
infinite  good ! 


MRS.  RAIISBOTHAM  says  there 
has  been  a  good  deal  of  annoy- 
ance caused  at  the  church  she  is 
in  the  habit  of  attending,  on  ac- 
count of  the  Rector  introducing 
two  Aconites  and  a  Thoroughf are 
to  take  part  in  the  service. 


CHARITY  NOT  AT  HOME. 

(From  the  Diary  of  a  Patriotic  Philanthropist.) 

Monday.—  Application  for  a  subscription  to  the  Local  Dispensary. 
loo  absurd  !  I  make  a  point  of  always  contributing  to  the  collection 
on  Hospital  Sunday  once  a  year,  and  this  institution  must  have 
benefited  by  my  almsgiving. 

Tuesday.—  Letter  from  the  Secretary  of  the  Lone  Widows  and 
cor  Orphans  Rescue  Society,  asking  for  my  help.    As  the  Associa- 
*  to  have  been  founded  one  hundred  years  ago,  it  must 
nave  been  very  badly  managed  to  need  assistance  now.    Refuse. 
»  edneidau.—  Circular  from  the  Discharged  Prisoners  Anti-Con- 
mation  League.     No  sympathy  with  this  movement.     Do  not 
leve  that  convicts  can  be  reclaimed  by  getting  them  employment 
on  their  release.    1  hrow  the  circular  into  the  waste-paper  bask'et 

t,li;     7i    y        1>f'als  *?*?  no  less  than  one  dozen  Hospitals,  all 
telling  the  same  story—  closing  Wards  on  account  of  failing  funds 

supjlortm7'     am  SUre;  bUt  reaUy  these  institution9  should  M  self- 

:-Polite  note  from  the  Secretary  of  the  Institution  for  the 

the  toreigners  of  Europe,  sending  me  a  ticket  for  a  ball. 

st  eons  der  this,  as  strangers  deserve  our  sympathy  at  all  times. 

1  li.-.  nn-hole  envelope  and  enclosures. 

'"-        a  frit    after  my  own  heart!    Society  for  the 
the  Equatorial  States.     Of  course 


GAME."—  A  Picture  of  Still  Life. 


DUPLICITY. 
A  Rondeau  on  One  who  has  Hounded  on  Us. 

[A  Reutcr  telegram  says  that  in  many  of  the  seditious  letters  seized  in  the 
Punjaub,  significant  mention  is  made  of  the  Maharajah  UHULEEP  SINOH'S 
visit  to  India.] 

D'YOU  leap;  sing,  feast,  or  wed,  or  build,  or  bury, 

We  said,  scarce  six  months  since ; 
Would  you  make  mourning,  or  would  you  make  merry, 

We  asked,  0  Nut-brown  Prince. 
You  "  Hanked  "  the  proudest  tribute  for  a  statue 

(Leech,  bard,  clown,  king. 
You  didn't  care) ;  and  now  sedition 's  at  you, 
DHTJLEEP  SINGH. 

No  more  your  diamonds  shall  shed  a  fairy 

Light  o'er  patrician  halls  ; 
Hindu  PAENKLL,  preceding  Hindu  CAREY, 

Black  HEALYS  !  ochre  SMALLS  ! ! 
Your  Eastern  mug  must  pour  froth  like  a  fountain — 

That 's  the  seditious  thing — 
And  you  '11  become  an  Asiatic  Mountain 
Dew-leep  SINGH. 


CAN  the  proposed  subsidy  of  £120,000  a  year  to  ABD-UI.-RA UMAX 
be  looked  upon  as  Ameer  trifle  !J 

Mits.  RA.MSBOTHAM  caught  cold  the  other  day.    She  has  had,  she 
says,  to  use  a  gargoyle  for  her  throat  every  morning. 

A  FEE-SIMPLE.—  The  "  Inquiry"  Fee  to  a  Jew  Moneylender. 
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"FOR    EXAMPLE." 

Pater.  "  WKLL,  MY  BOY,  AND  HOW  DO  YOU  LIKE  COLLEGE  ?    ALMA  MATKB 

HAS  TURNED  OUT  SOME  GOOD   M«K " 

Hvprfltl."    "  YA-AS— SHK  's  JUST  TURNED   ME  OUT  !  " 

[He  had  btcn  expelled  ! 


ADAPTING:  BY  THE  GAUL. 

(About  the  Moral  of  the  Sardou-Uchard  Case.) 

I'chard  (suddenly  «!irr  to  the  fact  that  he  once  wrote  something  about 
.  Here,  I  say,  cher  ami  (for  I  'm  not  going1  to  quarrel  with 


a  tcifv  i/iiinij  trrong).  ,  , 

you,  even  though  you  do  cut  me  out  of  the  playbill,  and  the  pay-bill,  too, 
of  the  Autcurs  pramati<(ues),  you  know  that  s  my  idea,  a  wicked  wife  with  a 
child  —  original  situation  in  French  literature,  hein  ' 

Sardou.  Well;  and  who  cribbed  it  from  DIDEROT  ?  and  what  about  EM  HE 
DE  GIRARDIN  ?  Besides,  I  'm  an  Academician,  and  I  make  more  stage-rights 
in  a  month  than  you  by  your  books  in  two  years.  But  if  you  like  to  denounce 
Herr  Vox  PoRTAUBXFD,  who  has  just  reproduced  two  scenes  out  of  my  Fedora 
at  Berlin,  I  am  your  Dramatic  Author.  We  '11  make  a  naming  franc  pamphlet 
of  it  in  the  interests  of  dramatic  morality. 

Alphonse  Daudvt.  I'm  not  going  to  bring  an  action  against  you,  CLARRTIE; 
pus  si  hi'tc.  I  find  my  books  manage  to  sell  without  that  kind  of  advertisement. 
But  you  know,  you  industrious  chiffnnnier  of  letters,  that  if  Xiima  Romnrstan 
had  never  been  written,  Monsieur  If  Minixtre  would  never  have  been  played. 

C/iiri'fie.  Well,  if  a  writer  in  this  enlightened  Republican  era  can't  paint 
the  pitfalls  and  deceptions  of  undue  ambition,  I  may  just  as  well  put  all  my 
reams  of  papier  f  roller  (two  reams  a  day  is  my  figure)  in  the  waste-paper  basket. 

Zola.  I  am  a  Pontiff.  I  am  above  such  pitiful  recriminations  ;  and  I  only 
just  mention  the  fact  that  there  is  such  a  booK  as  Son  Excellence  Rnugim. 

Claretic.  Oh,  yes;  quite  so.  (Convulsed  trith  indignation.)  But  look  here 
—  look  at  this  Italian  paper  —  the  miserable  robbers  have  actually  put  a  Minister 
of  Public  Works  on  the  stage,  and  made  him  come  to  grief  in  the  same  denoiiment 
as  mine.  Where  is  international  honesty  —  where  is  the  Gendarmerie  ? 

Octave  Fi'iti/trt.  And  they  are  playing  the  Monde  oft  I'on  s'  eniiuie  all  over 
the  United  States  ! 

Paul  Feral.  I  have  given  up  my  Bonn,  it  is  played  in  Eskimo. 

Catittle  Mendes.  They  have  the  Meres  Ennemics  in  Russian,  only  they  turn 
them  into  fathers  for  political  reasons. 

An  Anonymity.  And  they  are  going  to  plavmy  "  Pschutt,  Pschiitt,  Pschutt  .'  " 
at  the  next  Handel  Festival,  with  words  by  "M.  SIMS  GEORGE  GILBERT  ! 

Omnes.  Plundered  on  every  side  !     Unhappy,  too  generous  France  ! 


Tin'  <ihost  of  Dumas  Pere.  Going  in  for  original 
copy,  all  of  you,  eh  ?  Well,  suppose  everyone  of  you 
who  takes  something  out  of  my  works  only  twice  a 
year  deposits  my  drotls  (Fattteur  at  the  foot  of  my  Boule- 
vard Maiesherbes  statue — and — and  even  ALEXLXDKE, 
who  lives  close  at  hand,  won't  have  fingers  long  enough 
to  collect  the  bank-notes. 

Omnes.  En  t>7«  tin  geneur  ! 

A  CHARING  CROSS  CAROL. 

A  BUST  scene,  I  must  confess, 

The  Continental  Mail  Express ! 
The  babbling  of  boys  and  porters, 
The  shouting  of  the  luggage-sorters. 

Indeed  a  vast  and  varied  sight, 

Beneath  the  pale  electric  light ; 
The  roll  of  trucks,  the  noise,  the  hustle, 
The  bawling  "  By  yer  leave !  "  and  bustle. 

While  anxious  tourists  blame  and  bless 

The  Continental  Mail  Express ! 

Though  wanting  minutes  ten  to  Eight, 

Still  people  hurry  through  the  gate : 
Now  London's  dull,  the  Season  over, 
They  flit  from  Charing  Cross  to  Dover ; 

They  take  their  tickets,  pay  their  fare, 

They  're  booked  right  through  to  everywhere ! 
To  lead  a  life  of  hopeless  worry, 
With  Bradshau),  Baedeker,  and  Murray. 

And  yet  they  hail  with  eagerness 

The.Continental  Mail  Express ! 

I  think  of  toil  by  rail  and  boat, 

And  cackle  at  the  table  d'hote  ; 
Of  coin  of  somewhat  doubtful  mintage, 
And  wine  of  very  gruesome  vintage ; . 

Of  passes  steep  that  try  the  lungs, 

And  chattering  in  unknown  tongues. 
Of  Rhenish  nills,  Italian  fountains, 
Of  forests  dark,  and  snowy  mountains 

To  start,  I  'd  give  all  I  possess, 

By  Continental  Mail  Express  ! 

'Tis  Eight  o'clock,  save  minutes  two — 

Here  comes  a  stout,  fur-capped  Mossoo ; 
He 's  in  a  fluster  at  the  wicket 
Because  he  cannot  find  his  ticket ; 

And  over  there  may  be  espied 

A  pretty  little  two  days'  bride. 
How  bored  she  '11  be  with  six  weeks'  spooning, 
How  wearied  with  the  honeymooning  f 

Yet  lots  go,  leaving  no  address, 

By  Continental  Mail  Express ! 

Eight-five !    The  lading  is  complete, 
The  last  arrival  in  his  seat ; 

The  porters'  labour 's  almost  ended, 

The  latest  evening  paper  vended. 
We  wish  departing  fnends  "  Good  night !  " 
A  whistle  blows,  the  Guard  says  "  Right !  " 

We  watch  the  red-light's  coruscation, 

Then  slowly,  sadly,  leave  the  station. 
All  London  's  gone,  say  more  or  K-s, 
By  Continental  Mail  Express ! 


KKKN-T  PUBLICATION-.— "  Spare  Cash.  What  Shall 
I  Do  tcith  it  1  A  new  Work  for  the  Guidance  of 
Investors."  Additional  answers — Buy  shares  in  Joint 
Stock  Mining  and  Manufacturing  Companies  on  the 
faith  of  Circulars  and  Prospectuses  which  you  receive 
by  Post.  Invest  your  Spun-  Cash  in  German  and  other 
Lotteries  in  reliance  upon  Advertisements  sent  you  by 
the  same  conveyance.  Subscribe  to  the  erection  of 
Statues  and  Testimonials,  in  order  that  your  name  may 
appear  in  print.  Forward  contributions  to  the  Anti- 
Tobacco  and  Anti- Vaccination  Society,  the  Restriction 
upon  Marriage  Perpetuation  Society,  the  Society  for 
keeping  Museums  and  Galleries  of  Art  closed  on  Sun- 
days, and  the  United  Kingdom  Alliance.  If  you  have 
any  Spare  Cash  that  you  don't  know  what  to  do  with 
remaining,  remit  it  to  the  Headquarters  of  the  Salvation 
Army.  Invest  your  Spare  Cash  regardless  of  any  sus- 
picion that  you  may  possibly  do  worse  than  make  ducks 
and  drakes  with  the  money. 
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CHILDE    CHAPPIE'S    PILGRIMAGE. 

CANTO  THE  SECOND. 

i. 

COME,  blue-eyed  maid  of  heaven !— but  thou,  alas ! 
Art  little  like  this  epos  to  inspire. 

Goddess   of  Wisdom!      Were    the 
Golden  Ass 

A  hopeful  subject  to  arouse  thy  hre  ? 

The  Gilded  Youth  for  whom  I  wake 
the  lyre 

Would   deem  thy  wisdom   owlish, 
tedious,  slow, 

The  leaden  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 

Of  Boredom  dread  in  thine  Olympian 
glow, 

Thy  grave  broad  brow,  and  strait- 
laced  breast  of  virgin  snow. 


II. 


ft" 


But  -where's  Childe  CHAPPIE?    I 

must  not  forget 
To  track   that  dawdling   pilgrim. 

Vestured  brave 

In  sheeny  hat,  and  collar  closely  set, 
Snowy  as  ever  laundry-maid  did  lave 
Or  deftj"  clear-starcher  "  stiffen,  see 

him  wave 

A  morning  greeting  to  his  comrades  dear, 
Chanting  the  Comic  Opera's  latest  stave 
In  husky  tones  he  vainly  strives  to  clear 
With  deep  astringent  draughts  of  foaming  Bitter  Beer. 

ill. 

The  night's  hot  fever  yet  his  pulses  feel, 
He  hath  "  a  head,"  and  nodding  to  his  friend 
Makes  the  brain  whirl  like  the  revolving  wheel 
Of  hurrying  Hansom,  and  his  back  to  bend, 
To  flick' a  dust-Heck  from  his  bright  boot-end. 
Brings  feelings  scarce  of  comfort  or  of  joy. 
Alas !  why  did  they  liquors  wildly  blend  ? 
What  may  thev  quaff  this  nausea  to  destroy ! 
Shall  it  be  B.-and-S.  or  bumpers  of  the  "  Boy  "  ? 

rv. 

At  least  they  will  not  miss  ACUASIA'S  wiles, 
ACHASIA  brassy-tressed,  with  bistro  deep 
Eye-ringed,  who  at  yon  counter  stands  and  smiles, 
The  bar  s  blonde  siren,  to  whose  haunt  fools  creep, 
And  o'er  her  calculated  witcheries  keep 
A  jealous  watch,  as  with  her  Lamia  jjlide 
She  hands  the  boys,  their  sapless  brains  to  steep, 
Potations ;  they  self -deemed  astute  and  "  snide," 
Of  nous  bereft,  low  chaff  the  bar-queen  golden  dyed. 

v. 

Her  reign  is  brief,  soon  are  her  glories  gone  ; 
But  London's  Lamia  hath  full  many  a  lair. 
Comus  at  every  bar  erects  a  throne. 
And  each  may  find  a  newer  (  iin    there. 
Crass  CHAPPIE  !  could  another  ever  share 
That  shrewd  and  callous  heart  it  were  not  thine. 
Hulls  of  the  trim-drawn  tie  and  sleek-smoothed  hair 
In  dozens  daily  bow  at  that  coarse  shrinr, 
:i  deeming  to  his  suit  her  favouring  eyes  incline. 

VI. 

Away !  nor  let  niu  loiter  iu  my  song, 
CHAPPIE  hath  many  a  pathway  yet  to  tread. 
To  Waterloo  they  swiftly  bowl  along. 
He  and  his  chums,  by  fond  delusion  led 
Drawn  from  the  .S>//-?//«/  •*>'/""</</•,  lately  read, 
O'er  a  late  breakfast ;  little  schemes  deep  fraught 
With  hopes  Utopian  circlingin  each  head, 
Of  "  tips"  and  "morals."  With  such  lures  are  caught 
The  Turfs  green  gulls,  by  no  experience  trained  or  taught. 

VII. 

ion  of  Rascalry,  where  SEXLAC  rose, 
Star  of  the  fool  and  warning  of  the  wise-  ; 
He  who,  sore  baffled  by  remorseless  foes, 
Shrank  from  the  fight,  and  lost  the  longc-d-for  prize. 

:i  of  Rasealry  !  turn  honest  eyes 
From  thee  thou  harpy-haunt  of  sordid  men! 
Where  honour  falls,  and  onlv  tricksters  rise, 
Where  the  pale  Swell,  hard  hit,  fills  high  again 
To  foil  the  Rahab  eyes  that  glitter  in  his  ken. 


Childe  CHAPPIE  deems  the  winner  he  can  spot, 
He  backs  Penelope,  swift  as  the  wave, 
And  long-limb'd  TEDDY'S  mount ;  puts  on  the  pot. 
But  the  Turf's  maw 's  insatiate  as  the  grave  : 
Dark  Sappho  wins.  '  CHAPPIE  sits  blanched,  but  brave, 
Swell  breasts  are  so  imbued  with  pluck  and  fire, 
Could  he  have  won,  though, — at  the  odds  they  gave ! — 
Well,  bad  luck  's  not  eternal,  but  will  tire 
Pursued.with  clogged  grit.     Once  more  awake  the  lyre ! 

1. 

Hail,  glorious  Goodwood !    Thy  promise  afar 
Gives  hopes  to  the  Plunger.    The  fortune  of  war 
Shall  change  when  the  summer  shines  bright  on  thy  lawn. 
Thy  tints  of  crushed  strawberry,  lemon,  and  fawn. 

2. 

Ah !  who  is  more  brave  than  your  Johnny  of  note, 
With  his  snowy  shirt-front  and  his  dainty  dust-coat  ? 
He  leaves  London's  streets  to  the  hucksters'  dull  Hock, 
And  comes  down  by  the  Special  with  hat  at  full  cock. 

3. 

Mayfair  hath  sent  forth  her  fair  dames  to  the  race ; 
For  the  turf  they  abandon  tho  Park  and  Hans  Place. 
Ah !  those  roseate  cheeks  shall  glow  redder  before 
The  last  gloves  are  won  and  the  last  race  is  o'er  ! 

4. 

The  Beauties  of  Stagedom,  red-lipped  and  long-lashed, 
Who  teach  the  pale  lads  what  it  means  to  be  mashed, 
Have  left  the  dull  Strand  and  the  dingy  stage-door, 
And,are  here  to  win  gloves  and  maybe  something  more. 

5. 

"  Oh,  talk  not  of  '  cutting  it ' !     '  Form '  knows  not  fear. 
I  '11  pull  it  all  back  upon  Junket,  my  dear. 
Fate  has  floored  all  the  Prophets  this  time — it 's  a  bore, 
But  there 's  Good  wood,  to  come,  and  Newcastle  Town  Moor ! 

6. 

"A'cropper  I've  come,  but  it  shall  not  be  said 
That  this  Johnny 's  a  cocktail  blue-funked  off  his  head. 
AVhen  Junket  romps  in  for  the  Cup,  from  the  ranks 
Of  the  winners  shall  OnArpiK  be  missing  ?    No,  thanks ! 

7. 

"  Let 's  liquor !    There  isn't  much  harm  done  so  far. 
Hail,  Goodwood !    'Tis  there  we  '11  renew  the  wild  war. 
The  Lawn  that  so  often  has  seen  us  before, 
Shall  see  us — and  see  us  as  winners — once  more  ! " 


WOMAN'S  RIGHT.— Not  to  be  left. 


HORTICULTURAL    CUTTINGS. 

Culled  by  Dumb-Crambo  Jimim: 


Han-unele-us. 


Frim-you-la ! 


A-rnm  Lily. 


'ONDENTS.— la  BO  case  cau  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Hatt6r,  or  Drawings,  bo  retarued,  unless  accompanied 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelope  or  Cover.       Copies  of  MS.  should  be  kept  by  the  Senders. 
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SEA-SIDE    PUZZLE. 

To  KIND  YOUR  HATIIINU-.MAI  IIINE  IF  YOU'VE  FOROOTTEN  THE  NVMUER. 


SHALL  DOBBS  HAVE  A  STATUE  ? 

"  WHO  on  earth  is  DOUBS  '' "  asks  JONKS  of  Cheapside.  as  he  hur- 
riedly gobbles  down  his  elegant  breakfast  at  his  suburban  villa  at 
select  Surbiton,  fearing  to  lose  his  train.  We  will  tell  JOXES,  and 
the  rest  of  the  world  at  the  same  time,  and  then  we  will  discuss  the 
question  with  which  we  began. 

Mr.  ARCHIBALD  DOBBS,  then,  is  a  gentleman  of  remarkable  energy, 
courage,  and  public  spirit,  as  will  be  readily  acknowledged  when  we 
inform  the  world  of  London  what  he  has  done  for  them.  Being  dis- 
satisfied, as  most  of  us  are,  with  the  price  charged  for  the  supply  of 
water,  he  appealed  to  the  Magistrate,  contending  the  charge  should 
be  based  upon  the  rateable  value  of  his  house,  and  not  upon  its  gross 
value,  but  the  Magistrate  decided  against  him.  Not  having  a  very 
high  opinion  of  the  legal  attainments  of  a  Police  Magistrate,  he 
boldly  appealed  to  the  Court  of  Queen's  Bench,  and  they  decided  that 
the  Magistrate  was  wrong,  and  Mr.  DOBBS  right.  The  Water  Com- 
pany, well  knowing  the  importance  of  this  decision,  immediately 
gave  notice  of  appeal  to  the  Cmirt  <>t  Apjioal.  Matters  now  l> 
look  serious.  However  public-spirited  a  man  may  be,  the  fighting 
at  law  of  a  wealthy  public  Company  is  no  joke.  So  Mr.  DOBBS 
appealed  to  the  Public  to  assist  him.  But  the  Public  is  a  very  curious 
body  in  relation  to  such  matters ;  and  while  they  readily  follow  a 
Royal  lead  anywhere,  or  for  any  object,  are  very  slow  in  assisting  a 
man  in  lighting  their  battles,  and,  with  the  exception  of  some  assist- 
ance from  the  Corporation  and  from  one  or  two  of  the  Vestries,  the 
response  was  but  small.  When  the  appeal  came  on  before  Lord 
COLERIDGE  and  two  other  eminent  Judges,  the  decision  of  the 
Queen's  Bench  Division  was  over-ruled,  and  Mr.  DOBBS  declared 
to  be  in  the  wrong. 

Some  men  never  know  when  they  are  beaten,  and,  fortunately  for 
all  of  us,  Mr.  DOBBS  is  one  of  them.  So  he  boldly  appealed  to  the 
House  ol  Lords,  and  they  have  decided,  unanimously,  that  the 
Polieo  Magistrate  was  wrong,  that  Lord  COLERIDGE  and  the  two 
Loids  Justices  were  even  more  wrong,  for  they  ought  to  have  known 
better,  and  that  gallant  Mr.  DOBBS  is  right. 

Now,  let  us  see  what  the  result  will  probably  be.  As  their  decision 
will  reduce  the  rower  of  the  Water  Companies  to  charge  us  for  water 


by  about  one-sixth,  the  saving  to  the  Metropolis  by  this  plucky  pro- 
ceeding will  be  about  £150.000  a  year.  Now  for  the  question  with 
which  we  began.  Shall  DOBBS  have  a  Statue?  Certainly  not;  it 
might  be  as  nideous  an  abortion  as  that  just  removed  from  Hyde 
Park  Corner ;  hut  surely  some  means  can  be  devised  by  which  the 
Public  might  show  their  appreciation  of  good  judgment  and  great 
pluck  combined  for  their  interest.  In  one  large  City  house,  of 
exceptionally  high  rental,  where  the  consumption  of  water  is  but 
small,  it  is  calculated  that  they  could  lay  in  as  much  beer  as  they 
consume  water,  and  at  less  expense.  Mr.  DOBBS  has  begun  a  great 
work  with  conspicuous  success,  and  if  his  effort  be  properly  appre- 
ciated, others  will  be  induced  to  continue  it,  until  the  giant  water- 
rnonopolists  be  brought  to  reasonable  terms. 


THE  PEERS  TO  THE  PREMIER. 

IT  '»  truly  disgusting !  You  give  us  no  work 
Till  too  late  at  the  table  to  be  a  beginner. 

Pray  what  is  the  use  of  a  good  knife  and  fork 
You  can't  use  till  the  end  of  the  dinner  ? 

THE   PREMIER  TO  THE   PEERS. 

You  swear  your  lieht  labours  your  zeal  disappoint  ? 

As  Political  Cooks  you  our  toils  would  be  halving  ? 
Go  to !     If  the  times  are  so  much  out  of  joint. 

'Tis  because  of  your  "  cutting  and  carving  "  ! 


MRS.  KAJISBOTHAM  cannot  exist  without  her  fashionable  and  Court 
Intelligence.  Miss  LAVTSIA  commenced  reading  aloud  a  paragraph 
from  Truth,  "  The  QUEEN  has  also  commissioned  the  Duke  to  invest 
his  father-in-law — "  when  she  was  interrupted  by  her  Aunt  exclaim- 
ing, "  Good  gracious !  LAVKOA  !  What  on  earth  could  he  be  invested 
in  ?  Exit  go  on,  my  dear  ;  I  am  most  anxious  to  know  who  was  the 
broker,  as  I  should"  like  to  go  to  him  myself." 


Ay  "AJUM.  PE.VSEE."— The  Policeman'?. 


86 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[AUGUST  25,  1883. 


AUGUST  25,  1883.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


,-7 


ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED  IT.uM 

THE  DIARY  OF  TOBY,  M.P. 


House  of  Commons.  Moiidtii/  ti, 
August  13.  —  Donnybrook  Fair  in  House  to- 
night. "  But,"  as  O'SnEA  says,  regret- 
fully, "  Donny  brook  under  disadvantages. 
Been  raining  all  night  ;  slush  up  to  your 
ankles,  and  the  whiskey  bad." 

Whole  thing  had  too  much  air  of  pre- 
arranged performance.  Not  been  a  lively 
Session  for  Irish  Members. 

"  We  've  never  been  the  same  men,"  says 
T.  D.  SULLIVAN,  with  a  sigh,  "since 
FOKSTKK  left  us.  He  was  the  making  of 
us  as  a  party.  Always  foresaw  the  conse- 
quences. Told  HEALY  he  wus  doing  a  bad 
thing  for  Ireland  —  that  is.  for  us  —  when 
he  and  the  rest  combined  to  drive  out 
FORSTKR." 

Whatwith  that,  and  stoppage  of  American 
funds,  things  gone  hard  with  the  patriots. 
Felt  necessity  of  having  at  least  one  good 
burst  before  Session  closed.  The  nearer 
the  end  the  more  useful  the  effect.  Govern- 
ment obligingly  assented.  Irish  votes  post- 
poned from  week  to  week  till  to-night,  when  , 
after  due  notice,  they  are  moved.  Large 
muster  of  Irish  Members.  Severe  competi- 
tion for  (Irand  Prix,  to  be  won  by  Member 
who  can  heap  on  absent  men  the  coarsest 
abuse  without  being  suspended.  HEALT 
very  good.  HARIIINCITUN  a  poor  creature, 
making  shrill  echoes  of  HKU.Y'S  invective. 
TheO'KELLYmoderatelyexplosive.  O'Bui  KX 
intense,  not  to  say  too-too.  T.  P.  CONNOR 
blustering.  All  the  delicate  nature  and 
hjgUy-cfanmg  temi>ernment  of  Mr.  CAI.LAN 
vibrating  at  what,  falling  in  love  with  his 
own  sarcasm,  he  frequently  ulludes  to  as 
"the  chaste  and  virtuous  "BoLTON."  But 
the  palm  and  the  prt'jr  carried  away  by 
.lusi  I'll  GILI.IS.  Something  so  delightfully 
judicial  in  his  manner  whilst  saying  most 
norrible  things,  and  over  all  the  air  of  con- 
viction and  ingenuousness,  that  endear 
JOSEPH  to  the  least  susceptible  heart. 
Moreover,  he  reaches  heights  unsealed  even 
by  the  venomous  weakness  of  HARRINGTON. 
He  represents  the  murderers  of  Lord  F. 
CAVEXDISII  imd  Mr.  BUEKE  as  the  helpless 
victims  of  Government  machinations,  done 
to  death  by  bribed  witnesses  and  i> 
juries. 

"  I  siipjHisc  now,"  I  said  to  Mr.  l!i:\M. 
"  that  tins  sort  of  thin},''  goes  down  in  Ire- 
land ?  A  little  wearisome  here  after  the 
seventh  hour.  One  feels  as  refreshed  as  it 
he  'd  been  bathing  in  the  Thames  by  a  si-wer 
out  tall.  But  of  course  you  must  live." 

"  Sorry  for  you,  TOBY,"  said  TIM,  who 
isn't  such  a  bad  fellow,  after  all.  "  But 
we're  obliged  to  do  it.  As  you  say.  we 
must  live.  But  won't  trouble  you  again. 
This  '11  see  us  over  the  Kceess." 

Siisini'sii  tlniii:  —  Some  Irish  Votes  passed. 

7'»r.<(/<///.-  -Quite  affecting  scene  in  Hmtsr 
to-night.  Bankruptcy  Bill  comes  up  on 
Report  stage.  Conservatives  insist  upon 
falling  on  CHAMBERLAIN'S  neck  and  kisMn;-- 
him. 

"  Never  was  such  a  Minister,"  says  Mr. 
RITCHIE.  "  No,  never,"  says  Mr.  WmTELY. 
"  Well,  hardly  ever,"  says  Mr.  Dixox 
HARTLAND,  who,  having  fought  Bill  tooth 
and  nail  in  Grand  Committee,  feels  necessity 
of  coming  down  gently. 

General  chorus  of  testimony  as  to  skill, 
tact,  and  ability  shown  by  CUAMBKULAIN  in 
piloting  the  Bill  through  Grand  Committee. 

"  Talk  about  the  lion  lying  down  with  the 
lamb  !  "  says  HARCOUKT,  who  doesn't  re- 
member any  time  when  his  undoubted 


RETROSPECTION. 

SIT.N i:     .  /.' ••'! ,..'/._•  Neighbourhood. 


"  PoOTY   'Ot'SES 


HettiiHj  Mini    (plays  First  Concertina  in  txilntiioii  Army  Bund}. 

THKY    BUILDS    IX    TIIKSK    Sf  Kl''l'.s,    MR.    SwAUGET." 

Mr.  S.   (Reformed  Burglar  and  Banner-Bearer  in  the  same}.   "AH  !    AND  now  'ANDY  THEM 

LITTLE  BAL-CO-NIES  WOULD  'A'  BEEN  IN  KOK.MRR " 

[A  warning  flourish  on  the  Concertina,  i<W  Mi:  V  cV»j/s  the  subject  ! 

excellence  was  acknowledged  from  Conservative  Benches,  "nothing  to  thi^.     Does  anybody 

know  where  I  could  find  a  cockatrice's  den  ?    Should  like  to  go  and  put  my  hand  in  it.' 

"  Better  try  your  foot,"  says  ATTORNEY-GENERAL.    "  More  accustomed  to  putting  that  in." 
'•  Tell  you  what,  young  fellows,"  HARTINGTON  says  from  under  the  brim  of  his  hat, 

"  Cii  iMiiKui.ux's  done  more  than  saved  the  Bankruptcy  BUI.   He's  saved  Grand  Committees. 

If  his  Committee  had  not  done  more  than  yonrs,  JAMES,  we  should  never  have  dared  to  propose 

renewal  of  experiment." 

Sir  WILLIAM  McARinuR  wanted  to  ask  "  How  about  Madagascar?"    HENRY,  desirous  of 

changing  the  subject,  proposes  to  ask  the  worthy  Alderman  "  How  about  Lambeth  ': "     Not 

sure,  however,  that  he'd  make  much  of  the  question.    Few  scenes  of  equal  interest  to  that 
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sed  in  one  of  the  Committee  Rooms  the  other  day,  when 
S?r  WILLIAM  received  visit  from  large  body  of  his  Constituents 
Hadn't  called  to  ask  him  to  sit  for  his  portrait,  or  to  receive  piece  of 
date  or  even  to  invite  him  to  dinner.  Simply  looked  in  to  ask  him 


""TanVlmagine,"  says  Mr.  WOODALL,  "anything  more  uncom- 
fortable or  more  embarrassing  than  to  be  shut  up  in  Committee  Room 
with  twenty  or  thirty  of  your  Constituents,  wlio  insist  upon  your 

eBut1Srr  WILLIAM  equal  to  occasion.  Nothing  could  exceed  urbanity 
with  which  he  beamed  upon  them  through  his  spectacles  or  the 

wrsonal  interest  with  which  he  turned  from  one  speaker  to  the  other, 
anxious  not  to  lose  a  single  word  of  so  interesting  a  conversation, 


vast  electorate  of  Lambeth,  yield  to  the  solicitation  of  deputation. 

\o  anger ;  no  resentment ;  no  scornful  words ;  only  the  bland  smile, 

the  benevolent  presence,  and  the  gingham  umbrella  persuasively 

lointed  to  the  door  through  which  the  deputation  presently  nled, 

.jrreeing  that  they  hadn't  made  much  out  of  the  visit. 

Business  done.—  Tremendous.  Irish  Parliamentary  Registration 
Bill  passed  through  Committee,  Bankruptcy  Bill  finally  disposed  of, 
and  Irish  Tramways  Bill  read  Second  Time. 

Wednesday  Afternoon.  —  "  AGNEW  doesn't  speak  often,"  Lord 
KARTINGTON  saidjust  now ;  "  for,  like  myself  and  other  Lancashire 
Members,  he  feels  responsibility  attaching  to  our  position.  As 
SHAKSPEARE  says,  '  What  Lancashire  says  to-day,  England  thinks 
to-morrow.'  So,  except  at  Salford,  Lancashire  chary  of  speech. 
But  when  AGNEW  opens  his  mouth  he  says  something.  Only  wish 
be  'd  opened  it  sooner  on  this  particular  point." 

These  remarks,  somewhat  extended  for  HARTINGTON,  refer  to  brief 
address  by  AGNEW  on  question  of  WARTON'S  Wednesdays.  WARTON 
always  comes  down  at  noon  on  Wednesday  with  fresh  supply  of 
anuff,  strongly  suspected  of  being  medicated.  Members  about  to 
enter  House  find  him  there.  He  offers  snuff.  The  unwary  take  it, 
become  violently  agitated,  and,  instead  of  following  original  inten- 
tion of  entering  House,  retire.  Come  round  in  from  half-an-hour  to 
in  hour,  according  to  strength  of  constitution.  But  in  meantime 
SPEAKER  been  waiting  for  House  to  be  made,  and  legislative 
machinery  at  a  stand-still.  Members  begin  to  fight  shy  of  snuff  of 
late,  so  WARTON  bodily  blocks  the  way.  Tries  to  prevent  them 
entering.  AGNEW  brings  this  under  notice  of  SPEAKER,  who  utters 
grave  rebuke,  and  WARTON  temporarily  snuffed  out. 

Business  done. — Scotch  Local  Government  Board  Bill  in  Committee. 

Thursday. — Distinguished  visitor  at  House  at  night.  Mr.  MAR- 
WOOD,  having  professional  engagement  at  Newgate  on  Monday,  runs  up 
to  town  a  day  or  two  before.  Where  shall  he  go  ?  Madame  TUSSAUD'S, 
the  Tower,  or  Houses  of  Parliament  ?  TUSSATTD'S  a  little  melancholy 
with  its  chamber  of  departed  acquaintances.  The  Tower  a  place 
where,  Mr.  MAHWOOD  has  heard,  in  the  Dark  Ages  they  used  to  get 
rid  of  surplus  population  by  taking  off  their  heads  with  axe.  That 's 
low.  Mr.  MABWOOD  will  not  countenance  it  even  at  this  date. 

"  Shall  call  on  my  friend  the  'OME  SECKRERARY  at  the  'Ouses  of 
Parlyraent,"  he  says. 

Sir  WILLIAM  unhappily  not  at  home  when  his  colleague  in  the 
Executive  Government  called.  Fact  is,  had  been  rather  let  down  at 
question  time  by  so  inconsiderable  a  person  as  HARRINGTON.  Having 


mate  him  at  his  own  value.  "  When  gentlemen  read  these  accounts 
in  the  newspapers,"  says  he,  with  a  comprehensive  wave  of  his  arm, 
"  it  will  save  time  and  trouble  if  they  assume  they  are  not  true." 

"  Does  the  same  principle  apply  to  information  given  in  American 
newspapers  ?  "  HARRINGTON  asked.  House,  recalling  familiar  spectacle 
of  last  year,  when  Grandiose  Old  Man  was  constantly  appearing  anc 
reading  in  sepulchral  tones  extracts  from  American  newspapers  de- 
scribing the  doings  of  the  Land  League,  laughs  and  cheers.  G.  0.  M 
doesn't  like  being  laughed  at,  so  goes  home,  and  thus  misses  oppor- 
tunity of  showing  Mr.  MAHWOOD  over  the  House. 

In  his  absence  distinguished  Hanger-on  of  the  Government  doei, 
very  well.  A  nice,  quiet,  mild,  elderly  Gentleman,  of  affable 
manners,  and  oven  benevolent  countenance.  Peers  came  to  peer  a 
him  through  glass  door  of  Strangers'  Gallery. 

"  Wears  a  high  black  stock  like  me !  "  criei 
a  look  of  terror  coming  into  his  eves. 

Held  quite  a  leree  in  Lobby  of  Souse  of  Commons,  but  is  not  at  al 
stuck  up.    Listened  with  decent  politeness  to  Lord  WEMYSS,  making 
thirteenth  speech  on  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill. 
\r     ,.owjle  uses  tne  l°nj?  drop  in  his  speech,  if  I  may  say  so, 

M.  observed,  patronising! y.  Whether  this  professional  remark 
alluded  to  length  of  address,  or  to  neatness  in  despatching  subject 
left  problematical. 

After  visiting  Lords,  Mr.  MARWOOD  not  at  all  above  looking  in  on 


Commons.  Sat  for  an  hour  in  Speaker's  Gallery.  Most  of  the  time 
lad  his  eyes  fixed  on  Benches  below  Gangway  on  Conservative  s  ae, 
where  there  was  a  large  muster  of  Irish  Members. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  about,  Mr.  MARWOOD  ?  I  ask,  observing 
fiis  concentrated  attention.  (No  hang-dog  look  about  him.  JNot 
,  bit  afraid  of  talking  to  him). 

"Ah!"  he  said,  slowly  rubbing  his  hands  together,  drawing  in 
his  breath,  and  emitting  it  with  kind  of  hungry  sigh.  Curious 
person  to  talk  to.  Mysterious  and  monosyllabic. 

Business  done.—  Mr.  HEALY  paid  off  Sub-Inspector  CAMERON  tor 
•ndeavouring  to  keep  the  peace  at  Wexford.  Sat  late,  and  got  some 
Votes. 

Friday.— Curious  instance  supplied  in  House  of  Lords  to-night  of 
power  of  phrase.    Cruelty  to  Animals  Bill  passed  in  Commons  by  over- 
whelming majority.    Getting  on  very  well  in  the  Lords  till  WEJfrss, 
making  twenty-third  speech  for  the  week,  severely  denounced  it  as 
'  a  germ  Bill.*'     "  What 's  a  germ  Bill  f  "  Lord  DENMAN  whispered. 
'  Don't  know,"  WEMYSS  replied.     "  But  it  sounds  well."    L9rds 
didn't  know  either.    But  felt  there  was  something  darkly  mysterious 
about  a  germ  Bill.   Had  heard  of  "  germ  theory."  Distinctly  improper 
Hng.    Might  have  something  to  do  with  that ;  so  throw  out  1 
>y  30  Votes  to  17.      ___^___===^== 

ANOTHER    LITTLE    HOLIDAY    CRUISE. 

The.   Start— Training  Notes— Inquiry— My    Companion— Wai;  i  ng 
Moments—  Observations— Stoppage— Across  the  Border— Early 

Wit— Slow  Progress— An  Offer— Arrival—  Embarkation— Ihe 
Steamer—  Laudation  — Explanation— Ln-e  and  Lame—  lite 
Quay— The  Harbour— Reception— Welcome— Off  to  the  Yacht. 

WITH  what  an  air  of  annoyance  and  reckless  contempt  one  fellow- 
passenger  always  treats  another  fellow-passenger's  bag !  _ 

Every  man  thinks  that  the  whole  carriage  belongs  to  him,  and 
looks  upon  every  other  person  as  a  trespasser  and  a  nuisance. 

Awaking,  or  partially  awaking,  about  4'30  A.M.  on  a  lovely  mom- 
ing,  I  am  informed,  by  a  Guard  or  Porter,  that  we  are  stopping  at  a 
place  called  Penrith.  This  name  having  a  decidedly  Welsh  sound, 
t  occurs  to  me  suddenly  that,  in  spite  of  all  my  precautions  at  start- 
ing (when,  to  begin  with,  the  Station-Master's  clerk,  confidentially, 
and  as  a  great  piece  of  politeness,  put  me  into  the  wrong  carriage, 
from  which  the  Guard  forcibly  rescued  me,  thereby  earning  my 
gratitude  and  a  couple  of  shillings),  I  have  either  made  a  mistake  in 
the  train,  or  that  that  part  of  it,  in  wjiich  I  ought  to  have  been,  has 
gone  on  to  my  intended  destination,  and  another  part,  with  me  m  it,  has 
turned  up  in  Wales,  where,  as  it  seems  to  me,  we  are  at  this  moment, 
when  we  should  be  in  Scotland,  or,  at  all  events,  at  Carlisle. 

There  is  only  one  supposition,  inadmissible  in  all  railway  travelling, 
and  that  is,  that  the  driver  doesn't  know  his  way,  or  has  taken  a 
wrong  turning  in  the  dark,  and  lost  it.  A  stage-coach,  handled  by  a 
coachman  new  to  the  road,  might  do  this,  but  an  engine-driver  can  t. 

We,  my  travelling  companion  and  myself,  examine  Bradshaw. 
This  process  is  always  accompanied  by  a  series  of  impatient  exclama- 
tions varying  in  their  intensity  according  to  the  difficulty  of  the 
inquiry.  I  cannot  at  a  moment's  notice  dehne  the  precise  meaning  ot 
"  objurgations,"— but  as,  in  the  course  of  pur  Bradshaw  Inquiry,  we 
do  not  use  very  strong  language,  I  am  inclined  to  the  opinion  that,  in 
this  case,  we  use  "objurgations,"  and  while  we  are  about  it  we 
objurgate  freely.  If  objurgation  doesn't  mean  this;  it  is  such  an 
ugly  word  in  itself  that  it  ought  to.  The  result  is  that  we  find 
Penrith  in  something  under  ten  minutes. 

Being  perfectly  satisfied  that  we  are  on  the  right  route,  my  com- 
panion, who  has  kindly  undertaken  the  inquiry,  throws  down  the 
Railway  Guide-Book  with  a  "Confound  Bradshaw!"  and  reclines, 
with  an  air  of  utter  exhaustion,  at  full  length,  on  the  seat,  Certainly, 
the  study  of  Bradshaw  at  4  A.M.,  after  a  series  of  short  snoozes,— 


uuuijmuiuii,    wiiu,    nivr    uiyaci-i,  is    tu    ut;    a.   KW^>  v,_,«.,.~ 

MELLEVILLE'S  yacht,  and  with  whom  I  have  a  slight^  previous 
acquaintance,  has  commenced  the  journey  by  saying  that  he  never 
can  sleep  in  a  train,  and  hoping  that,  if  I  do,  I  won't  snore.  I  assure 
him,  of  course,  that  I  am  never  guilty  of  snoring,  and  should  have 
prepared  myself  for  a  chat,  with  our  cigar,  had  not  my  experience 
told  me,  with  certainty,  that,  whenever  a  man  begins  by  informing 
me  how  he  finds  it  impossible  ever  to  sleep  in  a  train,  he  is  sure 
to  snuggle  himself  into  a  comfortable  corner,  gradually  become 
huddled  up  all  in  a  heap,  so  that  at  last  he  resembles  a  badly-stuffed 
dummy  waiting  to  be  carried  about  on  the  fifth  of  November,  the 
only  indication  of  life  being  a  persistent  snore,  which  slowly  increases 
in  tone,  until  the  noise,  having  prevented  anyone  else  from  getting  a 
wink  of  sleep,  suddenly  reaches  such  a  pitch  of  intensity  as  to  wake 
the  performer  himself,  who,  however,  merely  gives  a  discontented 
shrug,  huddles  himself  up  again  into  another  helpless  attitude,  and  m 
less  than  a  minute  is  again  sound  asleep,  and  bringing  out  the 
second  series  of  his  highly  unpopular  snoring-entertainment.  When 
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he  wakes  for  good,  hours  afterwards,  he  at  once  complains  of  the 


your  snoring.  .My  . , 

si  i  I  try  to  get  to  sleep  first ;  but  I  make  a  false  start,  and  he  wins 
by  three  snores  to  nothing. 

At  Carlisle,  being  late,  -it  is  rarely  my  good  fortune  to  travel  by  a 
train  tint  keeps  to  its  time, — we  have  only  an  eight  minutes'  wait. 
I '\. Tything  in  the  way  of  refreshment  is  at  the  other  end  of  the 
platform,  ;i  distiinee  Apparently  of  a  quarter  of  a  mile. 

Awaking  to  this  t'aet,  we  run. 

.Much  can  be  done  in  eight  minutes,  hut  not  everything  when  you 
have  a  considerable  way  to  go  there  and  back,  when  you  are  strange 
to  the  place,  when  you  are  on  the  alert  to  catch  the  slightest  indica- 
tion of  a  whittle  or  a  bell,  when  you  are  immediately  prepared  to 
drop  your  hot  coffee,  cram  your  bread-and-butter  in  your  inouth, 
chuck  down  any  coin  that  mines  lirst  to  hand  without  waiting  for 
;ed  in  a  n •tivshing  toilette,  you  will  throw  down 
the  brush,  put  \our  tra\clling-eap  on  anyhow  (deranging  your  hair 
again),  hustle  on  your  fat,  nearly  assault  the  attendant  who  is 
civilly  coming  at  you  with  a  clothes-brush,  but  give  him  sixpence. 
a nd  tin  11,  feeling  as  it  you  had  brushed  your  hair  the  wrong  way,  ana 
were  dres  .  d  in  somebody  else's  clothes,  you  run  down  the  platform, 
the  train  having  mo\i-d  farther  off  than  before,  and  anxiously  visit 
every  carriage,  until,  just  as  you  are  in  utter  despair  of  finding  the 
right  one,  you  see  a  friendly  porter  halloaing  to  you  from  afar  off, 
or  your  travelling  companion  (though  he  is  the  very  last  person  to 
afford  you  any  assistance,  having  generally  gone  wrong  himself, 
or,  if  right,  having  re-settled  himself  comfortably,  and  probably 
wondering  what  on  earth  can  have  become  of  you)  signalling  to  you 
wildly  to  "  i mil.  on,"  as  if  he  were  challenging  you  to  a  combat  of 
two.  By 'the  way,  11  /ira/mx •  of  "challenging,  I  do  notice  this  in 
my  travelling  companion,  that  when  he  is  awake  there  is  a  certain 
asperity  in  his  manner  as  if  he  wanted  to  have  a  row  with  me. 


agree,"  says  the  poet,  with  remarkable  poetic  licence  by  the  way, 
and  two  fellow-travellers  in  the  same  compartment  ought  to  be 
unanimous.  Htt/ipy  Thomjlit.  Be  unanimous. 

The  consequence  is  that  mv  companion  appears  to  be  better  pleased, 
with  himself,  at  all  events,  it  not  with  me,  and  when  once  across  the 
Border,  we  begin — I  start  it  and  he  follows  suit — with  that  fevered 
nnd  unnatural  jocosity  that  will  exhibit  itself  at  five  A.M. — when  you 
ought  to  be  asleep,  but  can't — to  attempt  imitations  of  the  Scotch 
brogue.  We  don  t  get  much  further  than  pointing  out  a  labourer 
in  the  fields — (healthy  work  a  labourer's  in  the  fields  at  five  A.M. — 
what's  he  doing  ? — probably  like  the  early  bird,  catching  the  worm — 
or,  still  more  probably,  catching  the  early  bird  itself) — and  saying, 
"  Eh,  Sirs,  there 's  a  mon  !  "  or  "  There 's  a  wee  bit  lassie  '.  "  and  we 
talk  of  a  "  drappit  in  the  ee,"  but  we  don't  risk  taking  it  at  five  A.M. 

With  the  same  forced  gaiety  we  playfully  point  out  to  one  another 
several  Abbotsfords,  a  variety  of  imaginary  birth-places  of  ROBERT 
BRTCE  ;  of  course  we  select  a  pig-stye,  and  ask  "who  was  born 
there  ?  the  answer  being  "  HOGG  ;  "  and  then  we  indicate  several 
BntJfs'  Monuments,  and  some  hives  as  the  place  where  the  Bawbees 
dwell ;  and  then  we  inform  each  other  (for  Ics  grands  esprits,  &c.) 
that  a  lot  of  natives  in  a  field  are  Scots  wna  hay-making. 

After  these  feeble  specimens  of  early  wit  and  humour,  the  con- 
versation becomes  desultory;  then  we  sleep  alternately,  each  waking 
up  by  turn  fresh  for  a  talk,  only  to  find  the  other  asleep,  and  to  be 
annoyed  with  him.  Gradually  we  feel  the  pangs  of  hunger. 

Then  the  train  begins  to  dawdle.  At  the  small  stations  they 
appear  so  pleased  to  see  a  train  that  they  cannot  make  up  their 
minds  to  part  with  it.  Guard,  Station-master,  porters,  all  chatting 
pleasantly  for  awhile,  and  then  dashing  into  business.  The  business 
seems  generally  to  be  suggested  by  the  head  official  being  suddenly 
struck  by  the  idea  that,  as  the  visits  of  a  train  are  few  and  far  between, 
our  engine,  on  the  present  occasion,  may  as  well  be  utilised  for  the 
moving  of  a  few  coal-trucks.  More  delay.  We  seem  to  have  got  int< 
a  line  of  McDawdles. 

To  give  some  sort  of  colour  to  the  protracted  stoppages,  someone  (ii 
possible,  in  an  official  uniform,  but  anybody  will  do)  opens  the  door, 
and  requests  to  see  the  tickets.  This  process  is  repeated — sometimes 
twice  over,  by  mistake,  at  the  same  station — once  within  every 
twenty  minutes.  At  last  a  porter  opens  the  door,  and  asks  if  we  'IJ 
have  breakfast  on  board  the  steamer  (an  hour  hence),  because,  if  so, 
he  '11  wire  on.  We  hesitate.  At  least  /  do ;  for,  collapsing  as  I  now 
am  with  hunger,  I  feel,  from  painful  experience,  that  to  order  a 
breakfast  beforehand  on  board  a  steamer  which  has  to  cross  the  sea 


going  to  have  much  to  do  with  trees,  and  appearances  inland  are  but 
very  untrustworthy  authority  as  to  the  r>  ise  on  the 

;oast  and  on  the  sea, — and  so,  my  companion  being  evidently  of  a 
lasty  temperament,  and  the  porter  on  the  doorstep  appearing  im- 
patient, the  former  decides,  autocratically,  "  Wire  breakfast  for  two 
>n  board" — and  I  assent,  hoping  it  will  be  for  the  best. 

At  Stranraer.  On  board  the  steamer  in  correspondence  with 
irain, — a  correspondence  which,  I  am  glad  to  say,  is  published  in 
•'.</((/«•, — plying  between  Scotland  and  Ireland.  It  is  for  the  best. 
Excellent  breakfast.  First-rate  fish,  first-rate  eggs,  better  toast  was 
never  crunched,  and  better  marmalade  couldn't  be  found  anywhere 
in  Scotland.  Bravo,  Steward  and  admirable  Stewardess  !  The  latter 
when  at  work  as  stern  as  Latly  Macbeth,  and  with  a  brogue  that  abso- 
lutely >o  frightens  me  at  first,  that  I  refuse  to  let  her  take  away  mv 
cup  to  fill  it  with  coffee  and  milk  ;  but  she  insists,  and  I  timidly  yield, 
and  she  returns  with  it,  made  exactly  as  I  want  it,  real  cctft  au  lait. 
On  no  passenger-boat  that  I  can  remember  have  I  ever  met  with 
such  a  possible  breakfast.  There  is  a  choice  of  about  half-a-dozen 
things  in  fish  and  meat — for  the  small  sum  of  two  shillings  a  head, 
cut  and  come  again  as  often  as  you  like.  But  to  be  just  before  I  am 
generous,  nay,  lavish,  of  praise,  I  should  add  that  on  no  passenger- 
boat  do  I  ever  remember  myself  being  so  well,  with  such  an  appetite 
for  breakfast,  or  (which  is  five-points  out  of  six  _in  my  favour)  the 
sea  so  calm.  I  am  therefore  viewing  the  commissariat  department 
under  exceptionally  favourable  conditions. 

One  traveller,  who  looks  like  Rob  Roy  Macgregor  badly  dis- 
guised in  a  modern  tourist  suit,  goes  through  the  whole  course,  for, 
having  to  return  to  the  saloon  in  the  course  of  half-an-honr,  1 
find  him  still  at  it  in  the  most  unabashed  manner,  evidently  taking 
out  his  railway  and  boat-fare  in  a  supply  which  would  serve  for 
three  meals  in  one — tria  jiinrta  in  iinn — and  last  him  the  day. 
The  Stewardess,  Steward,  and  their  assistant  regard  one  another  in 
an  uncertain  manner.  He  comes  up  on  deck  at  last,  but  I  don't 
think  they  can  have  made  much  out  of  Mr.  ROB  ROY  MACGHEOOR, 
who,  I  should  say.  doesn't  often  get  such  a  chance  when  his  foot  "  is 
on  his  native  heath."  By  the  way.  why  "  foot"  ?  Why  not  "  feet "  » 
The  MACGREGOR  was  not  noted  for  (generally  standing  on  one  leg 
like  the  figure  of  Mercury !  And,  if  both  feet  were  not  on  his 
"  native  heath,"  which  one  was  ?  and  where  was  the  other  ? 

Solution  of  Difficulty.  If  one  of  ROB  ROY'S  feet  was  in  one  county, 
perhaps  the  other  was  in  Ayr. 

Ireland,  bedad ! .  Ould  Ireland !    Larne  Harbour. 


^ w_        into 

partnership  over  this  jeu  de  mot.  From  what  Pve  seen  of  him 
when  awake,  I  don't  think  he  is  the  sort  of  man  to  be  entrusted  with 
a  part  in  a  joke.  I  will  perfect  it  before  dinner-time,  and  bring  it  out 
as  an  impromptu.  This  was  SHERIDAN'S  plan.  History  repeats 
itself.  That 's  why  History  is  so  dull. 

Some  of  the  Yacht's  crew  are  on  Larne  quay,  and  in  a  twinkling 
they  have  deposited  our  baggage  in  the  gig,  and  in  another  few 
twinklings  we  have  greeted  our  host,  MELLEVTLLE,  the  owner  of  the 
Creusa, — naturally,  but  unlearnedlv,  pronounced  "  Cruiser" — the 
men  "  give  way  "—[Happy  Thought.— Tba.t  '*  why  a  boat's  crew 
should  be  so  obliging,  because  they  're  always  "  giving  way  "]— and 
we  are  now  nearing  the  gallant  schooner, 


A    SEASIDE    STUDY 
In  Natural  Sittory. 


partial  exhibition  of  Scotch  caution. 

It  is  very  tine  ;  it  is  warm,  scarcely  a  breath  of  air  to  move  the 
trees  ;  but,  as  I  point  out  to  my  travelling  companion,  we  are  not 


A  Virtue  of 
Opium. 

CERTAIN  Mis- 
sionaries in  China 
declare,  in  a  peti- 
tion addressed  to 
the  House  of  Com- 
mons against  the 
trade  in  Opium 
that  the  use  ol 
that  drug  "  en- 
slaves its  victim, 
squanders  his  sub- 
stance, destroys  his 
health,  weakens 
his  mental  powers, 

lessens    his    self- 

—  esteem,      deadens 

his  conscience,  unfits  him  for  his  duties,  and  leads  to  his  steady 
descent,  morally,  socially,  and  physically."    Among  all  these  counts 


A  Goat  and  Two  Kids. 
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LIGHTS    AND    SHADOWS    OF    PORTRAIT-PAINTING. 

( tt'hy  shouldn't  a  Portrait-Painter  make  his  Sitters  pay  in  proportion  to  their  ugliness  ?    He  might  put  it  to  tltem  delicately,  but  firmly.) 
Alderman  Sir  Robert.   "AH,  VERY  LIKE  THE  COLONEL  -  VERY  LIKE,  INDEED!     FIVE  HUNDRED  GUINEAS,  DID  YOU  SAY?    WELL,  I 

•MOULD   LIKE  YOB  TO   PAINT  Ms  LIKE   THAT." 

Our  Artist.    "OH,    FOR    YOU,  SlR    ROBEBT,  IT  WOULD   BE  Two  THOUSAND  !      I   DON'T  WISH  TO   FLATTER,    HUT   YOU    HAVE — A  — A    VERY 

ixpMifsivE  CAST  of  FBATVRK.     THE  COLONEL'S  FEATURES  ARE  ORDINARY,  POOR  OLD  CHAP?     HOOK  NOSE,  SHORT  UPPER  LIP,  PRO- 
MINENT CHIN,  LITTLE  MOUTH,  bio  KVKS,  HIGH  FOREHEAD,  AND  ALL  THAT,  YOU  KNOW — VERY  CHEAP,  INDEED  ! " 


NURSE  GLADSTONE. 

i  PER  '•:    Goodness  gracious,  not  at  all ! 
A  .Nur-ir,  no  more  ;  and  e'en  that  u vocation 
Is  "  temporary  and  exceptional." 
Some  people  da  want  so  much  explanation, 

Ask  such  crass  questions, 
And  make  such  strange  and  sinister  suggestion^. 

A  NurM! !    An  honourable  office,  surely. 
What  is  there  in  a  little  loving  dandling 

•ir  the  catcchists  from  ST.VKK.  to  MUUI.KY  '• 
The  child  needs  hushed  repose,  and  gently  handling. 

Why  fuss  and  bother? 
Die  HUM  is  skilful— loves  it  like  a  mother. 

The  babe  is  backward,  feeble  for  its  age  ; 

lint  then,  all  prodigies  are  not  precocious. 
1  he  ]«xir  thing's  early  treatment  was  not  sage. 

Niull  ice  expose  it,  Spartan-like,  ferocious, 

To  danger  s  full  rushes, 
Helpless,  alone,  like  MOSES  in  the  bullrushes '; 

Suppose  we  did !    Who  knows  who  might  pretend 
lo— falsely— play  the  part  of  PHARAOH'S  daughter  '- 

.  trench  bonne  its  weakness  might  Ijtfrtriul, 
*ome  Coptic  Herod  it  condemn  to  slaughter. 

No,  no,  bv  Isis, 
We  icun't  forsake  it  whilst  its  fate 's  at  crisis. 

Wr/11  "  give  it  a  fair  start."     What  may  that  mean  ? 
-Now  surely  such  a  query  must  be  needless, 


Unless  to  satisfy  the  spluttering  spleen 
Of  ASHMEAD  BARTLETT.    Quidnuncs,  hot  and  heedless, 

Like  that  1'aul  Pry, 
May  urge  such  questions  ;  but  they  're  all  my  Kye. 

The  babe,  we  say,  is  backward  ;  see,  poor  thing, 
How  like  a  Mummy  it  is  swathed  and  swaddled  ! 

'Twill  need  a  linger  kind  whereto  to  cling. 
When  once  it  feels  its  feet,  has  safely  toddled, 
Why  then  its  Nursey 

May  safely  leave  the  child  to  fortune's  mercy. 

Those  feet  don't  look  like  toddling  ?    Why  contemn 
The  tueked-up  tootsies  of  this  heir  of  RAMESES  '? 

When  it  has  proved  that  it  can  trust  to  them, 
Then  Nurse's  function 's  tinished  ;  from  the  premises 
She  will  begone ; 

But  not — oh  not — till  it  can  run  alone ! 


AMONG  the  improvements  to  be  made  during  the  Vacation  in  the 
New  Law  Courts,  "  The  Wells  of  the  Courts  occupied  by  Mr.  Jus- 
tice KAY  and  Mr.  Justice  CHITTY,  will  be  raised."  The  two  Judges 
evidently  share  with  Truth  the  distinguished  honour  of  sitting  in  a 
well.  But  surely  this  contemplated  alteration  is  dangerous.  Isn't 
this  raising  the  wells  uncommonly  like  meddling  with  the  clear 
springs  of  Justice ?  "Better  leave  Wells  alone,"  as  the  Bishop  of 
HATH  and  WELLS  said,  when  they  wanted  to  deprive  him  of  the 
second  part  of  his  title. 

:     MORE  WORK  FOR  THE   POSTAL  AUTHORITIES. — To  lay  down  the 
i  limits  for  "Parcels of  Nonsense  " — in  Parliament  and  elsewhere. 
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"OH,   THE    LITTLE    DUCKY-WL'CKV  '.      NEVER    WILL    ITS    NANA    I. LAVE    IT    TILL    IT    CAN    RUN    QUITE 

ALOXE  ;-XEVEK  !_!  " 
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SOWrillXG  LIKE  A  CIRCUIT. 

THE  'arrangements  for  the  LORD   CHIEF  JUSTICE'S  "American 
Tour,"  having,  according  to  a  Contemporary,  at  length  been  "  sub- 
stantially completed  by  the  Committee,    it  is  satisfactory  to  find  thai 
the  whole  undertaking  promises  to  prove  a  great  financial  success. 
It  has  lonp,  of  course,  been  known  in  legal  circles  that  the  beggarly 
pay  received  l>v  tin-  leading  lights  of  the  Bench,  when  taken  in  com- 
parison with  the  heavy  sums  made  latterly  by  their  more  fortunate 
rivals  of  the  Stage,  had  led  to  a  tension  of  feeling  on  the  subject  that 
could  only  find  ultimate  relief  in  some  spirited  outburst.     And  the 
determined  and  business-like  prominence  of  the  LOKD  CHIEF  JUSTICE 
at  a  recent  Banquet,  showed  clearly  in  which  way  the  wind  was 
setting.    It  is  tlieivt'mv  not  a  matter  of  surprise  to  hear  that  by  the 
engagement  of  an  excellent  man  of  business,  Mr.  ELLIOT  F.  SHEPARD, 
Lord  COLERIDGE,  and  the  learned  troupe  who  accompany  him,  have 
already  managed  before  their  arrival  in  the  States,  to  fill  up  nearly 
every  one  of  their  dates,  down  to  the  very  day  of  their  return  voyage 
home  again  across  the  Atlantic. 
It  is  satisfactory,  too,  to  note  that,  while  business  has  evidently 
been  the  guiding  motive  of  all  the  arrangements,  there  will  be  no 
lack  of  recreation  for  the  hard-working  luminaries  en  route.    On 
August  28  a  certain  "Mr.  SLOANF.  "  gives  them  a  "reception,"  and 
on  the  29th  it  is  announced  that  "  Judge  HILTON  will  entertain  the 
party."    At  Windsor,  Vermont,  they  will,  on  the  1st  of  September, 
be  shown  "  Mr.  EVARTS'S  guests,"  no  doubt  a  rare  collection  of  per- 
sonages, and  well  worth  seeing.    The  very  next  day.  too,  they  will 
be  treated  to  a  private  view  of  "  FABIAN'S  Twin."    All  this  is  as  it 
should  be.    The  unusual  strain  of  an  extended  legal  tour  cannot  be 
lightened  too  much  with  pleasing  little  distractions  of  such  a  charac- 
ter, and  it  is  agreeable  to  note  that  even  the  claims  of  private  friend- 
ship will  not  be  forgotten.     "  On  Saturday,  September  8,"  says  the 
Reix>rt,  "the  party  will  go  to  Fredericton,  New  Brunswick,  where 
Lord  COLERIDGE  will  visit  his  old  friend.  Lord  JOHN  FREDERICTON, 
the  Bishop  of  Fredericton,  New  Brunswick." 
Nor  is  the  Dominion  behind-hand  in  graceful  attentions  to  the 
hard-working  troupe.     Receptions  are  offered  them  freely  on  all 
sides.     "At  Quebec,"  the  report  proceeds,  "they  get  a  reception 
and  it  iHiinfr."    This  is  handsome.    At  Montreal  there  is  a  recep- 
tion, but  no  dinner.     Ottawa  also  prefers  to  indicate  its  hearty 
cordiality  in  the  same  unobtrusive  fashion.    There  is  hand-shaking, 
but  nothing  more.     But  Lord  Chief  Justice  COLERIDGE,  Lord  Justice 
BOWEN,  Mr.  CHARLES  KUSSELL,  Q.C.,  and  Mr.  INCH,  Q.C.,  and  the 
several  other  distinguished  Members  of  the  English  Bar  who  make 
up  the  clever  performing  party,  are  not  likely  to  resent  the  elimina- 
tion of  the  dining  element  from  the  tariff  of  welcome  set  before  them. 
Even  an  injudicious  sandwich  or  two  might  be  too  much  for  them, 
as  a  glimpse  at  the  rough  sketch  of  their  own  capital  but  arduous 
programme,  suffices  to  show.    In  fact,  a  good  deal  of  severe  training 
will  be  requisite  to  enable  them  to  get  through  it  at  all. 
Still  the  programme,   as  far  as  can  be  gathered  from  the  brief 
details  as  yet  published,  appears  to  have  been  capitally  arranged 
with  a  view  to  securing  the  patronage  of  every  class  of  the  com- 
munity, and  large  takings  may  be  confidently  expected.    Indeed,  no 
expense  has  been  spared,  and  no  device  neglected  in  order  to  ensure 
a  run  of  excellent  business  ;  and  the  following  preliminary  advertise- 
ment, drawn  up  by  a  well-practised  hand,  will,  immediately  on  the 
arrival  of  the  learned  party,  be  inserted  in  all  the  leading  journals, 
and  continued  without  intermission  daily,  till  the  termination  of  the 
tour,  as  announced,  on  the  25th  October  next. 

mHE  LEARNED  BRITISH  LEGAL  TROUPE. 

T30MANTIC  IDEAS  by  the  most 
JAi 

IX/TAGNIFICENT   I.I-.iiAI.   STAGE   MAN  AUKMK.NT. 

mi  IK   LKAKNEI)  TROUPE. 

mHE  BOSS  OF  THESE  UNIQUE  ARTISTS, 

THE    LORD   CHIEF    JUSTICE   OF   ENGLAND,  -will,  after 
delivering  one  of  his 

T   UCID  AND  REMARKABLE  JUDGMENTS,  perform 

mHE  THRILLING  AND  HAZARDOUS  FEAT  of 

TRASHING  HIS  OWN  WIG. 

mHE  LEARNED  TROUPE. 

T  ORD  JUSTICE  BOWEN  in  his  great  and  unrivalled 

TD  OARING  COMIC  SCENE  of 

T)UTTING  HIMSELF  OUT  OF  COURT. 

mHE  LEARNED  TROUPE. 

TV/TR.  CHARLES  RUSSELL,  Q.C.,  and 

TVTR.  INCE,  Q.C., 

mHE  HIGHLY  POPULAR  PATTER  SILK  TAKERS,  in  their 

OERIO-COMIC  CHAMBER  DUOLOGUE  of 

A    RUSH  FOR  A  REFRESHER. 

mHE  TALENTED  TROUPE 

DEVILLING   FOR   RUSSELL,  with  characteristic  Chorus  by 
several  rising 

TIT  EMBERS  OF  THE  JUNIOR  BAR,  who  will  dance 

A    COMPLETE  BREAKDOWN  OF  THEIR  OWN  CASE. 
.rL 

mHE  LEARNED  TROUPE. 

THE  LEARNED  TROUPE.—  "  We  have  not  seen  such  a  clever 
set  of  right  down  cusses  for  a  long  time.     We  will  back 
COLERIDGE  to  divide  himself  into  fractions  and  sum  himself  up  again. 
HILTON  had  better  take  to  8cissors_grinding."  —  Chicago  Sentinel. 
THE  LEARNED  TROUPE.-"  Judge  Bows*  is  a  thing  to  be 
seen.    He  says  he  's  game  to  cross  Niagara  on  a  chain  of  his 
own  evidence,  and  we  should  like  to  have  five  dollars  on  it.     He  plays 
too,  on  the  feelings  of  a  jury  —  without  his  notes.    BARNTJI  should 
come  to  terms  at  once."  —  JVa«Art7/e  Straightouter. 

T  JNPARALLELED  COMBINATION  OF  TALENT,  comprising 

mHE    LEARNED    TROUPE    will  appear  as  under  :—  Niagara 
JL    Falls,  the  Thousand  Islands,  Watkin's  Glen,  Rochester,  Buffalo 
reception),  Cleveland,  Sandusky,  Toledo,  Detroit,  Chicago  (recep- 
tion by  State  Bar),  Milwaukee,  St.  Paul,  Minneapolis,  Sioux  City, 
>maha,  Council  Bluffs,  St.  Joseph,  Kansas  City,  St.  Louis.  Decatur, 
Logansport,  Indianapolis,  Dayton,  Cincinnati,  Springneld,  Celumbus, 
Wheeling,  Chattanooga,  Pittsburgh,  Cumberland,  Harper's  Ferrr, 
Parkersburgh,    Washington,    Baltimore,    Philadelphia.    Mansfield, 
SilaiiKinea,  Syracuse,  Albany,  concluding  at  New  1  ork. 
For  further  particulars  apply  to  ELLIOT  V.  SncrvRn,  Managing 
Agent,  New  York.    A  few  dates  still  vacant. 

mHE  LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  COLERIDGE, 

T   ORD  JUSTICE  BOWEN, 

IV/TR.  CHARLES  RUSSELL,  Q.C., 

TV  TR.  INCE,  Q.C.,   and  several  other 

TTNDISTINGUISHED  MEMBERS  OF  THE  ENGLISH   BAR, 

\^J      who  will  perform 

CON.  FOR  DISTRICT  SURVEYORS.—  Why  are  rumours  concerning 
Mr.  GLADSTONE  and  Prince  BISMARCK  like  Jerry-Builders'  houses  ?  — 
Because  they  are  generally  found  to  be  "  devoid  of  foundation." 

mil  KIR  ASTorxiUNG  FEATS,  acknowledged  by  successive 

T3RITISH  JURIES  to  have  often  produced  on  them 

MOTTO  FOR  A  SCNDAV  Mo&xixo  SITTING  (by  an  Irish  Obttruc- 
tionist}.  —  "  The  better  the  day  the  worse  the  work  !  " 

A  STONISHING  EFFECTS,  exciting  frequently  their 

TTUMAN  INTEREST,  and  provoking  sometimes  even 

CAN  a  man  who  "  stands  in  his  own  light"  be  considered  to  be  "  in 

hix  way  "  '? 
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"THE  SERVICES!" 

[A  correspondence  is  going  on 
in  various  papers  as  to  whether 
the  Army  or  the  Navy  takes  pre- 
cedence.] 

No  matter  which  Service  comes 

first  in  the  toast, 
That  we  've  honoured  for  so 

many  years, 
Be  sure  that  whoever  may  rule 

o'er  the  roast. 
We   shall    drink    it    with 

heartiest  cheers. 

We  know  that  whenever 

they  "re  called  on  to  tight, 

They  will  make  every  foe 

cry  "  Peccavi!" 
So  here 's  to  the  "  Navy  and 

Army  "  to-night, 
And  eke  to  the     Army  and 
Navy." 

Let  grave  antiquarians  fiercely 

discuss 
All  the  pros  and  the  cons, 

and  ne'er  yield 
On  which  should  come  first, 

'tis  no  matter  to  us. 
When  each  strives  to  be  first 

in  the  field. 
If  "  Palmam  qui  meruitferat" 

be  right. 
Then  both  should  most  surely 

be  palmy ; 
So  here's  to  the  "Army  and 

Navy  "  to-night. 
And  eke  to  the  "  Navy  and 
Army." 


WKLL  HEAKNED!  — For 
'M.C.C.  and  Ground  r.  Mote 
Park,"  W.  HEAHN  and  G.  G. 
HEAHNE  lately  contributed 
between  them  342  runs  out  of 
443.  This  may  fairly  be  called 
the  "Beamed  increment,"  eh? 

"A  SELLING  RACE."— The 
Jews. 
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THE  BOLD  BUCCLEUCH, 

MONARCH  OF  ALL  THE  LOWLAND  GLENS. 

"  I  am  sure  the  Duke  himself !  "—Comedy  of  Errors,  Act  V.,  So.  1. 


LAYS    OF   A    LAZY 
MINSTREL. 

A  Siver  Rondeau. 

AT  Boulter's  Lock — nay,  don't 

pooh-pooh — 
'Tis   pleasant,    when    you  've 

nought  to  do, 
On  dreamy  sunny  August 

days 
To   lounge    and   laugh,    to 

smoke  and  gaze, 
And  watch  the  countless  craft 

pass  through. 

The  "gondola,  the  frail  canoe, 
The  girls  in  pink,  in  white,  in 

blue  ; 

The  Maidens'  Eight,  beyond 
all  praise, 

At  Boulter's  Lock ! 

The  pic-nic  punt,  the  laugh- 
ing crew — 
I  'd  like  to  join  them,  wouldn't 

you? 
Alas !    we    cannot    always 

laze! 
So  let's  to  SKINDLE'S  take 

our  ways. 

I  'm    getting    hungry,    cntre 
nous, 

At  Boulter's  Lock ! 


IMPORTANT  POLITICO-LITE- 
RARY ANNOUNCEMENT.  —  Mr. 
ASHMEAD  BARTLETT  is  pre- 
paring a  Political  Fairy  Tale, 
in  which  he  will  embody  those 
vehement,  if  somewhat  vague 
and  vengeful,  views  upon 
Foreign  Policy,  which  an  un- 
iind  fate  denies  him  a  full 
opportunity  of  propounding  in 
Parliament.  The  title  of  the 
work  will  be,  Malice  in  Blun- 
lerlaiul. 


MYSTERY,  MURDER,  AND  THE  MONEY  MARKET. 

(The  fragment  u/a  Mtory  pU-ki\l  ttji  in  (Jajxl  Court.) 

.Lhe  -JI*4^  Journal"  publish  particulars  of  the  Bourse  gambling  con  - 
be  recent  conspiracy.    More  revelations  are  promised  when  the 
worship  of  the  Press  has  been  abolished."—  Daily  toftr. 

Tire  Prisoner,  bound  hand  and  foot,  was  yet  able  to  crawl  to  a 

dow  which  separated  his  room  from  the  next.    He  was  surprised 

that  it  was  furnished  more  like  a  City  office  than  what  his 

magmation  had  pictured  to  be  the  head-quarters  of  a  Secret  Society 

de  HiT^  1U  ra°!JfiCat  On3'     P*"  were  tebles  and  chair*>  a 
it  h  drawers  and  an  iron  safe.    In  a  corner  was  a  strange- 

*  JSS°    ('        er  *  *las8,ca8e'  from  "h"*  continually 
d  la  thin  strip  of  paper,  apparently  covered  with  hieroglyphics. 
"wtenaneed  but  respectably-garbed  individual  of  middle 
age  was  seated  at  the  desk,  writing.     After  a  whi       e  stormed  f™- 


When  each  in  his  turn  uncloaked,  he  revealed  to  the  watching 
Prisoner  at  the  window  the  face  of  either  a  General  or  a  Prime 
Minister  of  world-wide  celebrity.  They  belonged  to  many  Nationali- 
ties. Some  were  French,  others  Germans,  others  Italians  and  Russians. 
The  man  at  the  desk  treated  one  and  all  with  haughty  abruptness. 
He  seemed  to  be  giving  them  directions,  which  they  appeared  to  be 
receiving  with  slavish  self-abnegation. 

When  he  had  dismissed  the  last  of  his  distinguished  visitors,  he 
struck  a  small  bell  which  stood  on  the  desk  before  him.  Immediately 
the  thongs  of  the  Prisoner  were  unloosened,  and  he  was  ushered  into 
the  presence  of  the  person  he  had  been  watching. 

"  Stand  there ! "  said  the  man  at  the  desk  when  the  highly  respect- 
able Clerks  who  had  introduced  the  captive  had  retired.  "  Don't 
utter  a  word  until  asked  a  question,  but  take  out  your  note-book 
and  listen  attentively." 

The  man  spoke  in  calm  tones,  but  his  voice  sounded  like  the  voice 
ot  a  never-to-be-thwarted  conqueror.  The  Prisoner  felt  that  resist- 
ance was  impossible. 

"  You  are  poor,  desperate,  and  daring  ?  It  was  for  that  reason  I 
caused  you  to  be  kidnapped.  You  would  not  shrink  from  any  crime  P ' 
>i  T  *or,a,  consideration,"  answered  the  Prisoner,  wildly,  but  firmly, 

I ( would  poison  my  own  grandmother." 

The  very  man  for  my  purpose."  murmured  the  man  at  the  desk- 
then  he  said,  in  a  louder  tone,  ''Take  down  the  following  commis- 
sions. You  will  go  to  Paris,  and  shoot  the  President  of  the  Republic 
the  next  time  he  appears  on  the  Boulevards.  Then  you  will  go  to 
xfj  -3  Wow  up  the  Kin/'s  Palace.  Next  you  will  travel  to 
•ii~nay>  cross  tnat  out '  Thave  got  all  I  want  in  that  quarter— 
you  will  travel  to  Vienna-and  organise  a  Murder  Conspiracy  amongst 
the  Railway  Officials."  He  paused,  and  looked  at  the  thin  piece  of 
pager.  And  that  will  do  for  the  present." 

And  if  I  do  not  obey  ?  "  cried  the  Prisoner,  defiantly. 

It  you  do  not  obey,"  repeated  the  man  at  the  desk,  leisurely, 

the  Curse  of  the    House '  will  be  upon  you  until  you  die  !  " 


AUGUST  25,  1883.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


95 


SOME    PEOPLE    HAVE    SUCH    A    PLEASANT    WAY    OF 
PUTTING    THINGS. 

"  BY    THE     BYE,     LET     ME     CONGRATULATE    YOU    ON    YOUR    ARTICLE     IN    THE 
PSHTONVILLE  FVLVEKIHSR.      IT'S   AID/IRAKIS  !  " 

"OH,    YOU   FLATTER   ME " 

"No,    I    ASSURE    YOU — IT'S    QUITE    SPLENDID — SO    (sunn  !      I     WAS     NEVKR     SO 

SURPRISED  ;.v  j/r  urn  AS  \\HKX  I  SAW  YOUR  NAME  AT  THE  END  !" 


PATIENTS  AT  THE   I'ALUT.. 

"  A  Sanitarium  and  winter  resort  far  invalids  and  elderly  people, 
»  ithin  hiilf-a-dozen  miles  of  Charing  Crow,  is  seriously  proposed 
amon<>  the  hygienic  improvements  of  the  future.  Instead  of  going 
i  hern  country,  leaving  friends  and  home  comfort*  behind, 
the  invalids  and  elderly  persons  are  to  enjoy  a  climate  made  up 
of  equal  parts  of  Hade'ira,  Algeria,  and  the  South  of  France,  at 
the  Alexandra  Palace,  on  the  Northern  heights  of  the  Metropolis, 
,-in<l  full  in  view  of  the  Dome  of  St.  Paul's."—  Daily  Paper. 


Dome  of  St.  Paul's  is  visible  through 
the  veil  of  smoke  that  habitually  hides  it,  the  effect  is 
certainly  very  picturesque. 

I  wonder  if  the  fogs  m  Madeira  in  November  are  white 
and  chilling,  like  to-day's,  or  yellow  and  suffocating  like 
yesterday's. 

The  Resident  Physician's  manners  are  very  pleasant, 
but  even  he  cannot  prevent  my  feeling  rather  uncom- 
fortable with  the  thermometer  below  zero. 

In  the  prospectus  I  notice  that  the  Sanitarium  is 
described  as  an  "  airy  "  building.  Perhaps  this  is  why 
the  assistance  of  two  men-waiters  and  the  hall-porter 
is  required  to  hinder  one  from  being  blown  away  on  the 
grand  staircase. 

..The  patient  who  would  insist  on  sleeping  with  his 
window  wide  open,  because  "he  had  always  done  so  at 
Madeira,"  will  be  buried,  I  hear,  some  time  to-morrow. 

Possibly  the  Resident  Physician  may  be  right  in  saying 
that  the  view  9f  London  from  the  sky-lights  is  far 
superior  to  the  view  of  the  Mediterranean  from  Mentone. 

The  influenza  which  I  caught  going  to  the  theatre  last 
night,  shows  the  enormous  advantage  which  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  London  possesses  compared  with  Madeira, 
where  there  are  no  theatres  and  no  influenza. 

By  the  constant  yells  I  hear,  I  fancy  there  must  be 
some  more  than  usually  important  horse-race  going  on 
in  the  grounds. 

The  last  application  to  wind  up  the  Sanitarium  was 
postponed  owing  to  the  absence  of  the  Matron,  who  is  laid 
up  with  rheumatism  and  bronchitis. 

How  curious  that  another  doctor  has  just  been  created 
an  Earl  for  his  success  in  curing  the  "Alexandra  Park 
Cough"!  ===== 

Sport! 

FOX-HTXTINO  cruel  ?    Bah  !    What  pack  of  hounds 
Equals  the  penny-a-lining,  social  spies 

Who  break  into  our  life's  domestic  bounds. 
And  hunt  us  with  their  yelping  pack—  of  lies  ? 

The  tcnderest  heart  might  blamelessly  determine 

To  hunt  these  hunters  ruthlessly—  as  Vermin  ! 

RACIN<;  MEM.  J-OR  NEXT  YEAR.—  There  's  many  a  slip 
Twist  the  "  Cup"  and  the  "  tip." 


"Oh,  anything  rather  than  that!"  shrieked  the  captive,  and  he 
immediately  promised  to  execute  the  commissions  which  had  been 
confided  to  liim — promised,  nay,  swore ! 

"  You  can  go,"  said  the  man  at  the  desk  at  the  conclusion  of  this 
painful  scene. 

The  Prisoner  wavered.  At  length  he  plucked  up  courage,  and 
asked  a  question. 

"  Have  you  any  objection  to  telling  me  your  profession  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  replied  the  man  at  the  desk.  "  You  will  find 
my  description  in  the  Pott-Qflce  Dim-tori/." 

"  You  must  be  the  head  of  some  terrible  Secret  Society — the  Gene- 
ral of  the  Nihilists,  or  the  King  of  the  Irish  RepubUoftDS.'1 

"Certainly  not!"  returned  the  other,  indignantly.  "I  am  a 
person  of  the  highest  respectability." 

"  And  yet  you  have  ordered  murders,  explosions,  revolutions!  Not 
a  conspirator  !  Then,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  what  <»•«  you  '(  " 

The  question  produced  an  explanatory  answer — 

"  I  am  merely  a  leading  Stockbroker  who  has  sold  rather  heavily 
for  the  fall !  " 


Orousely  Offensive. 

A  SPORTING  sponge,  a  shooting  bore 
Is  POTTS  ;  if  he 's  a  friend,  he  '11  tax  him. 
His  is  the  Tennysonian  maxim  : — 

"  Let  knowledge  grow  from  Moor  to  Moor." 


THE  TAMATAVE  QUESTION.— Is  it  all  Hova? 


"  KSQ." 

[A  Correspondent  of  the  Standard  recently  suggested  that  Mister  and 
Esquire  should  be  abolished.] 

Binks  of  IWHoM  unbasomrih  himstlf. 
I  HAVEN'T  got  a  title,  and  it  would  seem  very  queer, 
If  e'er  the  QUEEN  should  make  me  on  some  happy  day  a  Peer  ; 
I  am  not  a  J.  P.,  I  'm  not  a  Q.C.  or  M.D., 
I  'm  not  a  blessed  Baronet,  and  not  a  K.C.B. : 
And  therefore,  if  you  please,  I  have  a  passionate  desire 
To  stick  to  what  I  dare  to  claim— plain  "  Mister"  or  "  Ksquin  ." 
They  call  me  "  Mister"  when  they  write  for  taxes  or  the  • 
And  when  they  send  the  little  bills  they  sometimes  keep  on  slates  ; 
But  surely  I  am  dubbed  "  Esquire  "  when  I  'm  politely  dunned, 
Say  for  a  small  subscription  to  the  new  Church  orpin-fund ; 
Arid  till  I  'm  Common  Councillor  to  no  more  I  asjiirv, 
So  leave  me  with  my  comforters — plain  "  Mister  '  or  "  K squire." 

MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  says  she  intends  to  celebrate  the  Luther  Festival 
by  a  visit  to  the  Luther  Arcade.  She  is  carefully  reading  up  the 
History  of  the  Reformation,  and  supposes  that  the  term  of  "  a  Gay 
Lutheran  "  must  have  arisen  from  the  fact  of  the  Great  Reformer 
having  given  permission  to  the  Landgrave  of  Hesso  to  provide  him- 
self with  a  pair  of  wives  at  the  same  time. 

VERT  appropriate  name  for  the  place  where  Lord  WOLSELET  is 
staying  for  shooting,  "  Cannon  Hall."  Billiards  in  the  evening,  of 
course.  Our  only  General  is  great  at  Pyramids. 
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CHILDE  CHAPPIE'S  PILGRIMAGE. 
CANTO  THE  THI11D. 

i. 

"  Is  thy  face  index  to  thy  soul,  dear  child,   r 
LnxA  I  sole  empress  of  my  purse  and  heart  t 

When  last  I  saw  those 
clear  wide  eyes  they 
smiled 

Upon  Lord  MIDAS,— 
will  e'en  MIDAS 
"part" 

As  I  m  prepared  ?— — " 
Awakening  with  a 

start, 

The  pillow  heaves  be- 
neath him  ;  he  is 
"  dry." 

The  clock  lifts  up  its 
voice  :  his  valet 
smart 

Brings  him  his  coffee ; 
noon  is  long  gone  by ; 
Dressing     is     dreary 
work     with     heavy 
head  and  eye. 
II. 

Once  more  on  London's  pare,  yet  once  more, 
Though  the  flagsrock  beneath  him  like  a  steed 
Gone  groggy.     Welcome  to  the  Strand's  loud  roar ! 
To  "  nips    and  lemon-squashes  it  will  lead, 
Though  the  strained  hand  now  quivers  like  a  reed, 
And  the  knit  brow  is  ponderous  and  pale, 
CHAPPIE  must  on  ;  for  he  is  but  a  weed 
Flung  forth  on  London  life's  swift  stream,  to  sail 
Where'er  its  shallows  sweep,  where'er  its  floods  prevail. 

m. 

In  his  youth's  summer  he  must  have  "  some  Fun  " — 
The  primal  law  of  the  esurient  mind, — 
And  Fun's  horizon  is  a  narrow  one, 
By  Boredom's  desert  bounded.    Shall  he  find 
Cheer  or  content  in  service  of  his  kind  ? 
Labours  of  serious  thought  ?    Those  dried-up  dears, 
The  Muses,  and  their  sterile  song  ?    Nay,  blind 
To  Beauty,  save  when  stage-decked  she  appears, 
Hi*  aim  is  "  seeing  life,"— love,  larks,  and  bitter  beers ! 

IV. 

Something  perchance  of  passion,  but  the  vain 
Short  fever  of  the  heart  whose  every  string 
Twangles  to  Self's  monotonous  hard  strain, 
The  song  a  satyr  might  essay  to  sing, 
If  garbed  and  club-trained  tike  the  cynic  thing, 
The  twopenny  TlMOX  with  his  shallow  dream 
Of  calculated  gladness,  who  his  fling 
Takes  in  the  swarm,  like  gnats  adown  a  stream  ; 
To  satire,  if  nought  else,  a  not  unpregnant  theme. 

v. 

A  heart  grown  aged  ere  the  first  light  snow- 
Hath  touched  the  heud,  iinds  little  joy  in  life ; 
No  longer  wonder  waits  it,  nor  below 
Can  love  or  sorrow,  fame,  ambition,  strife, 
Quicken  that  heart  again.     To  wield  a  knife 
And  fork  with  eager  zest,  to  know  right  well 
What  thirst  seeks  'suajnng  in,  that  home  and  wife 
Are  slow,  dull,  boring  things  wherewith  to  dwell, 
\\  bfln  manhood's  unimpaired 's  the  lore  of  the  young  Swell. 

VI. 

Like  a  Chaldean  CHAPPIE  watched  the  "  Stars," 
Not  of  the  heavens,  but  the  stage — the  bright 
Bold  Beauties  of  Burlesque,  pale  Nenuphars 
Fragrant  in  frailty  ;  these  wtre  his  delight ; 
Could  he  have  gazed  upon  them  day  and  night 
He  had  been  happy :  cloddy  souls  so  sink 
The  spark  immortal.    A  lank-limbed  young  sprite, 
Coarse-tongued,  canaille,  apt  at  smirk" and  wink, 
Would  keep  him  meshed  and  "  mashed  "  on  desperation's  brink 

VII. 

There  is  a  sound  of  rollicking  by  night, 
htagedom's  worst  hangers-on  have  gathered  then,— 
Its  limbs  and  its  limb-worshippers,  and  bright 
The  lamps  shine  o'er  flushed  women  and  fooled  men. 


Breasts — if  not  hearts — beat  feverishly,  and  when 
Whispers  the  void-brained  vain  voluptuous  Swell, 
Keen  eyes  look  passion — which  mean  greed  of  gain — 
And  all  goes  gaily  as  a  jester' s-bell : — 
But  hush !  hark !  is  that  sound  gay  laughter  or  a  knell  ? 

vm. 

Think  you  they  hear  it  ?    No !  to  CHAPPIE'S  mind 
Fate 's  spirit-voice  speaks  not.    Those  lips  look  sweet. 
On  with  the  frolic !     Chaff  flows  unconfined, 
Decorum 's  bosh  when  youth  and  pleasure  meet, 

The  glimpse  of  glowing  breast,  of  silk-shod  feet 

But  hark ! — that  still  small  Voice  speaks  out  once  more ! 
Is 't  a  cloud-picture,  the  handwriting  fleet 
BELSHAZZAB  saw  that  spreads  thought's  gaze  before  ? 
To-morrow  ?    Bah !  get  out !    To-morrow  is  a  bore ! 

IX. 

To-morrow  means — oh,  doldrums,  leaden,  slow, 
And  gathering  duns,  and  lips  that  coldly  press, 
And  cheeks  gone  pale  which  some  short  years  ago 
Glowed  red  and  brown  midst  Henley's  strain  and  stress  ; 
Means  sudden  partings,  inipecuniousness. 
And  social  ostracism,  curious  "  Why  ?  's  ' 
And  answers  softly  whispered,  "  Can't  you  guess  .' 
Gone  to  the  bad,  poor  chap  .'    A  iri/tit'in'n  prize  .'  " 
Upon  such  joyous  nights  such  joyless  morrows  rise. 


SUGGESTIONS    FOR    FRESCOES, 

To   13E  EXECUTED  BY   "MONSIEUR  HERBERT"  IN  THE  PEERS'   ROBINO-ROOM. 

(Hi/  Uiimb-Cmmbo  Junior.) 


Meeting  of  the  Old  and  New  Peers         Equestrian  Portrait.    Kyde  Peer, 
at  Brighton. 


An  Knrlv  Jiiril. 


MothethandThales.' 


'  Like-her-'Gus." 


0  COKRESFONlJEKTS.-In  no  casa  can  Contritions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  KaHsr,  or  Drawings    ba  relumed,   nnle« 
3T  t  Stamiiftd  anil  T)irj»r>t.«l   "&"«*•. ,u,,.Q  «»  n*«  f, •   _    —  „« 
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THE    BATHING    MACHINE. 

A  STUDY  OP  A  HAKE  OLD  CONSERVATIVE. 

i  1 1 1 1 1  1 1  an  old  relic  of  old- 
fashioned  days, 

Recalling  the  coaches, 
the  hoy,  and  post- 
chaise ! 

It  has  not  advanced  in  a 
timber  or  wheel, 

Since  first  it  was  fash- 
ioned by  BENJAMIN 
BE  ALE. 

It  is  not  esthetic,  nor 
yet  picturesque, 

'Tis  heavy  and  cumbrous, 
expensive,  grotesque^— 
And    I    feel  very  certain 

there  never  was  seen 
Such  an  old-fashioned  thing 
aa  a  Bathing  Machine ! 

The  windows  won't  open, 

the  doors  never  fit, 
The  ttoor  is  strewn  over 
with  pebbles  and  grit ; 
A  looking-glass  too,  with 

a  silverless  back, 
A  pinless  pincushion,  a 

broken  boot-jack : 
It'smellsof  old  seaweed, 
'tis  mouldy  and.  grim, 
'Tis  sloppy  and  stuffy,  'tis  dismal  and  dim— 
'Tis  a  deer-cart,  a  fish-van,  or  something  between ; 
Oh,  a  hideous  hutch  is  the  Bathing  Machine ! 

The  driver  says  "Right !  "  and  he  raps  at  the  door  ; 
He  starts  with  a  jerk,  and  you  sit  on  the  floor ! 
It  creaks  and  it  rattles,  you  rise  and  you  fall. 
And  bound  to  and  fro  like  a  mad  tennis-ball ! 
Again  there 's  a  lurch,  and  you  nearly  fall  flat, 
And  first  sprain  your  ancle,  then  tread  on  your  hat — 
While  you  're  bumped  and  you  're  battered,  bruised  blue,  black, 

and  grt-i'ii, 
In  that  horrid  contrivance,  the  Bathing  Machine ! 


HOW  WILL  IT  WOEK  ? 

"  According  to  a  list  we  printed  the  other  day,  several  Englishmen  have 
made  vast  acquisitions  of  hind  in  the  Western  and  Southern  States  of  the  Union. 
British  dukes  and  t>arls  figure  in  the  statement  for  many  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands of  acres." — Daily  faper. 

THE  higlily  interesting  question  here  raised  may  be  best  solved  by 
a  brief  extract  from  the  Parliamentary  Reports  of  the  day — say,  a 
seui'ration  or  two  hence,  as  under : — 

HOUSE  OF  LORDS.    APRIL  1,  1983. 

On  the  LOUD  CHANCELLOR  taking  his  seat  as  usual  on  the  Wool- 
sack at  a  quarter  past  four — 

The  Duke  of  DENVER  said, — He  had  no  wish  to  be  too  smart  on  the 
learned  Boss  who  presided  over  this  august  Assembly,  but  he  wanted, 
as  a  British  Peer  speaking  from  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic,  to  be 
informed  why  the  sack  on  which  his  Lordship  was  fixed  up  in  that 
House  was  stuffed  with  Colonial  Wool  instead  of  American  Cotton  ? 
The  latter  was  far  cheaper,  and,  he  believed,  when  properly  doctored 
with  tine  shavings  bv  a  patent  of  his  own — about  which  he  guessed 
he  would  have  something  to  say  to  their  Lordships  later — far  softer 
as  chair  stuffing,  as  his  Lordship  would  find  out  if  he  tried  a  speci- 
men or  two  he  had  brought  with  him,  and  now  in  the  Lobby.  He 
hoped  he  was  not  misunderstood.  Meantime  he  would  lay  a  pro- 
spectus of  the  concern  upon  the  table. 

The  Duke  of  BUCCLEUCH,  who  was  proud  to  say  he  owned  not  a 
single  acre  beyond  the  seas,  and  spoke  as  the  largest  holder  of  lauded 
property  in  the  three  kingdoms,  denounced  the  proposition  as  another 
bit  of  encroaching  Yankee  impertinence.  It  was  true  that,  owing  to 
the  operation  of  successive  Land  Laws,  all  that  now  was  left  to  him 
was  the  freehold  of  his  Park-like  Villa  at  Walham  Green  ;  but  still 
such  proprietorship  should,  he  trusted,  have  its  legitimate  weight 
with  their  Lordships.  It  was  with  a  blush  of  shame  that  he  reminded 
the  noble  Duke  that  his  illustrious  ancestor,  the  Marquis  of  SAIIS- 
BT7HY,  was  an  Englishman  first  and  a  speculator  afterwards. 

Lord  FORTESCUE  considered  such  retorts  simple  downright  cussed- 
ness,  and  cutely  calculated  to  waste  the  time  of  the  House.  He 
wished  to  know,  too.  why  the  two  dozen  extra  spittoons  that  their 
Lordships  had  determined  to  have  in  the  Robing  Room  had  not  yet 


been  handed  in.  If  Black  Rod  had  been  cornering  over  that  job,  he 
should  vote  that  that  sniggering  official  be  skewered  out  of  his  snug 
box  pretty  sharp  with  an  apple-slicer. 

Lord  ABERDEEN  guessed  he  was  of  the  same  opinion. 

After  some  desultory  criticism  on  the  propriety  of  the  recent 
fashion  introduced  by  some  noble  Lords  of  amusing  themselves  by 
whittling  during  the  delivery  of  the  Speech  from  the  Throne, 

The  Duke  of  RICHMOND,  GORDON  and  GEIOGSVILI.E  introduced  his 
Bill  for  the  better  preservation  and  expansion  of  the  Tinned  Pork 
Monopoly  Acts.  He  explained  its  provisions.  He  said  that,  speak- 
ing with  some  warmth  on  behalf  of  the  American  pig-producing 
interest,  the  measure  he  now  proposed  would  make  the  sale  of 
British-fed  pork  practically  impossible.  This  would  be  simply 
effected  by  requiring  a  heavy  licence  to  be  taken  out  by  the  home 
producer,  while  the  curing  ot  British- fed  bacon  would  be  made  penal. 
The  impetus  given  to  the  American  productive  trade  by  such  paternal 
legislation  would  be  obvious.  The  Tinned  Pork  trade  would  receive 
a  legitimate  protection,  and  large  breeders  in  the  States,  like  him- 
self, would  get  that  proper  encouragement  from  the  State  that  they 
not  only  expected,  but  had  an  hereditary  and  constitutional  right  to 
demand. 

Lord  CARLINGFORD,  speaking  as  one  of  the  most  powerful  land- 
owners in  New  Jericho,  said  he  was  darned  glad  to  hear  that  obser- 
vation. Upon  which 

The  Archbishop  of  YORK  rose,  and,  amid  a  scene  of  some  excite- 
ment, asked  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR  if,  as  a  Spiritual  Peer,  he  was 
bound  to  listen  to  language  that  he  had  just  been  given  to  under- 
stand was  more  fitting  to  the  atmosphere  of  an  American  drinking 
saloon.  He  did  not  like  it. 

The  Duke  of  NORFOLK  said  that,  speaking  as  a  genuine  Frisco 
straight-outer,  he  would  in  that  case  advise  the  Right  Reverend 
Prelate  to  leave  it ;  and  he  continued  to  point  put  that  Old  York  and 
New  York  were  not  precisely  on  the  same  spiritual  platform. 

Lord  ROWTON  was  of  opinion  that  second-class  banter  came  but 
badly  from  the  Premier  Duke  of  England.  His  peerage  could  only 
date  back  to  the  Victorian  era ;  but  he  would  rather  sign  himself 
fourth  Baron  than  be  largely  interested  in  a  Bogus  Embalming  busi- 
ness, and  callous  as  to  the  use  of  a  big  big  D. 

The  Earl  of  SLICKSBURG  said  that,  speaking  for  his  great  ancestor, 
the  first  Lord  CAIRNS,  he  regarded  the  latter  portion  of  the  Noble 
Lord's  speech  as  purely  personal,  and  that  he  felt  bound  to  argue  the 
matter  out  forcibly.  Whereupon 

The  LORD  CHANCELLOR  intimated  that  if  there  was  to  be  any  firing, 
he  trusted  to  the  good  sense  of  their  Lordships'  House,  to  give  him 
ample  time  to  get  safe  under  the  Woolsack. 

The  usual  formalities  were  then  proceeded  with  ;  and,  after  a  brisk 
use  of  six-shooters  all  round,  the  debate  was  hastily  adjourned  till 
to-day,  without  a  division. 

THE  SILVER  TEMS ! 

THE  butiful  River's  a-running  to  Town, 
It  never  runs  up,  but  allers  runs  down, 
Weather  it  rains,  or  weather  it  snos  ; 
And  where  it  all  cums  from,  noboddy  nose. 

The  young  swell  Boatmen  drest  in  white, 

To  their  Mothers'  arts  must  be  a  delite  ; 

At  roein  or  skullin  the  gals  is  sutch  dabs, 

For  they  makes  no  Fowls  and  they  ketches  no  Crah?. 

The  payshent  hangler  sets  in  a  punt, 

Willee  "ketch  kold  f    I  opes  as  he  wunt. 

I  wotches  him  long,  witch  I  states  is  fax, 

He  dont  ketch  nothin  but  Ticklebacks. 

The  prudent  Ferryman  sets  under  cover, 

Waiting  to  take  me  from  one  shore  to  t'other ; 

I  calls  put  "  Hover !  "  and  hover  he  roes, 

If  he  aint  sober  then  hover  we  goes. 

When  it  "s  poring  with  rane  and  a  tempest  a-blowiu, 

A  penny  don't  seem  mutch  for  this  here  rowin  ; 

And  wen  the  River 's  as  ruff  as  the  Sea, 

I  thinks  of  the  two  I  'd  sooner  be  me. 

For  when  I  'm  at  work  at  Ampton  or  Lea, 

Waitin  at  dinner,  or  waitin  at  tea, 

I  gits  as  much  from  a  yewthful  Pair 

As  he  gits  in  a  day  for  all  that  there. 

Then  let  me  bless  mv  lucky  Star 

That  made  me  a  Walter  and  not  a  Tar : 

And  the  werry  nex  time  I  've  a  glass  of  old  Sherry, 

I  '11  drink  to  the  pore  chap  as  roes  that  'ere  Ferry. 

ROBERT. 

MKS.  RAMSDOTHAM  says  her  favourite  poem  is  "Gray's  Elli-v." 


VOL.    LXi'JXV. 


THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 


[SKPTKMKER  1,   1883. 


FOR    SUNDAY    WEAR    AT    THE    SEA-SIDE. 


Fair  Customer  (pettishly).  "ONLY  FANCY  WALKING  UP  THE  AISLE  or  A  CHURC 

WITH  A  THINO  LIKE   THIS  ON   ONE'S  HEAD  !  " 


LKi'T  IN  TOWN. 

I  w  \N  HER  up  and  down  Pall  Mall, 

In  Piccadilly  or  the  Strand, 
And  hear  like  ocean's  thund'rous  swell, 

The  roar  of  traffic  on  each  hand. 
The  cabs  are  full,  each  'bus  and  tram 

Is  loaded,  but  of  course  I  frown 
And  sigh  and  say,  it  seems  I  am 

The  only  person  left  in  Town. 

I  wander  into  Drury  Lane, 

Or  else  the  Gaiety  at  night, 
My  pilgrimage  is  not  in  vain, 

Folks  view  the  play  with  much  delight. 
Both  pit  and  stalls  are  full,  they  roll 

Applause  from  where  the  "  gods     look  down  , 
And  still  I  am,  it's  really  droll,— 

The  only  person  left  in  Town. 

If  at  a  restaurant  I  dine, 

The  waiters  bustle  to  and  fro, 
And  at  the  table  next  to  mine 

Are  seated  several  men  I  know. 
The  same  thing  happens  at  the  Club, 

But  who  are  SMITH  and  JONES  and  BROWN  ( 
If  I  am  really,  there 's  the  rub,— 

The  only  person  left  in  Town. 

No  matter,  I  shall  still  declare, 

Since  Fashion  issues  her  decree, 
That  Town 's  a  desert  everywhere, 

With  ne'er  a  single  soul  to  see. 
And  though  some  millions  remain, 

Of  faithful  subjects  of  the  Crown, 
I  vow  I  am,  it 's  very  plain, 

The  only  person  left  in  Town. 

"WHO  shall  decide  where    Doctors   disagree?"— 


HO  sa 

What  is  the  latest  opinion  on  the  state  of 
"  's  the  matter  W!th  it  ?     as 


skin  ? 


^ 
What  's  the  matter  W!th  it  ?     asks  Mrs. 

"  Why  doesn't  the  poor  man  go  to  Aix-les- 
r  Aachen?"  It  is  now  at  the  British  Museum. 
What  a  lutkv  man  to  get  rid  of  his  skin  like  that.  In 
Se  hottest  wether  h!  will  be  able  to  realise  SYDNEY 
SMITH'S  plan.^and  sit  in  his  bones. 


A  TOUR  DE  FORCE. 

SOME  doubts  having  been  expressed  in  certain— evidently  ill- 
natured— quarters  as  to  the  real  character  of  the  enthusiastic 
reception  "  said  to  have  been  accorded  by  his  loyal  subjects  to  the 
young  Spanish  Monarch  during  the  course  of  his  recent  provincial 
tour,  the  following  stray  leaf  from  his  own  private  journal,  picked 
up  at  Saragossa,  will  be  read  with  satisfaction  and  interest  :— 

3  A.M.  Jtarcelona.— Roused  early  by  MARTINEZ  CAMPOS.    Says  he 
has  heard  privately  from  the  Alcalde  that  several  further  attempts 
are  to  be  made  on  my  life  to-day.     Strongly  advises  me  not  to  expose 
myself  in  public  without  the  cover  of  a  fish-kettle  up  my  back.    I 
refuse,   simply  replying,  "  A  pretty  kettle  of  fish  for  a  king  of 
Spain  !  "    He  bows  himself  out  with  a  respctful  smile.    Evidently, 
I  have  said  a  neat  thing.    Mem.— To  cultivate  this,  and  keep  up  my 
character. 

4  A.M.— Bother  MARTINEZ    CAMPOS  !    Can't  get  to   sleep  again. 
Ni-vrr  mind  ;  pass  spare  time  in  thinking  out "  neat  things."  Seem  to 
have  got  such  a  good  crop  of  them  that  I  rather  hope  I  shall  be  shot  at. 

s  ut  l'.rrakt';ist.  I)E  I.A  VEGA  DI  A  KM  uos  hurries  in  and  begs 
me  not  to  touch  the  cott'ec.  S;i\-s  it  is  his  belief  that  it  is  poisoned. 
!!•  ].ly  at  once,  "  Then  I  must  see  the  grounds,"  and  empty  the  whole 
]>ot  at  a  draught.  Come,  1  think  that 's  a  good  one.  Great  enthu- 
siasm outside  when  he  tells  this  to  the  troops. 

10  A.M.— Prepare  to  visit  the  Archbishop  at  the  Cathedral.   Streets 
thronged.   MARTINEZ  CAMPOS  here  again,  this  time  pale  with  emotion 
Says  he  has  just  heard  on  best  authority  that  a  bomb  is  to  be  throwi 
under  my  horse,  en  route  ;  and,  as  his  business  is  to  ride  behind  me 
implores  me,  in  the  name  of  "  that  Spain  we  both  so  much  love,"  to 
let  DE  LA  VEGA  DI  ARMIJOS  take  my  place  in  the  procession,  dye 
my  hair,  and  walk  about  with  him,  both  of  us  disguised,  in  th 
crowd  at  the  back.    I  instantly  rejoin,  with  well-assumed  asperity 
"  The  King  of  Spain  never  dyes ! "     This  is  so  startlingly  fresh— ( 
think  it  is  quite  my  best  one  as  t/efj — that  it  knocks  MARTIXE/ 
C  \MPOS  completely  over.     I  don't  believe  he  '11  be  able  to  come,  afte 
all.    Just  like  him ! 
2  P.M. — Procession  over !    No  bomb  ;   though  I  had  a  very  smar 


it  of  repartee  ready  for  the  occasion-*/  the 

is  head.    However,  said  a  good  thing  to  the  , 

he  foundation  of  the  kingdom.    Quickly  ^cut  ,  in  with         ell,  come 

'our  Ornnp  vou  're  the  Cop  inq  Stone."     Don't  think  lie  saw  it  ,  DV 

lessed  r 


a.       owever,  sa     a  g  , 

undation  of  the  kingdom.  Quickly  ^cut  ,  in  with  ell,  come 
Ornnp  vou  're  the  Cop  inq  Stone."  Don't  think  lie  saw  it  ,  DV 
d  r'hyeartily.  Shalf  try  it  on  the  Archbishop  of  somewhere 


People  fairly  enthusiastic,  but  seem 

o^uirTrou^ing  ^^rr^^  .  Looked  anxiously  out 
ver  the  waving  handkerchiefs  for  an  assassin.    Positively  not  one 

0  be  seen.   Wish  MARTINEZ  CAMPOS  could  be  thrown-oi ^som  rthmg. 
But  he  will  mount  such  a  quiet  hack.    Ha!  at  last!     He 

3ver  a  gamin  who  has  got  in  the  way.      Lucky.      Express  eage 
nterestin  dumb  show.     Mayor  hurries  forward  and  says  boy •*  not 
uirt     I  produce  a  pesta,  and  ask  his  name.    Nobody  knows.    Mow 
chance?    ''That's  odd,"  I  say,  "for  I  thought  everyone  here 

was  a  card-owner."    Mayor  in  fits.    Enthusiasm  tremendous.    < 

as  fast  as  we  can.  ,.        v,,i  TW  r  i 

8  P.M.  Saragossa  at  last.    Reception  really  very  fine,  but  U. 
VEGA  DI  ARMIJOS  and  MARTINEZ  CAMPOS  nagging  me  all    he  way 
about  possible  infernal  machines.    Don't  believe  a  word  of  it.    bay 

1  '11  "  prove  it,"  and  get  off  my  horse  and  walk.     Crowd  electrl^' 
Carry  me  on  their  shoulders  to  Archbishop's  palace,    Good.     Arch- 
bishop comes  out  in  mitre  and  cope,  bowing  with  his  clergy,    vn 
chance.     Compliment  him  on  the  salute  of  h,s_  canons.     Doesn  t  see 
it,  but  blesses  me  heartily,  and  says  the  Ancient  City  of  the  Moors 
throngs  to  meet  me.    Thought  he  would  bring  in     the  I      rs.^ 
Without  a  moment's  hesitation  I  rejoin,     the  Moor    ne  me  rier. 
He  sees  that,  and  is  removed  in  fits.    Effect  excellent .    Dine  wrth 
the  Governor,  and  bring  in  something  about  holders  of  Spanish  fours 
"  being  at  sixes  and  sevens,"  owing  to  spiteful  rumours.    MARTINEZ 
CAMPOS  and  DE  LA  VEGA  DI  ARMIJOS  still  bothering  about ,  poii 
soup.    Forget  my  retort,  but  know  it  was  kingly  and  excellent,  and 

°10  F™?— To  bed,  safe  and  sound,  arranging  more  neat  things  for 
to-morrow.  ^ •^===== 

TIME  FOR  "  PLAYING  OLD  GOOSEBERRY."— The  Silly  Season. 
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THE    NEW    HOVA-TURE. 

Ju/til    Bull.      "  WKI.I.  —IT  's     NOT     FINISHED     YK.T,     i>K    col'HSK.        IT'S    AX    UNSATISFACTORY    AVoIlK    SO     FAIL 

•  LRAHINO  MUTIVK.'  ANI>— I-M -IT 's  RATHER  TOO  FRENCH  FOR  ME!" 


UXDERi-TANI>    THE 


"The  Play's  (not)  the  Thing." 

Mr.  OSCAR  WILDK'S  Play,    fern,  which  the  Herald  dismissed  as 
"  long-drawn  dramatic  rot^' — (they  have  a  neat  style  of  criticism  in 
New  York) — was,  from  all  accounts,  except  the  Poet's  own,  \  era 
Had.    Mr.  OSCAR  WILDE  has  made  Brother  JONATHAN  wild.    Will 
the  ^Esthetic  rive  us  some  more  Impreisiom  tin  Thtiitrr  !    If  so,  he 
will  probably  have  something  to  tell  of  "my  Soul's  dread  wearincs-.." 
and  not  very  much  to  say  in  favour  of  "  my  freedom  and  my  life 
Republican."    Alas !  poor  OSCAR  !    Played  out !    Only  one  thing  left 
"I  DID  not  think  my  Cousin   would   have  taken  oth-nee,"  said   for  him,  to  become  a  trenchant  Dramatic  Critic,  and  deal  demnition 
Mrs.  UiSisitoniAM;  "but,  to  my  surprise,  he  retired  in  high  gudgeon."  '  all  round. 


The  Whole  Duty  of  Man. 
[Tiie  drinking  of  hot  water  is  now  recommended  to  dyspeptics.] 

OUR  modern  advisers  can  put  it  much  shorter 
Than  earlier  Doctors— there  isn't  a  doubt  of  it, 

Their  physical  rule  is  "  take  lots  of  hot  water  ;  " 
Their  mental  one,  "  always  keep  out  of  it." 
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ESSENCE    OF    PARLIAMENT. 

F.XTKAOTFII    FROM 

THE    DIARY   OK  T011Y,   51. P. 


THE  HOUR  OF  PARTING,  OR  TOBY'S  LATEST  PARLIAMENTARY  PROCEDURE.     A  U  li£VOIlt  ! 

"  We  '11  show  the  Commons  that  there  are  Barons  in  England  yet," 
said  the  Lord  Markis,  bending  his  beetling  brows  upon  Earl  GHAIT- 
VILLE.  GRANVLLLE  nods,  and  smiles  pleasantly. 

"  Go  your  way,  my  Lord,"  he  says.  "  Grieved  for  the  Irish  and 
Scotch,  but,  from  purely  party  point  of  view,  nothing  better  for  us. 
Only  sorry  we  couldn't  manage  to  give  you  fuller  opportunity. 
Already  given  England  a  kick  by  mutilating  the  Agricultural 
Holdings  Bills.  You  gave  Ireland  a  whack  on  the  head  by  throwing 


House  of  Commons,  Monday,  August  20.  —  JOSEPH  Gnxis's 
power  of  expressing  thought  in  brief  language  something  remarkable. 
To-night,  on  Vote  for  Donegal  Workhouse,  JOEY  B.,  thrusting  a 
thumb  in  either  armhole  of  his  waistcoat,  and  with  a  look  of  unwonted 
severity  mantling  his  genial  countenance,  said — 

"  A  Whig  is  a  hollow  sham." 

Criticism  might  be  raised  on  point  of  relevance  of  remark.  Whigs 
have  nothing  to  do  with  Donegal  Workhouse,  nor  Donegal  Work- 


house with  Whigs.  But  only  poor  mind  would  raise  trivial  objections 
of  that  kind.  Sensible  people  only  too  glad  to  have  opportunity  of 
seizing  great  truths  howsoever  disclosed.  Asked  him  later,  "  What 
i»  a  Whig  ?  " 

"  A  Whig,"  said  JOSEPH  GILLIS,  in  same  sententious  manner,  "  is 
anyone  I  don't  like.  TREVELYAN  's  a  Whig  ;  GLADSTONE  's  a  Whig. 
You  're  all  Whigs." 

"  That,  I  suppose,  is  why  you're  always  giving  us  a  wigging." 
The  lower  part  of  JOSEPH'S  face  slowly  opened.     Cavity  widened, 
till  I  was  afraid  his  ears  would  get  buried  in  it. 
JOSEPH  GILLIS  waa  smiling  ! 

Very  kind  of  him  to  encourage  my  little  efforts  to  please.  But  he 
is  just  now  in  high  spirits.  For  weeks  been  doomed  by  PAENELL'S 
new  policy  to  sit  silent,  seeing  Bills  pass,  and  Votes  agreed  to. 
Might  occasionally,  when  PAENELL  away,  cry  "  Hear  !  hear  !  "  or 
"  Oh  !  oh  !  "  but  nothing  more.  Now  HEALY  broke  loose.  Gone  on 
the  rampage  ;  determined  to  show  that  Irish  Parliamentary  rowdyism 
only  in  its  infancy.  JOSEPH  delighted  beyond  measure. 

TIM  's  somethinglike  a  feller,"  says  he.     "  Sometimes  I  suspect 
PARXELL  of  being  a  Whig.    Nothing  of  a  Whig  about  TIM  HEALY." 
"  No,"  I  said.    "  Quite  the  contrary.    Hair,  if  anything,  cropped 
too  close." 

Said  this  with  a  purpose.  Wanted  to  see  JOSEPH'S  seraphic  smile 
again.  Thought  perhaps  on  second  attempt  at  least  one  of  his  ears 
might  go.  Interesting  thing  to  note  for  a  diary.  "  Remarkable 
natural  phenomenon."  "  Ear  to-day  and  gone  to-morrow  ";  and  that 
sort  of  thing.  But  J.  G.  too  much  engrossed  in  contemplation  of 
HEALY'S  superior  merits. 

"  Hard  work  to  beat  him  on  Saturday,"  he  continued.  "  When  he 
accused  TREVELYAN  of  murdering  Irishmen  and  spitting  Irish  babes 
on  bayonets,  felt  quite  low.  Sure  I  couldn't  top  that.  But  when 
Orand  Old  Man  talked  of  probability  of  his  presently  going  off  the 
Books,  and  1  cheered  the  prospect,  rather  think  I  beat  him.  Don't 
want  to  boast  too  much  of  it  ;  but  SPEAKER  says  it  's  the  most  brutal 
remark  he  ever  heard  in  the  House,  and  he  's  been  here  for  tweutv 
years  and  heard  all  our  rows  of  last  nine  years.  Told  HEALY  this'- 
made  him  quite  mad.  Says  he  'U  beat  my  score  before  Session  closes. 
.1  ne  does,  must  go  Nap  on  him.  Afraid  it  '11  be  hard  work.  But  up 
™«k  I  rm  ahead."  Business  done.—  Brought  in  Appropria- 


. 
tion  Bui,  happy  harbinger  of  end! 


Tuetdty.  -House  of  Lords  had  high  old  time  to-night.   Threw  out 
< 'very thin?  they  safely  could  and  mauled  the  remainder. 


out  Parliamentary  Registration  Bill,  and  you  serve  out  a  backhander 
to  Scotland  by  throwing  out  Local  Government  Board  Bill.  Wish 
we  had  a  Bill  promoted  from  the  Isle  of  Man,  Jersey,  Guernsey, 
Alderney,  or  Sark.  You  might  as  well  go  the  whole  hog.  What  a 
Leader  it  is !  What  a  Premier  it  would  make  !  " 

Fancy  this  is  sarcastic.  But  no  doubt  about  genuineness  of  enthu- 
siasm on  part  of  Lord  REDESDALE. 

"  Spoke  to  you  the  other  day,  TOBY,"  says  he,  "  about  West- 
minster Abbey.  Never  mind  just  now.  A  little  low  then.  Feeling 
disappointed  in  SALISBURY.  But  now  he 's  better  than  ever.  This  is 
what  I  call  Statesmanship.  Wish  it  was  not  so  late  in  the  Session. 
Otherwise  would  certainly  introduce  my  Bill  for  the  Abolition  of  the 
House'of  Commons.  SALISBURY  in  humour  to  back  it,  and  Majority 
safe  to  carry  it.  Shall  give  notice  for  next  Session." 

HARCOITET  looking  on  from  Privy  Councillor's  place  by  Throne, 
watched  with  much  interest  process  of  chucking  out. 

"  Curious,"  he  says,  "  to  reflect  on  the  Community  of  human 
nature.  Often  find,  in  studying  Police-Court  Reports,  that  when  a 
man  gets  drunk  he  begins  throwing  furniture  put  of  the  window. 
House  of  Lords,  politically  inebriate,  pitch  out  Bills  promiscuously." 

House  of  Commons  debating  Appropriation  Bill.  STAFFORD  NORTH- 
COTE  plays  feeble  tune  on  Parliamentary  organ.  Sort  of  quadrille, 
introducing  all  old  and  familiar  airs  sung  through  Session  about 
Transvaal,  BRADLATOH,  India,  Ireland,  and  the  rest.  GLADSTONE 
comes  out  with  brass  band  all  fresh  and  strong,  and  completely 
drowns  the  wheezy  organ.  ASHMEAD  BAETLETT  comes  to  rescue, 
and  in  luminous  speech  discusses  everything,  including  Mr.  DODDS, 
whom  he  says  he  is  accustomed  to  treat  with  profound  contempt. 

"  ASHMEAD,"  says  the  SOLICITOB-GENEBAL,  "  is  a  kind  of  Parlia- 
mentary WHITELEY,  a  Universal  Provider.  Always  in  stock,  pro- 
ducible at  moment's  notice  and  anything  you  may  want,  from 
Tamatave  to  the  Ventilators  on  the  Embankment." 

ASHMEAD,  by  the  way,  started  new  motto  for  his  family  crest : 
"I  for  Eye." 

Business  done. — Appropriation  Bill  read  a  Second  Time. 

Wednesday. — ftlorious  victory  for  Markis.  Carried  by  Majority 
of  One  his  Amendment  to  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill  against  dis- 
agreement of  Commons.  Ooray  !  Would  have  been  more  only  Duke 
ot  RICHMOND  went  with  Liberals.  A  little  awkward  it  seems  on  the 
face  of  it  since  RICHMOND  is  special  authority  on  Agricultural 
Policy.  The  Markis  only  liked  it  the  more. 

"  Scarcely  worth  trouble  to  divide  against  other  side,"  he  says. 
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"Can  do  that  any  day,  and  beat  'cm.  But  if  when  you  divide  the 
Front  Bench,  go  one  way  yourself  and  principal  colleague  goes  the 
other,  life  begins  to  be  worth  living." 

Sootlicil  by  this  great  victory,  Markis  doesn't  further  insist  upon 
his 


"  Suppose  it  's  all  right,"  says  bold  BUCCLEUCH.  "But  confess  I 
don't  quite  see  it.  Seems  to  me,  SALISBITRY'S  making  us  look  a  little 
ridiculous.  Blusters  find  threatens  the  Commons,  cuts  their  Bill  to 
pieces  ;  drives  tenant-farmers  into  arms  of  Liberals  ;  then,  when 
Commons  put  up  their  back  and  stand  by  their  Bill,  we  sneak  off,  let- 
ting them  undo  all  our  work.  This  may  be  high  statesmanship. 
Fancy  it  is,  since  SALISBURY  arranged  it,  but  don't  quite  see  it." 
In  the  Commons,  Indian  Budget  on  at  last.  End  of  last  Session 

promise  given  that  it 
should  be  introduced 
this  year  earlier  than 
ever,  instead  of  which  it 
is  later. 

"  But  what  can  you 
expect  from  ANANIAS 
and  SHAPIRA,"  says  Lord 
GEORGE  HAMILTON,  hur- 
rying in  from  British 
Itowmn,  where  has  been 
looking  at  new  version 
of  Deuteronomy. 

KYNASTON  CROSS,  un- 
deterred by  depressing 
surroundings,  makes  ad- 
mirable speech  —  the  best 
Indian  Budget  speech  of 
two  Parliaments. 

GLADSTONE  here  at 
Question  Time.  "  Is  it 
true  that  you  aregoing 
to  give  the  vacant  Thistle 


to    Lord   DRUMM  ? 
asked  him. 

"  The       Thistle 
DRUMM?"      says 
' 


he  'd 


to 
he. 
eat 


But 


THE  LAROB  MAJORITY  en   On. 

Lord  Gr-n-rd.  "  Alone  I  did  it  !"  .,  w  , 

[Sinks  exhautted.  »*  &  7. 

Of  course  DRUMM  not  the  name  of  the  not  too  brilliant  Peer. 
Lord  RONALD  GOWER,  hearing  I  was  writing  a  Diary,  begged  me  of 
all  things  not  to  write  in  it  spiteful  things  about  my  contemporaries. 
"  Caddish,"  he  says,  "  to  go  to  a  man's  house,  retail  his  conversation, 
sell  it  in  two  volumes  to  a  Publisher,  and  print  it  hot  and  hot." 

RONALD  an  authority  on  this  matter.    Mean  always  to  stand  by 
his  instructions. 

Business  done.  —  Peers  cave  in  on  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill. 


.  —  Last  chance  of  doing  justice  to  Ireland.  Appropria- 
tion Bill  down  for  Third  Reading.  Now  or  never  for  emptying  the 
sewer.  Wouldn't  have  supposed  there  was  anything  left  after  Mon- 
day in  last  week  and  Saturday.  Seems  to  be  sort  of  return  pipe. 
TIM  can  pour  it  out  on  Monday  or  Saturday  till  the  sewer  seems 
quite  dry,  and  on  Thursday  on  opening  the  mouth  there  is  the  stream 
as  thick  and  as  noisome  as  ever. 

JOSEPH  GILLIS  confined  his  eloquence  to  occasional  efforts  to  get 
House  Counted  Out.  If  he  succeeded,  all  arrangements  for  Proroga- 
tion be  upset.  SPEAKER,  Government,  and  about  a  hundred  Mem- 
bers kept  in  town  into  next  week.  JOSEPH'S  gentle  eyes  glisten  at 
the  notion.  Tried  once  or  twice.  But  Lord  RICHARD  is,  as  he  com- 
plains, "on  the  ki/  riri/."  Members  troop  in,  House  made,  and 
—then  —  troop  out  again,  whilst  sewer  outfall  continues,  and  swamps 
House  otherwise  nearly  empty. 

Only  Attorney-General  for  Ireland  on  Treasury  Bench  —  he  and 
THEVELYAN,  with  HARTINOTON  occasionallylooking  in.  HARTINGTOX 
has  to  make  a  speech  on  Indian  Debate.  Horrid  bore,  but  someone 
must  say  last  word  for  Lord  RIPON,  and  no  one  bettor  than  Lord 
HARTINOTON.  So  sits  and  yawns  audibly.  Keeps  himself  awake  by 
balancing  hat  on  bridge  of  nose.  Once,  yawn  coming  suddenly 
whilst  hat  in  critical  position,  it  nearly  fell  into  his  mouth.  This 
woke  him,  and  Sir  GEORGE  CAMPBELL,  pleasantly  rising  to  "  expose 
the  qui  bimo"  of  the  adjourned  debate,  HARTINOTON  made  capital 
speech,  full  of  point  and  vigour.  Not  the  slightest  trace  of  yawn  in  it. 

But  this  came  after  the  deluge,  which  went  on  till  half-past  .  1,  \  ,  n 
in  monotonous  mechanical  style.  CALLAN  belching  forth  incoherent 
vulgarity,  O'BRIEN  hissing  out  hatred  between  clenched  teeth,  and 
TIM  HEAI.Y  working  himself  up  into  Stage  passion,  melodramatically 
maligning  mankind  in  general,  and,  in  particular,  "  thramplW  on 
the  Saxon  "  as  did  the  lamented  but  obscure  "  Gineral  JACKSON. 

Much  of  the  abuse  levelled  at  Attorney-  General  for  Ireland,  who 
sits  silent,  immovable,  and  placid. 

"  Ever  seen  Tiflis  in  a  storm,  TOBT  P  "  says  Mr.  BOUKKE,  who,  like 
Ulysses,  has  travelled  far.  "  Dooce  of  a  row  in  the  valleys;  rain 


beating,  wind  blowing,  streams  roaring,  and,  far  above,  old  Ti 
bald  white  head  rising  up  cone-shaped.    When  I  look  across  at 
PORTER,  just  now,  reminds  me  of  that.    Shape  of  head  uncommonly 
like  Tinis  seen  from  some  points." 

Switzerland  !    Ah  !    Let's  go  home,  and  pack. 

Business  done. — Commons  wind  up  everything. 

Friday. — Commons  not  sitting  to-day.  Lords  have  it  all  to  them- 
selves. "  And  quite  right,  too  !  "  the  Markis  savs.  "  'Tisn't  often — 
only  about  once  a  Session— that  we  can  thorouglily  enjoy  ourselves. 
Should  be  allowed  to  do  it  without  counter-attraction  of  other  Hou.se 
sitting."  So  Conservative  Lords  gather  together  round  hospitable 
board,  and  favourite  dish  served  up.  The  other  day  a  good  big  bundle 
of  the  succulent  vegetable.  To-day  only  one,  being  the  Amendment  to 
the  Agricultural  Holdings  Bill,  which  the  Markis  stoutly  swore  that, 


AGRICVLTI  HAL  HOLDINGS  BILL. 

come  what  might,  he  would  stick  to.  Dish,  borne  shoulder  high, 
carried  round  in  triumph  by  the  Markis  himself  and  Earl  REDES- 
DALE,  as  being  representative  of  the  type  without  which  the-*1  joyous 
Salisbury  saturnalia  at  end  of  Session  could  not  be. 

"  Tastes  differ,"  said  the  Markis,  setting  the  dish  down  in  the 
middle,  and  seizing  the  solitary  succulent  between  finger  and  thumb. 
"  But  if  there 's  one  thing  I  like,  it 's  the  leek." 

Then  he  ate  it,  and  Conservative  Peers  went  home  more  than  ever 
convinced  of  the  greatness  of  their  Leader. 

Business  done. — Markis  eats  the  leek,  and  the  Agricultural  Hold- 
ings Bill  passes  as  settled  by  the  Commons. 

Saturday. — Prorogation.  Rather  a  dull  ceremony.  The  LORD 
CHANCELLOR  and  other  elderly  Gentlemen  got  themselves  up  in  red 
gowns,  and  were  nearly  as  determinedly  funny  as  the  Savages  at  the 
Albert  Hall.  Looking  down  on  scene  from  Gallery  was  Japanese 
Minister,  Mr.  MORI  (mem.  not  memento). 

"  Getting  up  a  Parliament  down  our  way,"  says  his  Excellency; 
"  so  just  looked  in  to  see  how  it 's  worked.  Better  go  over  to  Japan 
in  Recess,  TOBY,  and  see  our  young  Parliament.  ITO  writes  me, 
'  Getting  on  nicely.  Have  set  up  a  Biggar,  turned  out  a  very  respect- 
able imitation  of  O'DoNifELL ;  now  manufacturing  a  Cavendish 
Bentinck  ;  have  an  Ashmead  Bartlett  in  our  Eye,  and  hope  soon  to 
have  a  Warton.  Some  difficulty  about  this  last.  Had  to  behead 
fourteen  before  we  could  get  one  to  take  snuff  properly.'  ITO  wants 
to  know  whether  there 's  anything  more  wanted  to  make  first-class 
House  of  Commons.  Wish  you  'd  go  over  and  give  him  a  few  hints. 
Not  far.  Think  it  over."  I  will. 

Business  done. — All. 

LE  CHOLERA  ANGLOPHOBE. 

SCIENTIFIC  REPORT.— This  grievous  malady  has  been  discovered 
by  me  to  be  essentially  an  affection  of  the  stomach,  and  as  such  of 
course  directly  traceable  to  English  sources — or,  if  the  gravity  of 
Science  permitted;  one  might  say  sauces.  For,  it  being  a  notorious 
fact  that  the  English  are  the  most  gluttonous  and  least  delicate  race 
in  Europe,  it  follows  logically  that  the  disease  is  of  Anglo-Saxon 
creation.  The  ordinary  English  diet  of  cucumbers  and  raw  rump- 
steaks  is  peculiarly  conducive  to  the  propagation  of  Cholera.  Then 
look  at  tno  connection  between  Cholera  and  the  national  malady, 
the  Spleen.  I  have  also  noticed  several  symptoms,  in  my  experi- 
ments at  the  Hotel  Dieu,  which  abundantly  support  my  theory. 
There  is  the  blueness  of  the  skin — and  we  all  know  the  English  love 
of  "True  Blue,"  "Blue  Ruin,"  &e.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that 
Cholera  is  entirely  English  in  its  origin,  and  is  perhaps  used  bj  the 
insular  Government  to  destroy  life  where  its  ships  and  its  armies  are 
ineffectual.  j.  PASTIXR. 
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A    BOND    OF    UNION. 

Mrs.  Lea  Hunter  (introducing  eminent  Actor  to  his  Grace,  whose  ancestor  was  ennolli'd  at  Busworth],   "  I  THINK  YOU  OVGHT  TO  KNOW  ONE 
ANOTHER,  DUKE  !     MR.  VAN  SCROOPE  is  GOING  TO  PLAY  RICHARD  THE  THIRD,  YOU  KNOW  !  " 


THE  ROD  STILL  IN  PICKLE. 

Thf  jKilittcal  Df.  Birch  loquitur— 

M  i  yomiif  iYii-nds !    It  is  after  a  term  of  extreme  prolongation  and 

areuiiMM 

That  1  give,  in  a  friendly  dismissal,  relief  to  your  palpable  weariness. 
BmilM  are  fighting -with  yawns,!  perceive,  and  the  former  scarce 

'-'uiniiiL'  the  victory. 
Well,  a  deal  of  the  blame  is  your  own  ;  you  are — some  of  you — so 

contradictory, 

U.->>i-lliou»,  and  sluggish,  and  rude,  and  of  obvious  duties  neglectful. 
That  discipline  must  be  austere,  just  to  keep  you  at  work,  and 

respectful. 

\\V11,  well,  at  a  moment  like  this  I  would  drop  the  Orblliut  phtgosus, 
And  if,  when  we  start  our  next  term,  you  don't  waste  so  much  time, 
nor  oppose  us — 

If  and  my  able  assistants— in  what  is  our  ilutt/,  remember, 
1  ou  may  hope  to  break  up  and  evanish  before  we  're  in  sight  of 

September. 

V.iir  holiday  letters  I  hnpe  may  have  (riven  your  friends  satisfaction. 
It  so,  gome  are  easily  pleased.)     And  1  trust  they  '11  approve  of  mv 

action 
In  somewhat  prolongs  your  labours,  else  might  they  have  seen 

with  amaze  a 

Blank  record,  and  you  must  admit  a  long  bill  and  a  tabula  rasa 
ttur  oft  very  poorly  indeed  as  the  dual  result  of  a  term.     It 
s   not  very  much  you  hare  done,  and  the  prizes,— I 'm  loth  to 
nltirm  it, — 

Have  seldom  been  fewer.    You,  CHAMIIKIU.UX,  really  have  done  the 

Sehdo)  credit, 
No  pri/c  h:n  been  better  deserved,  Sir,  and  even  your  rivals  have 

lio  on  as  y.,u  're  going  at  present,  and  do  not  get  pert  or  uplifted, 
rift  d°WS  W        honours  niay  come  to  a  pupil  so  palpably 


You,  JAMES,  have  done  capital  work  in  a  branch  not  supremely 

attractive, 
15ut  vastly  important.    You,  HAKCOUKT,  wsmld  fain,  I'm  aware, 

have  been  active 
Had  fate  not  been  adverse.    Cheer  up,  Sir!  your  chance  will  yet 

come.    For  the  rest  of  you, 

An  optimist  holiday  mood  is  essential  for  making  the  best  of  you. 
However,  it  might  have  been  worse,  and  my  young  Irish  friends, 

though  still  prankf ul, 
And  not  model  boys  by  a  long  way,  have  not,  I  'm  exceedingly 

thankful 

To  say,  yet  compelled  me  to  take  this  particular  rod  out  of  pickle  ; 
Perhaps  the  mere  fact  of  its  presence  recalcitrance  readv  to  tickle, 
Has  made  application  superfluous.   Truly  a  good  thing  for  them  it  i 
That  I  have  not  yet  been  constrained  to— ahem!— to  proceed  to 

extremities. 

I  would  fain  take  the  best  view  of  it.   Anyhow  this  I  may  tell  'em  :— 
'Twill  still  be  kept  handy  at  need,  in  the  brine-tub,  this  special 

flagellant. 
Verb,  sap.     Now  dismiss!     May  you  get  through  your  fairly-earned 

holiday  gaily, 

And  resume  all  vour  studies  next  term  in  a  mood  much  more  "  work- 
brittle."     Vale  ! 


A  Welsh  Hare-bit: 

A  GENTLEMAN  from  Wales  visiting  London  for  the  first  time, 
obtained  from  the  Member  for  his  borough  an  order  for  the  SPKAK  Kit's 
Gallery  of  the  House  of  Commons  on  one  of  the  evenings  last  week 
when  some  of  the  Irish  Members  (we  follow  a  patient  example,  and 
won't  "  name  them  ")  so  pre-eminently  distinguished  themselves  by 
the  violence  and  vulgarity  of  their  behaviour  and  language.  lieing 
afterwards  asked  by  his  friend  what  he  thought  of  the  proceedings, 
he  replied  that  they  had  not  struck  him  as  being  very  remarkable, 
as  he  happened  to  be  the  Chaplain  to  a  large  Lunatic  Asylum  ! 
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THE    ROD    STILL    IN    P1CKLK. 

KAD-MASTI:!!.  "1  COXGRATULATE  Vdl  ,  MAS'lT.!:-  CII  AMI'.ERI.AIX  AN*1>  JAM  MS,  OX  ViU'l!  SUCCESS.  MASTER 
HAHCOL'UT,  I  TRUST  YOl'Il  CHAXCK  WILT,  COMK  XMXT  TKHM  ;  AND  I  AM  GLAD  MY  YOfNG  HUSH  FHIKXDS 
HAVE  NOT  FORCED  ME  TO  ADOPT— AHEM  :— EXTREME  MEASURES  !  !  " 


SEPTEMBER  1,  1883.] 
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Mate  and  Vege- 
tables. 


ANOTHER    LITTLE    HOLIDAY    CRUISE. 

The  Gig  —  Companions  —  Description  —  Question  —  Discussion  — 
Cap$am—Tn«  Merry  One — On  Hoard— Cabin — Harbow — 
Nln-fix  in  flu-  Wmd— Proposition  -Fmtrlh  Party — Opposition — 
LtMek—Dittvrbanot—On  Deck— On  Shore — Up-hill  Work— 
Lnrne. 

In  the  Gig,  nuri/ig  towards  the.  Yacht  Creusa.—  MELLEVTLLE 
steering,  my  travelling  companion,  whose  name  is  KILLICK — I  only 
recall  it  when  he  is  so  addressed  by  MELI.EVILLK 
— sitting  opposite  to  me.  To  put  it  sociably. 
MELLEVILLE,  our  host,  is  in  the  chair,  supported 
on  either  side  by  KILLICK  and  myself.  As  I  am 
undecided  whether  to  call  him  "Skipper"  or 
"  Commodore  "—an  old  difficulty  with  me — I,  as 
a  Happy  Thought  medium,  decide  to  address  him 
Americanly  as  "  Boss,"  and  do  so  accordingly. 
"Boss"  is  an  excellent  word.  This  brings  out 
my  travelling-companion,  KILLICK,  of  whom  up 
to  this  moment  I  have  had  not  much  experience, 
except  when  in  a  state  of  early  semi-conscious- 
ness, and  evincing  a  tendency  to  irritability,  or 
hopelessly  fast  asleep  and  snoring,  who  has,  I  find, 
a  sharp  and  nasty  way  of  asserting  as  a  positive 
fact  anything  of  which  he  knows  much,  bttle,  or 
nothing,  which  would  be  decidedly  objectionable  to  strangers  were  it 
not  for  his  readiness  so  to  modify  his  original  statement  whatever  it 
was,  if  either  very  politely  questioned,  or  it  left  utterly  uncontradicted, 
as  to  bring^  it  into  substantial  accordance  with  the  most  opposite  expres- 
sion of  opinion  on  the  same  subject.  He  at  once  protests  against  my 
adoption  of  the  term  "  Boss,"  and  says,  frowning,  and  in  a  hard,  incisive 
tone,  as  if  his  voice  were  coming  up  through  a  nutmeg-grater— (I 
find  afterwards  that  he  is  a  sweet  singer  and  excellent  musician, 
and  it  is,  I  believe,  proverbial  that  all  sweet  singers  have  bad  speaking 
voices,  though  I  am  not  sure  whether  the  converse  holds  good — as  if 
so,  what  a  lot  of  undiscovered  sweet  singers  there  must  be  among 
costermongern,  dustmen,  cabmen,  and,  on  the  whole,  practising  bar- 
risters)— KILLICK  says,  shortly — "  shortly  "  is  the  word,  never  was  a 
happier  description  or  his  usual  manner — KILLICK  says,  shortly, 
"  Pooh !  Not  f  Boss ! '  He 's  the  '  Governor.'  "  I  reply,  with  quiet 
determination,  seeing  the  man  I  have  to  deal  with — (how  thankful  I 
am  now  that  he  was  asleep  all  the  night  when  I  was  awake  in  the 
train !)— that  "  I  personally  prefer  '  Boss."  "  To  which  KILLICK 
replies,  a  trifle  less  shortly  than  before,  "  Well,  I  should  say 
1  Governor.'  " 
I  feel  it  would  be  in  bad  taste,  in  presence  of  MELLEVILLE  himself,  to 

fursue  the  discussion  further.  It  being  a  matter  entirely  unimportant, 
yield,  and  address  MELLEVILLE  as  Commodore,  whereupon  KILLICK 
immediately  observes,  as  a  concession,  "  that  there  is  no  real  objec- 
tion to  '  Boss ' — only  that  it  is  not  a  term  used  in  the  Navy."  I  agree 
with  him  again,  which  seems  to  make  him  quite  fidgety. 

Five  minutes  rowing  brings  us  to  the  yacht.  The  Captain  is  ready 
to  receive  us.  He  is  a  stout,  square-built,  pleasant-looking  man,  with 
a  mild-speaking  voice  (so  many  professional  nautical  men  have  mild 
persuasive  voices  when  they  are  unprofessional!^  engaged,  so  that  if 
it  is  characteristic  of  a  sweet  singer, — as  in  KILLICK  s  case,  above- 
mentioned,  which  sounds  like  quoting  a  legal  precedent,  the  well- 
known  Killick's  Case, — to  have  a  bad-speaking  voice,  so  it  is  evidently 
characteristic  of  a  professional  nautical  person  who  con  shout  out 
"  Belay  !  "  and,  as  the  song  says,  "rant  and  roar  like  true  British 
sailors,"  to  have  a  peculiarly  mild  and  pleasant-speaking  voice  for 
use  in  ordinary  conversation.  There  is  a  bright-faced  smiling  young 
man— (he  salutes  us,  and  is  as  pleased  to  see  us  as  is  the  Captain) — 
who  at  once  possesses  himself  of  our  luggage,  and  disappears  below, 
whither  we  follow  him.  This  bright  young  person  is  Steward, 
Butler,  Valet,  Chambermaid,  all  in  one,  equally  obliging  and  ready 
in  each  capacity,  and  is  the  personification  of  the  Happy  Valet. 

We  are  'shown  to  our  cabins.  Mine  is  palatial.  It  is  situated 
"  aft,"  and  has  the  curious  appearance  of  having  been  built  in  per- 
spective. The  cupboard-doors,  the  drawers,  thf  lookers,  and  wash- 
stand  are  all  slanting  towards  a  point  of  sight.  There  is  a  sofa, 
arranged  on  the  same  principle — and  everything  in  the  cabin  follows, 
so  to  speak,  the  same  lines,  so  that  the  general  arrangement  is 
that  of  a  scene  on  the  stage,  arranged  to  give  an  audience  the  effect 
of  length  and  distance.  There  is  a  lofty  skylight,  and  plenty  of  air. 
Each  drawer  is  fitted  with  a  small  bolt  outside,  intended  to  be  of 
service  in  rough  weather,  by  preventing  the  drawer  slipping  out,  but 
at  present  these  bolts  are  only  irritating,  as  thev  insist  on  slipping 
down  just  when  you  want  to  open  the  drawer,  and,  on  being  carefully 
replaced,  immediately  falling  down  again  when  you  have  got  nold  of  the 
handles  and  have  given  the  draw  a  hrst  pull.  I  say  "  a  first  pull," 
because  the  drawers  being,  as  I  have  observed,  built  in  perspective, 
their  peculiarities  have  to  be  considered.  Baffled  in  my  first  few 
attempts  at  opening  one  of  them,  I  stop  to  consider  which  end  is  to 
come  out  first — the  small  or  large.  I  try  each  alternately,  when 


suddenly  it  startles  me  by  coming  out  with  a  savage  rush,  as  it  were 
at  me,  when  luckily  it  is  caught  by  some  ingeniously-contrived  ledge 
within,  and  prevented  from  tumbling  out  altogether  on  to  the  floor, 
in  which  case  I  know  that,  unassisted,  I  should  never  get  it  into  it* 
place  again. 

The  Happy  Valet,  or  epitome  of  'all  that  is  useful  m  man, 
smilingly  removes  my  bags,  shows  me  where  to  put  certain  things  in 
safety,  where  they  won't  fall  about  and  be  broken  "when  the 
vessel 's  in  motion,  when  it 's  at  all  rough,  Sir,"  he  adds,  more  smilingly 
than  ever :  and  I  reply,  "  Ah  !  true  !  "  as  certain  reminiscences  occur 
to^ne,  and  I  wonder  if  I  am  going  to  be  a  good  sailor  this  time — or 
no1,  !  I  am  sure  that  when  everything  goes  wrong,  when  the  Yacht 
is  heeling  over,  when  there 's  every  chance  of  our  all  visiting  the 
abode  of  that  Welsh  Mariner  known  as  "  DAVY  JONES'S  locker,"  this 
Young  Steward,  or  Happy  Valet,  will  still  be  smiling  and  pleasant 
up  to  the  lost ;  and  in  fact,  as  a  Happy  Thought,  I  name  him  (to 
myself— not  publicly)  as  Mark  Tapley.  Junior,  and  I  should  not  be 
surprised  at  hearing  that  this  is  his  real  name. 

However j  we  are  at  anchor,  and  in  Larne  Harbour  now,  and  it 's 
luncheon-time,  so  away  with  morbid  anticipations  !  Let  us  eat  and 
drink,  and  be  happy  while  we  can.  But,  dear  me,  these  are  not  the 
sentiments  with  which  to  begin  a  holiday  health-trip.  No !  I  am 
longing  to  be  out  to  sea,  to  be  sailing  away,  any  number  of  sheets  in 
the  wind— [Query. — How  did  the  expression  arise  ?  Perhaps  before 
sails  were  invented  they  used  to  use  their  sheets  in  this  way  by  day, 
and  sleep  in  'em  at  night.  But  why  does  "three  sheets  in  the 
wind"  mean  a  state  of  intoxication?.  Probably,  because  it  is  as 
much  as  he  can  carry.  Then  this  would  only  apply  to  a  compara- 
tively small  boat.  This  hundred-and-forty  tonner  can  set  six  or 
eight  sheets  to  the  wind,  for  example.  But  I  '11  ask  the  Captain] — 
and  to  be  going  somewhere  with  a  fair  wind,  a  bright  sky>  and  at  the 
rate  of  so  many  knots  an  hour. 

My  host  asks  me  what  I  would  like  to  do  this  afternoon  ?  My 
impulse  is  to  reply  at  once,  "  Why,  sail,  of  course.  Start  away,  and 
sail  away  somewhere,  anywhere,  everywhere— till  dinner-time,  when 
I  should  like  to  be  quiet."  However,  I  don't  say  this,  but  suavely 
reply — for  MELLEVILLE  is  himself  the  essence  of  courtesy,  and  a 
perfect  host^"  Oh,  whatever  you' like — it's  all  the  same  to  me" — 
which  is  a  polite  fiction  on  my  part,  as  I  am  anything  but  indifferent 
on  the  subject.  "Wall."  he  says,  pleasantly,  "  What  would  you 
like  to  do,  CRAYLEY  ?  "  CRAYLEY  is  the  other  passenger,  our  "  Fourth 
Party,"  a  thin,  delicate-looking  man,  who  changes  in  different  lights — 
[Happy  Thought.— He  might  bring  himself  out  as  a  natural  enter- 
tainment, called  "  The  Human  Chamelion."  Shan't  suggest  this  to 
him,  as,  on  a  short  acquaintance,  he  mightn't  like  it.  Doubt  if  he 
would  like  it  any  better  on  a  longer  acquaintance] — and  presents  him- 
self in  various  aspects,  from  twenty-seven  up  to  fifty,  and  of  whom 
no  one  ever  sees  more  than  half  at  a  time,  as  he  has  a  way  of  doing 
everything  sideways,  so  that  he  is  always  in  profile.  He  listens  to 
you  in  profile,  left  or  right  as  the  case  may  be,  as  if  he  were  perpetu- 
ally trying  his  ears  to  find  out  which  was  the  more  useful  of  the  two. 
His  left  eye  has  an  easy  time  of  it,  as  his  right  does  all  the  work 
with  the  assistance  of  an  eye-glass.  He  eyes  everything  sideways, 
screwing  up  the  corner  of  his  mouth,  and  frowning  witn  his  right 
eyebrow,  which  gives  him  a  puzzled  expression  ;  and  when  he  drops 
his  glass  and  gives  his  left  eye  a  turn,  he  elevates  the  side  of  his  face 
to  which  that  eye  belongs,  and  surveys  everything  with  an  air  of 
wonderment,  as  though  this  eye  was  seeing  it  all  for  the  first  time, 
and  was  quite  surprised,  but  still  delighted  with  the  treat.  Our 
Fourth  Party  is  very  natty  in  dress,  and  very  quiet  in 
manner. 

CRAYLEY  says  he  would  like  to  take  a  walk  up  to  the  Druid's  Stone, 
or  jgo  into  the  town. 

Good  gracious !  I  haven't  come  on  board  the  hundred-and-forty- 
four-tonncr  merely  to  go  on  shore  again  and  take  a  walk  to  see  a 
Druid's  Stone,  or  visit  a  country  town  ! 

However,  I  am  agreeable  to  anything.  KILLICK  says,  shortly,  he 
' '  doesn't  believe  that  there  is  a  Druid's  Stone."  KILLICK  is  very  snort ; 
in  fact,  he  gets  shorter  and  shorter  every  moment.  CHAYLEY,  exam- 
ining him  with  a  side-glance,  replies  quietly,  "  that  this  Druid's  Stone 
is  a  celebrated  one."  With  a  view  to  sitting  on  and  crushing 
KILLICK,  I  encourage  CBAYLEY  by  inquiring,  simply,  "  Is  it  •  " 

"  0  yes,"  replies  CRAYLEY,  turning  his  nght  ear  towards  me — (he 
is  my  ris-ii-m  at  table) — and  scrutinising  me  narrowly  through  his 
glass  in  his  right  eye.  as  if  he  were  assuring  himself  of  my  being 
perfectly  in  earnest — "  O  ves ;  this  Druid's  Stone  is  mentioned  by — 

by — um ! "  Here  he  drops  his  eye-glass  for  a  second,  and  brings 

up  his'  other  ear  to  the  point  of  attention,  as  though,  like  JOAU  of 
Arc,  he  were  listening  for  "  the  voices"  to  remind  nim  of  what  he 
is  puzzling  his  brains  to  recollect.  "  Um  !  " — he  goes  on — "  bless 
my  soul ! — I  was  only  reading  the  book  the  other  day  — here  he  turns 
one  side  to  KILLICK,  then  round  to  MELLEVILLE,  and  then  again  to 
me,  as  if  he  was  quite  astonished  to  find  that  none  of  us  could  tell 
him  what  he  was  reading  the  other  day — "  Dear  me !  I  do  forget 
names  so  !  "—and  here  he  is  becoming  quite  annoyed  with  everybody — 
"  Ah  !— um  !— well,  I  shall  think  of  it  presently  "—as  if  "he  had 
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SALUBRIOUS! 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  TremUr  (at  Uitir  "charming  Sea-side  Resort,"  haw  a  chat  with  A  fable  Tradesman  in  the  outskirts).  "  WE  'VE  NOT  VISITED 
DRAINBRIDGE  BEFORE,  BUT  IT  SEEMS  A  NICE  PLACE." 

Monumental  Tombstone  Cutter  "  OH,  YES,  VERY  NICE  !    NOT  MUCH  TRADE  IN  A  GENERAL  WAY  ;  BUT  FUSI-KATE  ron  OUR  BUSINESS 
ALWAYS  AVE  OUR  ANDS  FULLT     SEEN  THE  CEMETERY)     ••- 


&c. 


[Thf  T.'silmtinp. 


given  up  all  idea  of  consulting  such  ignoramuses  as  we  seem  to  be, 
and  was  going  to  trust  to  himself  once  more. 

MELLEVILLE,  in  order,  as  host,  to  show  some  sort  of  interest  in  the 
subject,  asks,  vaguely,  but  most  courteously,  "  What  sort  of  a  book 
was  it?  " 

"On,"  replies  CE.VVLKV,  with  a  half-turn  towards  him  and  his 
oye-glass  up  to  "attention"  again,  "it  was  the  well-known  book 
by— bless  my  soul !— 0,  you  know  it !  " 

MELLEVILLK  takes  a  small  biscuit,  and,  out  of  compliment  to  his 
sumes  a  meditative  air,  as  if  the  name  of  the  book  and  its 
author  were  at  the  present  moment  occupying  his  entire  attention. 

KILLICK,  who  has  been  silent  all  the  time,  for  the  simple  reason 
that  he  has  been  busy  in  helping  himself  to  everything  on  the  table 
now  pushes  his  plate  away  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  is  disgusted" 

•ith  life,  and  who,  like  an  over-fed  and  rebellious  Daddy  Longlegs 
will  not  say  his  grace  after  meals,  rises  from  his  chair, 'and  says— 
shortly,  of  course—"  Druids'  Stones  are  all  humbug."  And  with 
this  contemptuous  expression  of  opinion,  he  puts  on  his  cap  with  a 
jerk,  and  struts  out  of  the  saloon  ;  then  he  isleard  pacing  the  deck 
seems  to  have  included  us-our  host  and  all-in  his  sweeping 
MM  rtion  about  the  Druidical  Stones. 

We  decide,  however,  by  three  to  one,  KILLICK  yielding  with  a  bad 
grace  on  vis.tmg  the  Druids'  Stone.  We  go  ashore  on  the  side 
~te  Larne  Harbour.  Our  host  who  seems  a  little  nervous  at 
this  sudden  disturbance,  of  which  he  had  received  no  sort  of  fore- 

ist,  threatening  the  quiet  of  his  cruise— for  he  and  CHAYLEY  have 

ecn  yachting  companions  for  sii  weeks  previous  to  our  arrival— 

iw  proposes  a  move  on  deck,  to  which  we  at  once  assent.    So  our 

JnH  M'flT  LCTi?  neitt'  tnd  C^P*  Allows,  silent,  thoughtful, 
d  with  a  sort  of  haughty  bearing  that  clearly  expresses  his  annoy! 
ice.  He  gives  an  occasional  sniff  of  impatience,  as  if  KILLICK' s 

contradiction  had  got  into  his  nose  and  stuc\  there  on  its  way  to  his 

feun  wvVh6  SUmmit  °{  the  hUJ'  ?  (?entle  asce™  made  under  a 

in  which  has  come  out  to  remind  us  that  Summer  is  not  dead 

ret,  we  obtain  a  good  bird's-eye  view  of  Larne  itself,  a  very -rising 


place,  as  every  town  ought  to  be  when  situated  in  a  valley,  if,  that 
is,  it  has  aspirations  as  lofty  as  its  surroundings.  In  a  few  vears' 
time  Larne  will  be  creeping  up  its  own  hills.  On  a  strip  of  land  near 
the  harbour  there  are  some  very  modern-looking  villas,  and  a 
solemnly  grand  Hotel,  which  have  the  air  of  being  a  little  in  advance 
of  their  time,  and  to  be  patiently  waiting  the  arrival  of  the  residents 
and  visitors,  who  so  far  have  disappointed  them.  But  as  the  old 
song  says,  "There  is  a  good  time  coming,  boys,"  and  our  Larned 
friends  can  afford  to  "  Wait  a  little  longer." 

AN  EPITAPH. 
IN  disrespectful  memory 
Of  the  Session  of  Eighteen  Eighty-Three. 
Its  days  were  exceedingly  long  in  the  land, 
Though  it  honoured  nothing.     To  understand 
Its  raison  d'etre,  a  man  must  know 
The  use  of  rot  and  unlimited  row ; 
With  every  feature  of  farce, — save  wit. 
Like  a  "needless  Alexandrine,"  it 
"  Dragged  its  slow  length."  and  feebly  stang, 
Having  naught  of  the  snake  but  its  yenomed  fang. 
What  was  said  of  the  dress  of  a  modish  dame 
Needs  but  reversal  to  sum  its  "fame "  ; 
.For  its  very  best  friends  would  sadly  state 
It  began  too  soon  and  ended  too  late. 

EXCLAMATION  OP  "THE  HERO  OF  THE  TAMATAVE  INCIDENT" 
(ajter  suffering  three  months'  imprisonment,  and  then  being  released 
because  his  Gaolers  decided  that  he  had  never  been  guilty).—"  Well, 
•I  m  OHAW  ! 


FRESH  air,  plain  food,  early  hours,  and  plenty  of  exercise,"  says 
Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM,  ' '  are  worth  all  the  doctors'  rostrums  in  the  world.'" 
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LAYS  OP  A  LAZY 
MINSTREL. 

KAMHLIXG  RONDEAUX. 
THE  CALAIS  BOAT. 

Ox  Dover  Pier,  brisk  blew  the 

wind, 

The  Fates  against  me  were  com- 
bined ; 
For  when  I  noticed  standing 

there, 
Sweet  Some-one  with  the  sunny 

hair — 
To  start  I  felt  not  much  inclined. 

Too  late!    I  cannot  change  my 

mind. 

The  pttdolei   move !      I  am  re- 
signed— 

1  only  know  I  would  I  were 
On  Dover  Tier ! 

I  wonder — will  the  Fates  be  kind  ? 
On  my  return  and  shall  I  find, 
That  grey-eyed  damsel,  passing 

lair, 
So  bonny,  blithe,  and  debon- 

naire, 

The  pretty  pirl  I  left  behind  ? 
On  Dover  Pier ! 


"ClIEVP    AMI'SKMKNT   FDR  THE 

PEOPLE"  (proritlrdby  soft-hearted 
(mill  lii'inli'il}  Miir/i'strates). — Man 
baching,  wife-beating,  and  horse 
torturing.  "Fined  Five  Shil- 
lings ?  <  )oray  !  "  says  Sill  .SY/. -ex. 
"  \Vy  it's  'ardly  the  price  of  a 
decent  'drunk,  and  twice  the 
fun.  Bully  for  the  Beaks !  The;/ 
don't  want  to  rob  a  poor  man  of 
his — bludgeon."  And  he  tries 
again.  Perhaps  if  Sill  were  next 
to  experiment  on  a  Magistrate, 
or  even  a  Magistrate's  park  hack, 
lie  miu'Iit  <lo  Society  the  service 
of  showing  the  Law's  lenity  in  an 
even  lovelier  light. 

I.OMIOX'S  CLOACA  MAXIMA.— 
The  Thames. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.    151. 
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LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  COLERIDGE. 

As  UK  MAY  RE-AITKAI:  ON   HIS  RETURN  FROM  THE  STATF.M. 


THE  BURGLE  SOMi. 
(After  Tennyson.) 

THE  darkness  falls  on  Villa  walls, 

The  family  "sin  the  lower  storey, 
This  is  the  hour  for  jewel-hauls, 

The  Burglar  now  is  in  his  glory. 
Slow,  Burglar,  slow ! 

Up  the  ladder  hieing, 
Answer,  whistle,  answer  low, 

Trying!  trying!  trying! 

List- slippered    swift   he   creeps 

aloft, 

His  hand  is  in  the  casket  dip- 
ping; 
But  hist,  a  footstep's   coming! 

Soft! 
That  hand  in  his  side  pocket '» 

slipping ! 

Shoot,  Burglar,  shoot ! 
Down  the    ladder    swift   he's 

flying. 

Answer,  victim.  Nay,  he 's  mute, 
Dying !  dying  !  dying ! 


A  BRIGHTON  BUSTER. 

Ijf  the  Daily  Newt  (23rd  August) 
we  read : — 

"The  Brighton  Magistrate*  yes- 
terday ordered  the  forfeiture  of  con- 
siderably over  a  hundredweight  of 
gunpowder  which  had  been  found  on 
the  premises  of  a  builder  named  BUS- 
TER, who  had  no  licence  to  store 
explosives.  In  addition,  BCSTER  was 
fined  40*.  and  coats." 

"  A  builder  at  Brighton  named 
BUSTEB,  who  put  the  whole  town 
in  a  fluster  " — in  point  of  fact  he 
did  nothing  of  the  kind,  but  he 
might  have  done  so  had  the  gun- 
powder gone  off  before  it  was 
removed.  Seeing  how  much 
Brighton  has  been  recently  blown 
up  by  the  London  Press,  the  Ma- 
gistrates naturally  interfered  to 
prevent  the  chance  of  a  similar 
casualty  being  brought  about  by 
the  inhabitants. 


THE   LAY   OF   THE   LORD    CHIEF   JUSTICE. 

Am  -f  The  Lord  Vlitmcellor't  Sung  in  "  lulanthe." 

A  1 .11  no  Chief  Justice,  by  common  consent, 

Is  Law's  most  lovely  embodiment ; 

For  the  Chancellor,  though  a  thins;  of  dread, 

K  a  sort  of  a  perfunctory  figurehead. 

And  that  is  whv  the  American  liar 

Have  selected  Me  to  travel  afar. 

A  very  agreeable  jaunt,  and  one 

That  will  lead,  I  trust,  to  some  excellent  fun, 
And  furnish  a  capital  holiday 
For  a  most  mellinuons  Lord  Chief  J. 
All.  And  furnish,  &c., 

But  though  the  compliment  implied 

Inflates  mi-  with  legitimate  pride, 

It  nevertheless  can't  be  denied 

That  it  has  a — ahem ! — dangerous  side. 

For  I  'm  not  so  old  or  melancholic 

As  to  be  quite  proof  'gainst  the  love  of  frolic, 

And  there  'd  be  the  deu well,  a  certain  risk, 

If  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  began  to  frisk. 

A  possibility,  I  should  say, 

For  a  peripatetic  Lord  Chief  J. 
-•///.  A  possibility,  <5ti". 

I  must  keep  on  myself  strict  watch  and  ward, 
Lest  in  more  than  one  sense  I  should  be  abroad  ; 
For  the  Themis  younp  of  America 
Is  a  very  agreeable  girl,  they  say ; 


She  has  affable  manners— and  customs  free — 
And — she  laughs  at  trigs  !    Oh !  deary  me. 
I  must  be  as  careful  as  careful  can  be, 
Lest  /  should  forget  Law's  dignitee. 

'Tis  a  sore  temptation  to  throw  in  the  way 

Of  tttch  a  susceptible  Lord  Chief  J. ! 
All.  'Tis  a  sore  temptation,  &c. 

WE  read  ir  a  recent  number  of  the  Daily  Trlearaph  that  a 
Clergyman  connected  with  Llanddytfnan-with-Llanfairmathavar- 
neithof,  county  of  Anglesea,  having  been  a  teetotaller  for  the 
last  three  years  and  a  half,  has  had  his  suspension  relaxed.  This 
is  all  right  and  proper.  But  our  only  wonder  is  that  an  incumbent 
of  any  parish  bearing  such  a  name  should  ever  have  been  anything 
but  a  teetotaller.  Fancy  having  to  say  "  The  country  is  truly  rural 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Llanddyffnan-with-I.lanfairmathavarnei- 
thof,"  unless  your  brain  was  at  its  clearest  and  your  utterance  the 
most  distinct.  

The  Poet  Laureate  Applied. 

PEERS,  idle  Peers,  I  well  know  what  you  mean, 
Peers  in  the  depth  of  sportsmanlike  despair, 
In  brooding  on  the  happy  Autumn  fields, 
And  thinking  of  long  days  that  see  wo  Jfbw .' 


"  I  NKUU.V  quarrelled  with  him."  said  Mrs.  UVMSKOIH  VM.  "  I  felt 
inclined  to  say  with  SHAKXPEARE,  '  Cry  haddock,  and  let  slip  the  hogs 
of  war ! '  " 
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CHILDE  CHAPPIE'S  PILGRIMAGE. 
CANTO  THE  FOURTH. 

i. 

So  CHAPPIE,  inly  wearied,  fared  along ; 
Vet  not  insensible  to  all  which  here 

Savours  of  jocund 
health  and  man- 
hood strong. 
In  scenes  of 
strenuous  toil 
and  -wholesome 
cheer, 

Where  sturdy 
striplings  smote 
the  leathern 
sphere 

With  valiant  vi- 
gour, he  would 
take  his  place, 

Of  feelings  boyish,  pleasure  frank  and  clear, 
Signs  were  not  always  absent  from  his  face, 
When  swift  MACAOXAY  kicked,  or  swiped  colossal  GRACE. 

ir. 

He  had  not  "cut "  athletics,  though  long  days 
^f  dawdling  had  not  strengthened  pull  or  thrust 
Of  scull  or  punt-pole ;  he  could  lounge  and  gaze, 
At  Henley,  in  soft  flannels  ;  the  heart  must 
At  time  leap  back  to  warmth,  though  cold  mistrust 
Be  the  "  good  form  "  of  worldlings.    CHAPPIE  felt 
The  strong  spell  of  the  River :  far  from  dust 
And  crowded  bars  his  mood  would  sometimes  melt, 
As  he  in  pleasant  bower  midst  Thames's  boskage  dwelt. 

m. 

And  he  had  learned  to  love — we  knew  not  why, 
For  this,  in  such  as  he,  seemed  foreign  mood — 
A  quiet  whiff  in  some  backwater  shy. 
Perhaps,  'twas  early  memories ;  what  subdued 
To  tastes  like  these  a  soul  so  far  imbued 
With  scorn  of  "  rot "  it  little  boots  to  know  ; 
But  so  it  was.    Yet  in  such  solitude 
Small  time  his  chums  left  him  to  "maunder"  so, 
Sentiment's  gleam  died  out  with  his  cigar's  red  glow. 

IT. 

And  there  were  venal  breasts,  as  hath  been  said, 
Whereto  his  life  was  linked  by  stronger  ties 
Than  mooning  hours  could  break ;  long  evenings  sped 
In  orgies  wild,  and  far  beyond  disguise, 
Or  shackle  of  the  dull  proprieties 
His  life  from  healthful  ease  divided  more. 
Talk  of  loose  lips  and  play  of  wanton  eyes 
May  make  a  Capaa  e'en  of  Thames's  shore. 
Song  to  that  silver  stream  a  bacchant  strain  might  pour. 

1. 
Roofs  of  the  jolliest  of  hotels 

Gleam  o'er  the  river's  gleaming  line, 
Whose  silver  breast  bears  Belles  and  Swells 

To  dinner  at  the  day's  decline. 
And  Richmond  Hill  is  thick  with  trees, 

Like  scattered  stars  the  town-lights  shine. 
9uak  la-ad  reclining  on  my  kiu-cs 

Art  sleepy  ?    Soon  the  sparkling  wine 
Shall  part  those  lips  I  scarce  can  see 
In  rosy  mirth  and  rapturous  glee. 

2. 
And  gay-frocked  girls,  with  bistred  eyes. 

And  hands—"  in  sLxes  "—soft  as  flowers, 
Deem  yon  an  earthly  Paradise 

Above  all  charm  of  feudal  towers. 
Its  sheeny  roof,  its  walls  of  grey, 

Upon  whose  stones  the  moonlight  showers, 
More  welcome  are  at  close  of  day 

Than  Paphian  grots  or  vintage  bowers. 
Rave  not  of  castles  on  the  Rhine, 
The  "  Star  and  Garter's  "  roof  be  mine ! 

3. 
LiiiA!    Those  lilies,— plucked  by  me,— 

burden  the  bearer  overmuch : 

know  that  they  must  withered  be, 

Dead  rubbish  cast  aside  as  such ' 


What  can  you  cherish  long  as  dear  ? 

So  many  offerings  meet  your  eye. 
Eh  ?    What  ?    The  idiom  sounds  queer 

From  gentle  lips  ; — but  dinner 's  nigh, 
And  "  Tamise  ripe  "  will  "  lick  "  the  Rhine 
For  savoury  cates  and  sparkling  wine. 

4. 
The  River  nobly  shines  and  flows, 

Its  shores  are  sweet  enchanted  ground, 
But  all  the  charms  its  sweeps  disclose 

What  are  they  in  the  revel's  round  ? 
The  coldest  breast  might  hotly  bound 

In  the  mad  frolic  reigning  here  ; 
In  mirth  and  brimming  cups  are  drowned 

Calm  Nature's  voice,  which  sounds  less  clear 
Where  wanton  eyes  the  stars  outshine 
By  Thames  or  on  the  banks  of  Rhine. 

v. 

Adieu  to  thee,  fair  Thames !     How  long,  delighted, 
Sound  hearts  would  loiter  on  thy  watery  way. 
Not  theirs  these  scenes  ;  passion  and  greed  united 
In  such  wild  Saturnalia  seek  their  prey. 
Insatiate  vultures,  feeding  day  by  day 
On  self-condemning  bosoms.     The  last  cheer 
Of  the  wild  revellers  on  their  homeward  way 
Hath  many  echoes  sinister  and  drear, 
Haunting  the  hollow  life  for  many  a  wasted  year. 

VI. 

The  leman  woes  with  her  bright  Lamia  face, 
That  mirror,  where  the  ancient  harpies  view 
Their  softened  modern  aspect  in  each  trace 
Its  beauties  yield  of  Art-born  tint  and  hue. 
It  takes  so  much  of  manhood  to  look  through, 
With  a  firm  mind,  the  lure  where  fools  behold 
Their  fate  ;  and  striplings  of  the  Chappie  crew, 
Self -deemed  astute  and  in  all  life-lore  old, 
Are  swine  of  CIECE'S  her.d  or  sheep  of  LILITH'S  fold. 


OUR    FISHING    INDUSTRIES. 

BY  DUMB-CRAMHO  JUNIOR. 


Catching  Min'  nose  on  the  First  Instance  of  the  Oure  of  Soles. 

Bridge.  ( ride  Life  of  St.  Anthony.) 


'  w..hctliur  Ms-  *riutcd  Matter,  or  Drawings,   bo  returned,   unless  aero,     anied 
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HARWK 

ANTWERP 


LO\K  AMOXfi  TIIK  'I'AKTRIDCKS. 

s>  i-i  KMBKK'S  first,  the  day  was  fair, 

We  sought  the  pleasant  itnbble, 
The  birds  were  rising  every- 
where. 

The  old  dog  gave  no  trouble. 
\nd   still  my  friend  missed 

every  shot, 

While"  I  ne'er  fired  in  vain. 
I  said,  "  Perchance  the  day 's 

too  hot  £" 
He  cried,  "AMKT.IA  JASB!" 

\Ve  shot  throughout  the  live- 
long day, 
\V.  afmys  shoot  together, 

And  yet  in  a  disgraceful  way, 
He  never  touched  a  feather. 
I  said,  "  How  is  it  that  you  muff 

Your  birds,  my  boy  ?    Explain." 
He  sighed  and  said,   '  I  know  it 's  rough  ; 
But,  oh,  AMELIA  JANE  !  " 

Quoth  I,  "  AMELIA  JAITE  may  be 

As  plump  as  any  partridge, 
But  that '»  no  reason  I  can  see 

Why  you  should  waste  each  cartridge." 
He  shot  the  dog,  then  missed  my  head, 

But  caused  the  keeper  pain ; 
Then  broke  his  gun  and  wildly  fled 

To  join  AMELIA  JAXK  ! 


Game. 


OUR    GUIDES. 


,  ifd  " 

"  Now  1  '.M   FruxisHEii  ! 
Now  1  'M   Frnvtsiirti  ! 


Now  I'M  FUUNISIIED  ! 
FOR  MY  Fur.irr  !  " 


RAMSBOTHAMIANA.— Miss  LAYTKIA  reads  the  news- 
papers aloud  to  her  Aunt  regularlv.  Last  Saturday  she 
read  out  the  heading  of  a  paragraph,  in  the  Timet,  "  The 
Lord  Mayor's  Court  "—when  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAX  gave  a 
tremendous  start  and  exclaimed,  "  Caught,  my  dear !  I 
had  no  idea  that  he  had  run  away !  Wnat  on  earth 's  he 
been  doing  ?  "  

NEW  edition  of  "  HANDLEY  Cross" — might  have  been 
seen  in  Rutlandshire  when  Mr.  JAMES  W.  LOWTHEK— 
JAMES  the  Second — came  in  by  a  large  majority.  It  was 
plucky  of  Mr.  DAVENPORT  HAKDLKY  to  fight  at  all. 
Sorry  he 's  out,  as  it  is  beth  useful  and  ornamental  to 
have  a  Davenport  handily  placed  in  the  House. 


LAVS  OF    \    I.V/.V   MINSTREL, 
TIIK   MINSTREL'S  RETURN. 

-    M:  !'Jlfl/. 

FARKWKM,,  oh  farewell  1<>  (he  Holiday  Season! 

Tims  murmured  a  Minstrel  just  back  from  the  sea.) 
I  'm  glad  to  return  vintu  rhyme  and  to  reason ; 
In  London  once  more  I  'm  delighted  to  be ! 

Ah  !  sweet  were  the  days  in  the  Upper  Thames  reaches, 

How  happy  the  doing  of  nothing  at  all ! 
And  sweet,  too.  the  flavour  of  rijx'  sunny  peaches, 

That  dropped  in  our  hands  from  the  Rectory  wall. 

But  long  shall  I  cherish,  through  dreary  December, 

The  thought  of  that  even  we  drifted  away  : 
The  twilight,  the  silence,  I  long  shall  remember, 

The  Hash  of  the  oar  and  the  perfume  of  hay. 

And  still,  when  "  My  Queen  "  the  street-organ  is  playing, 
Or  "  Patience"  is  blown  by  cacophonous  bands, 

I  smile  on  the  discord,  I  nod  to  the  braying, 
And  muse  with  delight  upon  Scarborough  Sands. 

The  young  laughing  maids,  with  their  salt-sprinkled  tresses, 
Let  artfully  down  on  their  shoulders  to  dry  ; 

I  see,  on  the  Spa,  in  their  pretty  pink  dresses  : 
MACD,  MABEL,  and  DOLLY,  nnd  DAISY,  and  Vr. 

Nor  did  COOK  and  his  coupons  a  moment  forget  me ; 

My  pnssoport  was  rise  the  length  of  my  (light ; 
While  Murray  and  Bradshaio  did  aid  and  abet  me, 

And  COCTTS  with  the  circular  notes  was  all  right. 


Farewell— when  at  bedtime  I  sink  on  my  pillow 
I  dream  of  my  toil  up  the  snow-covered  steep, 

And  mules,  rettiirini,  and  boats  on  the  billow, 
And  polyglot  waiters  embitter  my  sleep ! 

Ah,  me !  oft  at  night  how  I  painfully  worrr 
To  think  where  on  earth  I  nave  possibly  been  P 

Of  towns,  half-forgotten,  I  saw  in  a  hurry, 
And  ghosts  of  the  "  lions  "  I  ought  to  have  seen ! 

And  now,  when  the  Club  becomes  cheerful  and  crowded. 
And  men  are  returning  all  hearty  and  brown : 

While  the  room  with  the  vesper  tobacco  is  clouded— 
Tis  pleasant,  most  pleasant  to  get  back  to  town ! 

Farewell,  oh  farewell,  for  dear  London  is  pleasant, 

No  longer  I  feel  inclination  to  roam : 
I  think,  as  I  stir  up  the  coals  incandescent, 

I  'm  awfully  glad  to  be  once  more  at  home  ! 


" SHALL  SHAKSPEAKE  have  a  Burlesque ?  "  Apropos  of  this  ques- 
tion a  Correspondent,  who  only  signs  initials,  writes  to  us  to  say,  that 
"in  RoBSOJi's  time,  Mr.  FE.OTK  TALForw)  wrote  a  burlesque  on  The 
Merchant  of  Venice,  and  another  on  Macbeth,  and,  no  doubt,  were 
this  clever  Author  now  living,  he  would  burlesque  any  other  of 
SHAKSPEABE'S  plays  admirably,  because  he  had  such  Shak'spearience 
in  this  sort  of  work."  (Oh !  oh !) 


THE  Bishop  of   LrvEBrooL  preached  in  a  Scotch  Presbyterian 
Church.    He  wore  no  gown,  but  only  his  ordinary  costume.     X  iia 
conduct  will  ptiirly  rylo  sonic  of  the  High  Kirk  folk,  whose  object 
will,  after  all,  be  only  rJitre-ryle. 
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TECHNICAL. 

"  ELLOW,  'EBRY  !    WHY,  'ow  ARS  YER  ? " 

CAR-RAT,  OLE  HAN!    'Ow 's  YEKSELF?" 


SYMPATHY  WITH  A  STATUE. 

To  the  Right  Honourable  G.J.SHAW-LEFKVRE,  Chief  Commissioner  of  Public 
Vorks,  the  humble  Petition  of  Gogand  Magog,  Giants,  of  Guildhall,  in  the 
ityof  London,  Humbly  Sheweth— That  your  Petitioners  have  learned  to  their 
;reat  Alarm  and  Consternation  that  it  is  intended  by  the  Board  over  which 
our  Honour  presides  to  appoint  and  order  the  Great  Wellington  Statue,  lately 
owered  to  the  ground  opposite  Hyde-Park  Corner,  to  be  transmuted,  trans- 
mogrified, and  transposed  by  breaking  of  it  up,  and  melting  of  it  down,  and 
IK-II  reea-ting  of  it  into  another  Statue  of  the  same  Original,  to  be  erected 
somewhere  else  than  the  site  which  the  present  Statue  now  stands  upon. 

That  the  only  reason  hitherto  assigned  for  the  scheme  of  subjecting  the  Wel- 
ington  Statue  to  the  treatment  above  specified  is  the  allegation  of  its  demerits 
is  a  Work  of  Art,  being  a  huge,  grotesque,  ugly,  misshapen,  and  monstrous 
)bject — monttrum  horrendum,  informs,  ingens,  as  your  Petitioners  have  heard 
t  called  in  a  Latin  quotation. 

That  the  steps  protwsed  to  be  taken  with  the  Wellington  Statue  on  the  fore- 
going pretences  would  be  more  or  less  applicable  also  to  almost  all  the  other 
;>ublic  Statues  in  London,  particularly  those  of  GEOEOE  THE  FOURTH,  NKLSON, 
N'AHKR,  and  HA  VKI.OTK  in  Trafalgar  Scmare,  and  not  only  them,  but,  likewise,  to 
many  if  ii"t  inn-i  »f  the  Sculptures  in  Westminster  Abbey,  and  not  a  few  of  the 
sami  '•ort  in  St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  insomuch  that,  if  carried  out,  those  measures 
would  tinally  result  in  the  transformation  and  transference,  or  else  the  removal 
and  absolute  demolition  of  nearly  all  the  Metropolitan  Statues,  perhaps  including 
even  onrvlve^.  however  superior  in  artistic  conception  and  execution  we  may  be 
allowed  to  be  in  comparison  with  the  majority  of  the  rest. 

That  nil  our  principal  Compeers  of  the  plastic  kind,  whether  Graven  or 
Molten  Iina^s  1  n >w  humble  soever  their  rank  as  ornamental  Objects,  are  not 
only  memorial)  of  eminent  individuals,  but  also  monuments  of  British  Art, 
-sivc  stages  and  states  of  it  as  peculiar  to  the  different  earlier 
or  later  periods  of  their  erection.  That,  therefore,  their  historical  as  well  as 
their  mographioal  value  entitles  them  to  preservation.  That  the  process  of 
removing  and  remodelling  the  Wellington  Statue,  if  accomplished,  will  effect 
the  introduction  of  the  Thin  End  of  the  Wedge,  whereof  the  thick  end  would  be 
sooner  or  later  driven  home  to  the  probable  dislodgment  or  destruction  of  your 
Petitioners. 

That  in  case  the  City  of  London  and  its  Statues  and  all  surroundings  got 
swallowed  up  by  an  Earthquake  and  the  Wellington  Statue,  or  your  Petitioners, 


one  or  both  of  them,  were  exhumed  at  the  expiration  of 
several  thousands  of  years,  they  would  be  regarded  as 
treasures  of  the  highest  archaeological  value,  and  very 
possibly  be  transported  at  a  vast  expense,  and  deposited 
ETan  Antipodean  museum.  That  accordingly  both  they 
and  it  should  be  prospectively  accounted  things  Precious  to 
Posterity  and  on  that  account  deserving  the  most  careful 
maintenance,  both  in  situation  and  state.  Wherefore 
vour  Petitioners  humbly  request  and  beseech  that  the 
Master  Statue  of  the  late  illustrious  Duke  of  WHUSOTOK 
mav  be  suffered  to  remain  as  nearly  as  possible  both  where 
it  is  and  as  it  is.  And  your  Petitioners,  as  in  duty  bound, 
will,  with  all  the  heart  and  voice  they  are  capable  of, 
ever  &c.,  &c.  (Signed)  GOG  AND  MAGOG. 


CEOMEE  CLIFFS ! 

HERE  on  my  back  in  the  sunshine  lying 

On  the  Lighthouse  Cliffs  amidst  flowers  and  grass, 
I  dreamily  stir  when  the  swallow  is  flying, 

And  lazily  listen  when  travellers  pass : 
For  the  sea  at  the  foot  of  the  crags  is  breaking, 

And  the  breeze  that 's  stirring  the  ferns  is  pure, 
So  I  ask  where  the  rest  of  the  world  is  taking, 

In  orthodox  fashion,  its  annual  cure.  ,.«..,, 

Why  don't  they  settle  their    ehs  ?"  and    ife, 
And  come  and  be  lazy  on  Cromer  Cults  f 

I  cannot  confess  to  an  envious  minute 
Since  first  this  village  I  came  across, 
For  the  sea-sick  traveller  can't  be  in  it 

With  the  usual  gambol  of  pitch:and-toss ! 
I  wouldn't  exchange  your  Pontresinas, 

Your  Alpine  valleys,  and  castled  Rhine  ^ 

For  my  morning  "  weed  "  from  a  box  of     if  inas, 
And  a  drink  of  air  that  has  strength  like  wine. 
The  cosiest  corner  for  holiday  whiffs 
Is  found  in  a  hollow  of  Cromer  Cliffs  I 
I  can  see  them  rushing  in  tourist  fashion 
In  desperate  hurry  by  midnight  train, 
With  fever,  and  fret,  and  dust,  and  passion, 

To  mountain  mists  and  the  Righi  ram  ; 
From  Spa  to  Spa  they  will  pass  and  follow 
The  crowds  that  hunt  in  Royalty  s  wake, 
But  it  grieves  not  me  as  I  watch  the  swallow, 
And  watch  the  wheat  that  the  breezes  shake. 
If  you  'd  all  be  free  from  tourists'  tiffs, 
You  would  sleep  off  care  on  the  Cromer  Clitts. 
They  will  tear  with  a  guide  through  an  ancient  city, 

And  faithfully  "  do"  a  cathedral  town ; 
They  will  climb  their  peaks,  and— more' s  the  pity- 
Directly  they  're  up  they  must  needs  come  down  ; 
They  will  bargain  hard  for  a  dirty  dwelling, 
Oh  the  coast  of  France  in  a  fisherman  s  cot 
For  the  proud  return  to  their  homes,  and  telling 
They've  managed  to  see  what  their  friends  have  not. 
"If  they  only  could  hear  the  "  poohs  and     piffs 
Of  the  elderly  cynic  on  Cromer  Cliffs . 

I  can  only  hear,  if  I  pause  to  listen, 

The  sweep  of  scythe  through  the  falling  corn, 
I  can  only  see  how  the  sun  can  glisten 

Its  dewdrop  tears  in  the  fields  at  morn ; 
I  can  only  know  that  I  lie  in  clover 

On  the  top  of  the  down  and  in  sight  of  the  sea  ; 
I  can  only  wish  each  obstinate  rover 

Were  half  as  happy  as  I  can  be.  „ 

So  put  in  your  pocket  your     ahs  !     ana.     us, 
And  come  and  get  brown  on  C'romer  C 


NEWS  FEOM  JIM  THE  PENMAENMA-WK  MAN.— A  report 
got  about  that  very  nearly  brought  Mr.  IRVING  back  t< 
London,  and  might  have  made  him  forego  his  American 
tour.  It  was  that  Mr.  GLADSTONE,  during  the  recess,  was 
going  to  play  The  Sells.  It  turned  out  that  the  PREMIER 
had  promised  to  give  a  peal  of  bells  to  the  church  ot  Fen- 
maenmawr  in  Wales.  He  is  not  going  to  play  them  him- 
self, and  Our  Only  Tragedian  being  satisfied,  on  we  goes 
again."  Out  of  gratitude,  the  Penmaenmawr  people  will 
give  Mr.  GLADSTONE  honorary  rank  in  their  Volunteer  Corps 
as  Triple-Bob-Major,  but  having  got  so  far  as  being  called 
"Bob,"  why  not  style  him  at  once  Sir  Robert  Peal  (ot 
Bells),— non  obstante  Kir  Roberto  Barto  f 
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-*•  >>  V*  ^-  Q»  IX  V   \ ' 

FARMER-GENERAL  JOHN  BULL  REVIEWING  HIS  LAND  FORCES  IN  THE  TIME  OF  PEAS. 

"  The  Wheat  crop  is  again  very  far  below  the  average  ;  but  on  the  whole  we  have  good  crops  of  barley,  oats,  beans,  and  peas." — Agricultural  Oautte. 


Right  I 

"  BRIGHT  water  for  me ! "  shout  the  teetotal  spouters, 

Of  temperance  scorners,  of  liberty  flouters. 

Let 's  hope  that  the  cold-water  douche  of  JoHS  BRIGHT 

They  will  hail  with  an  equally  honest  delight ; 

And  join  Mr.  Punch  in  his  hearty  applause 

Of  one  temperate  speech  on  the  Temperance  Cause. 


A    PORTSMOUTH   LEAXDEK    AM)    HF.RO. 

MB.  GKORGE  WHITE.  ex-Captain  and  senior  Champion  of  the 
Portsmouth  Swimming  Club,  may  be  congratulated  on  his  successful 
attempt  to  swim  the  Solent  from  Southsea  Pier  to  Ryde.  This 
exploit,  as  Old  Father  Neptune  told  the  Tritons,  was  admirable,  but 
insolent  all  the  same. 


MKS.  KAMSUOTHAM  writes  to  us: — "  I  am  towering  in  Wales.  The 
other  night  we  went  up  Snowdon  by  moonlight,  and  were  charged 
two  shillings  for  a  glass  of  water,  while  my  Nephew  had  to  pay  the 
same  for  the  loan  of  an  extra  coat  to  keep  off  the  cold.  He  says  that 
this  is  the  sort  of  thing  one  must  expect  from  Welshers,  though  I 
don't  see  why  we  should,  having  experienced  nothing  but  honesty 
and  moderation  up  to  now.  But  I  must  sav,  at  the  rate  we  paid  for 
it — though  of  course  Snowdon  is  high,  and  the  charges  may  rise  in 
proportion — I  do  think  the  view  from  the  top  is  strikingly  expensive, 
and  the  scenery  quite  superfluous." 


WATER  RATES. — Kxtra  charge  for  hifrh  service.  Ritualists  ought 
to  be  charged  more  than  other  people,  because  they  prefer  the  very 
highest  of  High  Services.  Alas,  for  taxes,  &c.,  &c. !  As  the  Immortal 
Bard  says,  or  very  nearly—"  There  be  land  rates  and  water  rates," 
and  we  detest  them  all  equally. 
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"  A  DAY  IN  THE  COUNTRY." 

("Constitutional "  Experience.     Old  Gentleman  guskes.) 

homewards  on  a  Summer's  eve, 

After  a  ramble  on  the  Surrey  shore 
'Mid  pleasant  places,  which  the  Railways  leave 
Between  them,  not  enclosed,  nor  all  built 

o'er. 
Eh?    Screams  and  shouts  advancing  in  the 

And  what?     Large  packs  of  children  in 

full  cry, 

Each  lot  close-crowded  in  a  Van,  appear 
Successive  vehicles,  cram-full,  pass  by  I 


"The  Straight  Tip." 


Youth  have  enjoyed  the  sunshine  and  the 

green. 
(The  sun  had  chanced  to  smile  upon  that 

day.) 

Strange  that  those  sources  of  delight  serene 
Can  have  promoted  their  prolonged  hooray ! 

Their  little  hands  out  fluttering  kerchiefs  wave  ; 

Their  tiny  throats  keep  up  a  ceaseless  cheer, 
Stronger  than  tea  though  nought  their  lips  to  lave 

They  've  had,  at  banquets  innocent  of  Beer. 

From  School,  Endowed  or  Union,  riding  out, 

Their  pleasure  could  no  explanation  lack. 
But  what  can  cause  those  little  ones  to  shout, 

In  transports  wild,  now  when  they  're  going  back '; 

They  're  clearly  by  spontaneous  impulse  driven, 
And  bawl,  their  joy  and  gratitude  to  show. 

Xoguides'  or  guardians'  word  of  order  given, 
They  greet  the  Outside  Public  as  they  go. 

Bless  ye,  my  Children  !    That 's  no  hollow  noise  ; 

Your  holloaing  means  a  happy  holiday. 
Fork  out,  such  treat  to  stand  poor  girls  and  boys, 

And,  Sir,  you  '11  find  your  mite  not  thrown  away. 


ANOTHER    LITTLE    HOLIDAY    CRUISE. 

Larne — Ashore — Notes — Nauticutture — Characteristic — The  Druid- 
ical Remains — Discussion — Disputation — Druids'  Altai — Altar- 
cation — Private  Information — Disquisition — a  Nod — Considera 
turn —  Curious  Trade — Return — Re-embarkation. 

IT  is  difficult  to  realise  that  we  are  in  Ireland.  The  few  natives  we 
meet  speak  with  a  decidedly  Scotch  accent.  They  are  politeness 
itself,  and,  judging  from  my  very  slight  acquaintance  (of  twenty 
minutes'  duration)  with  a  resident  farmer,  I  should  say  that  each  oi 
the  inhabitants,  if  they  resemble  this  gentleman,  would  leave  even 
our  host  himself  very  little  chance  of  winning  the  prize  for  courtesy 
and  hospitality.  The  superior  residents  on  the  coast  here  seem,  as 
far  as  I  can  gather  in  the  above-mentioned  space  of  twenty  minutes, 
to  be  partly  engaged  in  fanning,  and  partly  interested  in  some 
sort  of  shipping  trade.  For  example,  this  farmer,  a  considerable 
lauded  proprietor  here,  is  walking  about  his  fields,  watching  his  mei 
at  work,  and,  at  the  same  time,  keeping  a  bright  look  out  for  one  o: 
his  trading  vessels  which  ought  to  have  arrived  by  now.  He  tells 
us  of  other  farmers  in  the  district  equally  interested  with  himsel 
in  the  shipping  trade.  From  this  I  expect  to  see  other  farmers  postet 
about  on  the  hills  with  telescopes, — a  reaping-hook  in  one  hand,  anc 
a  binocular  in  the  other.  Their  business  is  divided  between  sheej 
and  ships,  tilling  and  tillers  ;  in  fact,  they  seem  to  me  to  be  Nautica 
Agriculturist.-.,  or,  to  coin  a  mixed  term,  "  Nauticulturists." 

Uappu  Thought.— It  was  these  people  who  invented  the  expres- 
sion "  ploughing  the  seas." 

Occasionally,  when  a  labourer  comes  up  and  addresses  his  master 
always  nii^t  respectfully,  I  remark  a  slight  admixture  of  Irisl 
brogue,  us  evident  yet  us  subtle  as  the  flavour  of  shalotte  in  a 
craltily-prepared  salad.     The  man  touches  his  forehead  where  th 
brim  _of  his  hat  ought  to  be,  and  wants  to  know  something  abou 

the  fanner. 


n  himself  and  the  Druids.  Of  course,  KILLICK  laughs.  If  KILLICK 
ad  been  annoyed,  CRAYLEY  would  have  laughed.  Our  host  pre- 
erves  a  placid  expression  of  puzzled  neutrality.  The  Pile  in 
uestion  consists  of  one  huge  block  of  stone,  supported  by  tour  huge 
locks.  That  is  all. 

Our  host  says,  "  There  it  is  !  "  as  if  he  had  expected  it  to  have  gone 
way  before  we  came.  CRAYLEY  puts  up  his  eye-glass,  and,  with  his 
ead  very  much  on  one  side,  regards  it  with  admiration  and  awe. 

"This,"  he  says,  speaking  more  to  himself  thau  to  us,  as  if  he  were 
wo  members  of  an  Archeeologioal  Society,  and  one  was  giving  the 
ther  a  confidential  lecture  on  the  subject—"  This,"  he  says,  m  a 
one  of  melancholy  reminiscence,  "  was  an  altar,  on  which  the  Druids 
sed  to  offer  up  human  sacrifices."  He  is  very  sad  over  it,  as  though 
e  had  been  present  under  compulsion  years  ago  at  one  of  their 
estivities,  and  had  regretted  it  ever  since. 

We  all  regard  the  Druidical  pile  with  pathetic  interest.  1  feel 
bat  if  we  only  remain  here  long  enough,  we  shall  yield  to  a  Druidical 
mpulse,  join  hands,  and  gravely  perform  some  solemn  impromptu 
ance  round  the  Druids'  altar,  which,  by  the  way,  is  situated  only 

few  yards  from  the  drawing-room  window  of  our  friend  the 
Nautical  Farmer's  house,  a  building  quite  in  keeping  with  the  mixed 
haracter  of  the  owner's  business  ;  as,  but  for  the  undeniable  tarm- 
louse  surroundings,  it  might  be  easily  mistaken  for  a  Coast-Guard 
tation,  specially  as  there  is  an  old  painted  figure-head  of  a  ship 
ixed  up,  as  though  keeping  guard  near  a  side-door. 

KILLICK  breaks  the  silence.    He  simply  says     Bosli  ! 

"  What  is  '  bosh  '  ?  "  retorts  CHAYI.EY,  inquisitorially.  He  is  look- 
ing away  from  KILLICK,  and  apparently  addressing  some  being  in  the 
air  who  is  not  quite  so  invisible  as  to  escape  the  penetrating  power 
f  his  eyeglass. 

"  Why.  this,"  says  KILLICK,  nodding  his  head  towards  the  Druids 
Stone.  It's  no  more  a  Druids'  altar  than  I  am." 

"  It  has  been  here  for  thousands  of  years,"  replies  CRAYLEY,  more  in 

anger  than  in  sorrow,  though  there  is  just  a  tinge  ef  the  same  sad, 

regretful  tone  which  had  characterised  the  first  part  of  his  archceo- 

ogical  lecture  ;  "  and  how  the  stones  could  ever  have  been  placed  in 

hat  position,  except  by  some  superhuman  force,  is  a  puzzle  to 


-  —  _ — i  —  —  j     »*.vtuuu  vuv  mini, 

they  re  waiting  to  know  what  colour  ye '11  have  it  white 
washed." 

No  one  enjoys  this  more  thiiu  the  master  himself. 

After  a  good  deal  of  dawdling,  we  arrive  at  the  Druidical  pile 

s  sounds  like  the  name  of  a  new  sort  of  carpet.     I  say  this  t 

-RAYLEY.     lie  appears  hurt,  resenting  the  observation  as  a  sligh 


' 

"Bah!"  ejaculates  KILLICK,  snifling  disdainfully.  ^  "  I  dare  say 
he  farmer  and  his  men  placed  them  there  themselves.' 

Oh  !  I  can  hardly  think  that,"  says  our  host,  in  his  most  con- 
siliatory  manner.  "'You  see  they  are  exactly  opposite  his  front- 
door." 

"No  accounting  for  taste,"  returns  KIUJCK.  "Why,  he's  got 
he  old  figure-head  of  a  ship  there  !  Look  !  " 

"  There  is  a  family  history  attached  to  that  ;  I  heard  it  troni 
the  proprietor  himself,"  observes  our  host,  quietly,  as  if  KILLICK 
was  now  venturing  on  delicate  ground,  and  he,  MELLEVILLE,  was 
the  Nautical  Farmer's  family  solicitor,  entrusted  with  all  his 
secrets.  Our  host  informs  us  that  there  is  more  than  meets  the 
eye  in  this  old  figure-head.  It  reminds  me  of  a  timber-yard  near 
either  Vauxhall  or  the  Suspension  Bridge,  I  forget  which,  where  there 
used  to  be,  and  perhaps  where  there  still  is,  a  collection  oi  these 
curious  old  figure-heads,  secondhand,  I  believe,  and  I  cant  help 
wondering  if  the  Nautical  Farmer  had  fallen  in  love  with  one  ot 
them,  and  brought  it  away  with  him  to  Larne,  as  a  memento  of  his 
irst  visit  to  London. 

Happy  Thought  (for  a  ballad).—  The  Farmer  and  the  Figure-head. 

KILLICK  only  sniffs,  and  I  ask,  being  tired  of  shore,  if  it  wouldn  t 
be  as  well  to  return  to  the  yacht  ?  When  I  come  out  to  yacht  for 
a  few  days,  I  count  every  moment  on  shore  (except  when  in  search  of 
provender)  as  so  much  time  wasted. 

I  can  always  be  on  shore,  but  I  can't  always  be  at  sea.  MELLEVILLE 
can  be  where  he  likes,  so  can  CEAYLEY.  KILLICK  is  engaged  in  some 
mysterious  business,  the  exact  nature  of  which  no  one,  not  even  his 
most  intimate  friends,  has  been  able  to  ascertain  ;  but  our  host  informs 
me,  apart,  that  it  is  something  that  keeps  him  constantly  going  about  in 
underground  railways,  and  coming  up  suddenly,  like  a  demon  sprite 
in  a  Pantomime,  out  of  various  subways  at  different  points  of  the 
London  suburbs.  Somehow,  the  Boss  surmises,  as  KJLLICK  is  specially 
busy  just  before  Christmas  time,  that  it  is  some  trade  connected  with 
the  manufacture  of  cracker-bonbons,  and  he  is  not  quite  sure  that  it 
isn't  the  printing  of  the  mottoes  to  the  crackers,  and  perhaps  writing 
them,  too.  "  It  must,  you  know."  concludes  MELLEVILLE,  who  was  a 
Wrangler  of  his  year  at  Cambridge,  and  a  great  hand  at  abstruse 
calculations—"  It  must  be  a  very  lucrative  business,  as,  if  you  con- 
sider the  population  of  London,  and  the  demand  for  crackers  and 
bonbons,  each  of  which  must  have  a  motto,  you  can  soon  arrive  a1 
what  his  labour  must  be,  what  an  industry  it  is,  and  what  a  fortune 
it  ought  to  bring  in." 

"  Then,"  I  conclude,  "  KILLICK  is  very  rich." 
"Well—  not  exactly  very  rich,"  replies  our  host,  considering  the 
problem,  and  pausing  as  he  solves  a  few  equations  (x  representing 
KILLICK'S  income)—"  No,"  he  goes  on  decisively,  having  evidently 
settled  the  equation  to  his  own  satisfaction—  "  !No  ;  you  see  there  s 
such  a  competition  in  crackers  and  motto-bonbons.  Still,  he  's  very 
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well  off.  A  very  nice  fellow, — with  his  peculiarities,"  he  adds 
kindly,  to  which  I  respond  with  a  deliberate  nod.  Asking;  myself 
afterwards  what  this  deliberate  nod  meant,— for  I  was  conscious  of 
meaning  ;i  i'ft  ;ii  d.-al  by  it,  if  I  could  only  put  it  into  words,  as  Puff 
did  Lin-d  Burletgk't, — I  come  to  the  conclusion  that  my  nod 
intended  to  express  a  compassionate  feeling  on  my  part  for 
the  unfortunate  KILLICK'S  "  peculiarities,"  which  I  take  to  be 
"failings."  My  nod  implies  a  compliment  also  to  MELLEVILLE  as 
being  free  from  KILUCK  s  peculiarities ;  in  fact  it  is  complimenting 
him  on  not  being  KILLICK,  while  at  the  same  time  it  recognises  our 
own  moral  and  intellectual  position.  MELLEVILLE'S  and  mine,  as 
superior  to  anything  to  which  anybody  with  KILLICK'S  failings  can 
attain  .  .  .  and  so,  on  the  whole,  my  nod  of  assent  to  MELLEYJI  1 1.'> 
remarks  must  be  the  result  either  of  idiotic  self-complaoency,  or  of 
the  consciousness  of  moral  superiority.  Which  ?  The  latter  for  choice. 
"  But,"  adds  MzLLBTTLLK.  after  a  short  pause,  as  if  he  had  been 
revising  his  opinions  for  publication,  "  he  has  a  very  nice  voice,  and 
understands  music  thoroughly."  From  either  a  self-complacent  or 
morally  superior  point  of  view.  I  have  no  difficulty  in  admitting  so 
much  in  KILLICK  s  favour,  and  again  I  assent  with  a  deliberate  nod. 
MKI.LEVILLE  pauses  a  minute,  and  then,  looking  round  to  m 
"the  subject  of  tins  present  memoir"  is  anywhere  near,— but  he 
isn't ;  he  is  descending  the  hill  and  having  a  contradiction  match 
with  CRAYLEY,— Mi  1 1  KMI.T.K  adds,  "lie  writes  the  words  of  songs 
himself  occasionally,  and  publishes  them." 

"  Good  words  '<  "  I  ask.  accidentally  giving  the  name  of  a  maga- 
zine. (Fancy  a  song  of  '  bad  words  only  ! ! ) 

"  Well— pretty  well."  replies  our  host,  assuming  an  air  of  fairly 
indulgent  criticism.  You  know  it  doesn't  much  matter  what  the 
words  are  to  songs,  as  one  seldom  hears  them ;  but  it  so  happened 
that  I  read  two  or  three,  and  I  couldn't  help  being  struck  by  their 
strong  resemblance  to  the  style  of  the  mottoes  in  the  Christmas 
crackers.  And  that 's  why " 

But  here  KILLICK  and  CKAYI.ET  join  us.  They  are  serious  and 
silent.  KILLICK  is  whistling  to  himself,  evidently  for  his  own 
private  delectation,  and  CRAYLEY  is  humming.  There  has  been 
evidently  a  difference  of  opinion.  The  drop-curtain,  to  put  it 
dramatically,  has  descended  on  some  sort  of  a  situation,  and  this 
humming  and  whistling  is  the  music  in  the  entr'acte.  We  all 
proceed,  over  very  slippery  sea-weed,  to  re-embark  in  the  gig. 

A  SWEEPING  MKVSI-RE.—  Three  yards  of  "Train." 
SPORT    IN    SPORT. 

••••'/  by  Dumb-Crantlm  Junior.) 


Hairs  and  Part-riilsi 


BY  PARCELS  POST ; 
OR,  THE  VERY  LATEST  THING  IN  ADVERTISEMENTS. 

T)ARCELS  POST.— WHY  BUY  ANY  MOKE  HONEY,  when 
_L  you  can  make  it  at  home  by  having  recourse  to  Parcels  Post '( 
A  hive  full  of  live  Scandinavian  tiger-bees  in  active  working  con- 
dition, together  with  straining-pot,  face-protector,  swarining-gloves, 
gong,  and  full  directions  for  the  control  and  management  of  these 
wonderfully  useful  and  domestic,  but  fine-grown  little  creatures, 
forwaided  by  Parcel*  Post,  carriage  free  on  receipt  of  order.  See 
Pro-ixTtu-.  No  expense  for  keep.  Can  be  let  loose  in  a  London 
.Square,  and  recalled  after  a  few  days'  practice,  with  perfect  facility. 
The  Farm,  Stingly,  Hert-. 

PARCELS  POST.  — JORUM'S    KXl'AMMM;   o  >  I  I  1  .\  S.-One 
of  these  beautifully  constructed  and  useful  fancy  articles  can 
now  be  had  by  return,  on  receipt  of  remittance.    Pack  into  the  pre- 
scribed length,  and  weigh  only  5lb.  9oz.    A  marvel  of  ingenuity. 

Opinion  of  the  Press. — "  Light,  tasty,  novel,  and  almost  pleasing." 
Makes  an  excellent  and  suitable  Birthday  present  for  an  Invalid. 
Can  also  be  used  as  a  dog-kennel,  violoncello-case,  or  window  nower- 
lio\.  drd.T  early.  The  Work-,  llearsem,  Gravell-on-Stoke. 

MIl.K    P.Y    PA RCELS~Pt (ST.- -The  Universal  Enterprise  and 
IHspatrh  Company. 


MILK  BY  PARCELS  POST.— A  special  boon  to  the  delicate.  A 
glass  of  fresh  milk  from  the  cow  can  now  be  forwarded  from 
Land's  End  to  any  part  of  the  United  Kingdom.  N.B. — As  the  Com- 
pany, though  they  forward  the  milk  with  great  care,  are  continually 
receiving  complaints  as  to  the  arrival  of  the  glasses  empty,  they  beg 
to  refer  their  patrons  to  the  printed  directions  affixedto  each  con- 
signment, distinctly  indicating  which  side  ought  to  be  kept  upwards 
in  transit.  They  cannot,  therefore,  hold  themselves  responsible  for 
the  carelessness  of  the  Post-Office  Authorities,  against  whom  any 
action  for  spilling  must  necessarily  lie. 

PARCELS  POST.— A  RED-HOT  POKER  can  now  be  sent  with 
the  greatest  ease  by  Parcels  Post  on  procuring  one  of  YARRINS 
AND   SONS     Patent    Perforated   Galvanised    Wire    and   Cast-Iron 
Carriage-  Cotes. 

NOTICE.— Owing  to  the  obstinate  refusal  of  the  Postal  Authori- 
ties to  receive  full-sized  African  Hya-nas,  carefully  packed  in 
cardboard  boxes,  for  carriage  by  post,  these  creatures  will  continue 
to  be  dispatched  from  the  Menagerie,  Commercial  Road,  E.,  to  any 
part  of  the  United  Kingdom,  accompanied  by  a  Keeper  as  hitherto, 
on  receipt  of  order  and  fee  for  travelling  expenses.  N.B.— Cobras 
now  by  the  new  system.  The  attention  of  intending  Customers  is 
particiuarly  directed  to  the  fact  that  as  escapes  are  practically  rare, 
an  immense  saving  is^ffected. 

PARCELS  POST.— THE  flERE-WE-ARE  ALL  HOT  AND 
STEAMING  DINNER  COMPANY,  LIMITED.  Why  have 
a  kitchen  tire  ?  Why  not  send  away  your  Cook,  and  apply  for  the 
Company's  Prospectus?  Chops,  steaks,  soups,  fish,  entrees,  &c., 
delivered  smoking.  Joints  packed  in  their  own  ovens.  Boiling 
kettles  delivered  free.  A  "PURCHASER"  writes:— "The  dinner 
arrived  at  my  premises  in  perfect  condition.  The  plates  positively 
scalded  the  Postal  Carrier  as  he  tried  to  handle  them,  and  he  dropped 
the  devilled  turkey  in  the  front  garden.  Your  arrangements  are 
admirable/^  

PARCELS  POST.— NO  MORE  SEASIHK.  Why  not  have  A 
GENUINE  SEA-BATH  at  home  ?  By  the  use  of  Messrs.  SALT  AND 
SELLUM'S  patent  seven-pound  Postal  Bottles,  each  containing  nearly 
two  pints  and  a  half  of  sea-water,  a  delicious  plunge  may  be  had  at  any 
inland  town  in  the  three  Kingdoms.  Send  a  cheque  for  £35  14*.,  and 
370  Bottles  will  be  dispatched  by  return.  N.B. — We  do  not  pav 
carriage.  "A  RUTLANDSHIRE  RECTOR"  writes:— "It  quite  cured 
my  ankles."  For  further  testimonials  apply  to  Messrs.  S.  AND  S. 
Hookhani-on-Sea. 


PARCELS  POST.  —  TO  GOVERNMENT  EMPLOYEES  AND 
OTHERS  engaged  in  any  branch  of  this  dangerous  and 
hazardous  Department. — In  consequence  of  the  large  demand,  the 
following  Protective  Articles  are  now  offered  at  considerably  reduced 
priced  : — Live  Crab  and  Lobster  Gloves  ;  Ferret  Pincers  ;  Dynamite 
Leg  and  Chest  Protectors;  PORSON'S  Snake-Bite  Plasters;  Com- 
plete Sets  of  False  Teeth ;  Stylish  Noses ;  Effective  Eyes ;  &c. 
N.B. — These  last  will  be  found  specially  useful  after  dealing  with 
carelessly-packed  fireworks,  loose  acids,  unmuzzled  stag-beetles, 
and  the  smaller  undomestieated  Carnirnrii. 


Marking  Down. 


A  Breech  Loader. 


The  Wail  of  the  Workman. 

TWIVT  harsh  Water  Companies,  tvramioiis,  dear, 
And  Publicans  knavish,  we  pet  little  quarter: 

For  thc-e  will  supply  us  with  too  much  had  liei-r. 
And  those  with  too  little  v'ood  \\al.-r. 
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IMPOSTURE    UNMASKED    BY    VILLAINY. 


JUNES  AND  ROBINSON,  RIVALS  FOB  THE  LOVE  OF  SOPHIA  GOOD- 
Ut  II,  ARE  CAST  INTO  THE  SHADE  BY  THE  AEKIVAL  OF  THEIR 
HANDSOME  OLD  SCHOOL-FELLOW,  BROWN,  WITH  HIS  MAGNIFI- 
CENT BLACK  BEARD.  THEY  MAKE  COMMON  CAUSE  AOAINST  HIM, 


WAYLAYING  HIM  BY  THE  LONELY  KOCKS,  THEY  GIVE  HIM  CHLORO- 
FORM, SHAVE  OFF  HI3  BEARD  AND  MOUSTACHE,  AND  BEFORE  HE 

HAS  QUITE  RECOVERED,  THEY  EXPOSE  HIM  SIDEWAYS  TO  THE  GAZE 
OF  THE  FAIR  SOPHIA.  ALAS,  HE  HAS  A  LONG  UPPER  LlP  AND 
NO  CHIN  ! 


MOSSOCKS  LITTLE  GAME. 

AHA  !     Vive  le  Sport .'    What  a  Chasseur  am  I, 
With  my  gun  cric-crac  !  and  my  horn  lira-lira .' 

On  dira 

Henceforth  that  la  Chatie  I  have  only  to  try, 
To  what  you  call  wipe  tout  le  monde  in  the  eye. 
Regard  me,  I  pray ! 
I  am  vraiment  ay  fait, 

No  more  Chasseur  pour  rire,  as  my  enemies  say. 
I  can  shoot  my  own  gun,  I  can  blow  my  own  horn — 
Ah !  so  well !— I  look  down  on  my  critics  with  scorn. 
Can  the  caricaturists  of  Albion  now 
Mock  themselves  of  my  style  ?  Will  the  blatant  bow-wow 
Of  the  sui-disant  Ximrod,  JOHN  BULL,  be  uplifted  ? 

A  Chasseur  so  gifted 

The  Sport-loving  Islanders  envv,  sans  duute. 
iyery  species  of  game  I  can  stalk,  I  can  shoot, 
All  is  quarry  that  comes  to  my  gun,  and  my  dog 
« ill  point  at  all  game  from  an  owl  to  a  hog. 
He  has  catholic  taste  truly  Gallic,  man  chien, 
And  what  will  he  shy  or  turn  tail  on  ?    Ah  !  rien  ! 
A  poodle  so  valiant  provoketh,  perchance. 
The  ire  of  the  sinister  foes  of  la  France, 
A  i    u  i!9  D0'sterous>  ye'P  his  ubiquitous  nose. 
Ah,  bah !  we  make  sport  for  ourselves,  not  our  foes. 
Such  a  bag !  It  is  true— and  could  France  admit  shame, 
;  should  be  on  this  score— that  I  missed  some  big  game 
Kather  lately  through— shall  one  say  laziness  ?    Fate 
I  hen  betrayed  me.    I  sounded  a  little  too  late 
L  Oliver/lire  de  la  Chasse. 
Of  an  awkward  impasse 
Brutal  BULL  took  advantage  unsportsmanlike,  mean 

lieymg  his  chronic  incurable  spleen 
My  mirth  elephantine.     Ignoble  his  gibe  is. 

true  that  a  crocodile,  donkey,  and  ibis- 
Mixed  shooting !— had  added  a  charm  to  my  "  bag." 
A  import* .'    BULL  shall  find  that  no  longer  I  lag? 

K  F  /  **'  ^T  an,d  VJ-T  !     l  >m  e"  ******  now. 
Kantara  '.   Tantara  .'    V>  ho  complains  of  the  row  5 


Who  declares  I  disturb  everybody  all  round  ? 

Bah !  my  gun  it  shall  crac  and  my  horn  it  shall  sound 

What  the  Shopkeeper  BULL  calls  "  all  over  the  shop." 

See  my  "  bag  "  !    It  is  game 

That  shall  flood  me  with  fame, 
And— hist !    I  will  stalk  yonder  Guinea  Pig !     Stop  ? 
Eh  ?    Danger  f    Ma  foi,  they  who  'd  stay  my  advance 
Know  not  the  bold  soul  of  the  Chasseur  of  France ! 


FASHIONABLE  INTELLIGENCE. 

THE  publication  by  certain  journals,  and  quite  recently  by  the 
Daily  Telegraph,  of  full  lists  of  "distinguished  visitors  at  the 
watering-places  at  home  or  abroad  is  a  benefit  for  which  the  hard- 
working man  who  has  been  through  the  London  Season,  and  who  is 
still  undecided  as  to  where  he  shall  take  his  holiday,  cannot  be  too 
thankful.  Fancy  meeting  all  those  people  over  again  when  he 
wants  to  obtain  a  thorough  change  and  something  like  rest !  And 
as  the  area  of  such  and  such  sea  watering-place  or  sulphur  watering- 
place,  or  whatever  other  medicinal  kind  of  watering-place  it  may 
be,  cannot  be  very  extensive,  the  infliction  is  worse  than  London, 
as  you  are  bound  to  meet  your  dear  friends  and  charming  acquaint- 
ances on  the  eternal  parade,  or  at  the  monotonous  baths  or  drinking- 
fountains,  or  pier  or  gardens,  or  assembly-rooms  or  etablissement. 
The  list  at  once  tells  him  what  place  to  avoid. 

The  regular  stereotyped  resorts  of  the  Illustrious  and  the  Fashionable 
are  real  blessings  to  those  who  want  to  Bohemianise  a  bit,  and  to  get 
away,  for  awhile  at  least,  from  the  humbug  of  our  veneered  town  life. 

But  fancy  the  really  blessed  state  of  that  individual  who,  having 
read  the  entire  list  through,  from  Princes  and  Princesses  to  Dukes 
and  Duchesses,  and  then  to  Lords  NOODLE,  DOODLE,  and  GEIZZLE, 
and  so  down  to  the  Mr.  and  Mrs.  DUMMLE,  and  the  HANOESON  Family, 
can  decide  upon  selecting  this  fashionable  watering-place  as  the  place 
where  he  can  spend  a  happy  holiday  because  he  knows  none  of  the 
people  named  in  the  list,  and,  above  all,  doesn't  want  to!  "How 
blessed  is  he,  and  only  he  "-  -  Let  the  Grand  Old  Poet  turn  this 
into  verse  for  the  next  Nineteenth  Century. 


WHAT  one  of  the  Forgers  said,  when  he  acknowledged  his  fault  to 
r.  SHAPIBA  : — "  Ma  tear,  itth  a  reg'lar  Doo-too-wrong-o'-me !  " 
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MOSSOO'S     'LITTLE    GAME." 

"AHA:   i  'AVK  XK  COCHIN  CHINA.  AND  /i:  MAI>A<;AS<  AU.   i  AVII.I.  I'OT  NOW  XK  I.KETI.K-A  xKW-oriXKA-PiG!!" 

[Prepares  to  take  aim. 
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//is  Lonlskip  (after  missing  his  tenth  Rabbit).   "  I  'LL  TELL  YOU  WHAT 
IT  is,  BAGSTER.     YOUR  RABBITS  ABE  ALL  Two  Ixcass  TOO  SHORT, 

HEREABOUTS  !  " 


HOW  IT  WAS  DONE. 

"  The  compiler  uf  the  Hebrew  text  was  a  Polish,  Russian,  or  German  Jew. 
.  .  .  There  were  no  less  than  four  or  five  persons  engaged  in  the  production 
of  the  forgery."— Dr.  GiNSBUiio's  Iteport  on  Mr.  SIIAPIRA'S  Manuscript 

of  Deitterunoiri  i/. 

SAYS  A.uto.x  to  MUSKS.  "  Mankind  is  very  dull ; 
A  learned  mun  may  be  a  dupe,  a  scholars  oft  a  gull. 
I  think  we  might  the  sat-ants  sell, 

Lead  pnndits  by  the  noses. 
I  puess  the  frame  would  pay  vis  well." 
No  doubt  it  would,"  -ays  MOSES. 


Says  A-LEo*  to  MOSES,  "  A  Manuscript  of,  say 
B.C.  800,  is  a  thinff  that  really  ought  to  pay. 
That  Moabitish  stone  has  nDed 

The  world  with  wild  '  suppo-e-.' 
How  with  our  '  find  '  it  would  be  thrilled  !  " 
"  All !  tcvuldn't  it !  "  says  MOSES. 

Says  AAHI/.N  to  MO..J-S,  "  The  text  of  Deuteronomy, 
Written  on  ancient  leathern  scrolls—  skill  matching  with  economy- 
SIIAPIKA — some  invention  quick, 

(Romance  on  zeal  imposes) — 
I  really  think 't  would  do  the  trick." 

"  Yes !    Done  with  you  ! "  says  MOSES. 
****** 
Says  AABON  to  MUSES,  "  That  GIXSEURG  is  a  bore, 
And  CLEBMONT-GANJfEATj  's  far  too  fast  with  his  linguistic  lore. 
That  million  will  not  come  thu  way. 

Learning  our  dodge  discloses. 
Archaic  forgeries  don't  pay." 
"  No ;  hang  it  all !  "  says  MOSES. 


UN'APPY    'AMPSTEAD! 

AT  last  the  state  of  Hampstead  Heath  has  been  brought  home.  BO 
to  speak,  to  the  Authorities.  Mr.  Punch  for  two  years  has  spoken 
on  behalf  of  the  Public  generally,  and  those  equestrians  particularly 
wliu,  weary  "t  tin-  social  hollowness  of  Rotten  Row,  Our  Only  Ride, 
walk  their  horses  northwards,  in  anticipation  of  a  pleasant  < 
over  the  hciah,  which  means  the  enjoyment  of  pure  air  and  healthy 
exercise,  and,  when  you  pause  for  breath,  a  lovely  panoramic 
prospect. 

Well,  there  "s  the  pure  air — not  even  the  Board  of  Works  can  tine 
anyone  for  taking  more  than  his  share  of  that, — and  there's  the 
lovely  panoramic  prospect  which  ambitious  builders  have  not  yet  been 
able  to  shut  out, — they  '11  do  it  gradually  as  much  as  they  possibly 
can,  and  we  shall  have  to  take  a  bird's-eye  smoky  view  of  so  much  of 
the  distance  as  is  not  cut  off  by  the  outlines  of  the  houses,  over  roofs, 
and  rows  of  chimney-pots, — but  where  is  "The  Ride?"  Where!'  In  two 
divisions, — not  easy  to  find, — one  being  pretty  good,  though  the  ei^ees- 
sion  "  no  great  shades  "  would  not  strictly  apply  to  it,— and  the  other 
part  an  up-and-down-hill  or  rocky-mountain  sort  of  place — tolvitur 
amkulanao — and  such  land  0 !  solvitur  ridendo,  i.e.,  ride-from-one- 
end-o-to-the-other-end-o,  and  Heaven  grant  you  a  safe  arrival,  for  it 
is  most  dangerous  to  man  and  beast,  and  so  it  has  been  allowed  to 
remain  by  that  department  of  the  Government  which  is  styled  the 
"  Board  of  Works  "—(what  Works  ?)— during  the  entire  season.  It 
was  nearly  as  bad. last  year  when  Mr.  Punch  first  drew  attention  to 
it.  Is  the  Board  of  Works  as  deaf  as  a  deal  Board,  or  is  it  trying  to 
imitate  the  masterly  inaction  which  characterises  the  arrangements 
made  for  the  convenience  of  the  Public  and  of  the  immediate  neigh- 
bourhood by  the  Guardians  of  Mud-Salad  Market  P 

However,  last  week  we  read  in  the  Daily  Telegraph,  which  gave 
it  the  prominence  it  deserved,  the  following  case  : — 

"  HIDIM.  ON  HAMPSTEAD  HEATH. — Mr.  DAVID  SPENCER,  a  gentleman 
living  in  Loudoun  Hoiul,  St.  John's  Wood,  appeared  at  Hampetead  Police- 
Court  yesterday,  to  answer  a  summons  taken  out  by  the  Metropolitan  Board 
Hi'  Works,  charging  him  with  unlawfully  riding  a  hone  on  the  turf  on 
Hampstead  Heath,  on  a  part  other  than  those  places  set  apart  for  that  purpose 
by  the  Metropolitan  Board  of  Works.  Mr.  J.  COLLMAN,  from  the  Solicitors' 
li<  i«rtment  of  the  Board,  prosecuted.  JOSEPH  A\'INTER  deposed  that  on 
June  28  he  was  in  the  employ  of  the  Metropolitan  Board  of  Works  as  an 
assistant -constable  on  Hampstead  Heath.  About  7'40  P.M.  that  day  he  law 
Defendant  riding  a  horse  on  the  turf  close  by  the  Ride.  Witness  went  to  him, 
and  told  him  he  was  breaking  the  bye-laws,  to  which  Defendant  replied, 
'  Why  don't  you  make  the  Rido  better  ?  '  He  then  went  on  the  turf  again  for 
about  a  hundred  yards.  Witness  once  more  went  to  him,  and  Defendant 
said,  '  You  should  make  the  Ride  better,  and  I  should  not  go  on  to  the  turf.' 
Witness  had  to  get  the  assistance  of  a  police-constable  before  Defendant 
would  give  his  name  and  address.  Sometimes  Defendant  was  on  the  turf  fire 
yards  from  the  Ride,  and  sometimes  three.  Defendant  denied  that  be  wu 
on  the  turf  at  all." 

Defendant  denied  that  he  was  "  on  the  turf  "  at  all.  Quite  right : 
he  wasn't  prosecuted  as  a  betting  man,  and  the  Great  Leviathan  him- 
self would  find  it  next  to  impossible  to  be  on  the  turf  were  he  to  take 
his  stand  on  Hampstead  Heath.  Mr.  SPENCER  goes  on,  and  tells  the 
Magistrate  that — 

"  He  was  on  a  beaten  track  or  path,  quite  bare,  that  ran  by  the  tide  of  the 
Ride,  and  was  riding  there  because  on  the  Ride  itself  there  wai  a  number  of 
very  big  flint  stones,  which  would  cut  a  horse's  legs  to  piece*.  He  had  come 
from  the  Upper  Ride,  which  was  in  a  very  good  state,  on  to  this  portion, 
where  there  were  not  only  flint  stones  as  big  as  a  man's  fist,  but  a  lot  of  loote 
sand,  into  which  the  horse  sank  up  to  the  fetlock  joints.  Mr.  FLETCHEK 
remarked  that  the  Ride  was  in  a  shocking  state,  and  asked  if  nothing  was 
going  to  be  done  to -it.  Mr.  HOUGH,  the  Chief  Heath  Constable,  said  £1,400 
had  Been  expended  on  it,  but  he  admitted  the  accuracy  of  Defendant's  descrip- 
tion  of  the  state  of  the  Ride,  of  which  he  had  received  frequent  complaints. 
GILES,  391  S,  corroborated  the  evidence  against  Defendant,  and  also  the 
Defendant's  statement  as  to  the  Ride.  Mr.  FLETCHER  said  the  Bench  would 
dismiss  the  summons,  as  the  Board  did  not  keep  the  Bide  in  a  proper  state. 
Mr.  COLLMAN  urged  that  a  clear  infringement  of  the  bye-laws  had  been 
proved.  Mr.  FLETCHER  then  ordered  Defendant  to  pay  2*.  costs,  remarking 
that  the  Bench  thought  his  ease  a  hard  one." 

If  £1,400  spent  on  it  has  only  succeeded  in  making  it  so  dangerous, 
what  would  another  £1;400  have  done  for  it,  if  laid  out  in  the  same 
manner  ?  Evidently,  it  would  have  been  an  utterly  impossible 
place  ;  but  so  far,  safe,  as  nobody  would  even  have  tried  to  ride  there. 
It  is  the  lioard  that  ought  to  be  had  up  before  Mr.  FLETCHER,  and 
not  the  ill-treated  equestrian,  whom  Mr.  FLETCHER  very  properly, 
justly,  and  sensibly jlismissed  with  a  nominal  tine  of  two  shillings, 

I  as  he  thought  the  case  a  hard  one,  and  the  Ride  still  harder.    Mr. 

I  Punch  will  have  a  few  more  suggestions  for  the  Board  of  Works. 

|  which  he  shall  be  most  happy  to  re-ehristcn  the  "  Board  of  Good 

1  Works,"  on  the  very  first  opportunity.  By  the  way,  had  the  Board 
of  Works  anything  to  do  with  the  Regent's  Park  Ride — such  as  it 

'  was — which  was  done  away  with  this  last  Season  '' 
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THE  CONVERTED 
MILLER. 

AIB— "  Tht  Miller  of  the  Vet  "— 
(not  the  biff,  biff  Ste). 

THERE  was  a  jolly  Miller  once 

Not  far  from  Salisbury, 
He  drank  a  sort  of  fine  old  port, 

Which  had  a  fine  bodee. 
He  went  to  bed  without"  a 

head," 

And  sang  most  gratetull.r, 
"I  care  for  some  body,  this 

port  wine 
With  some  body  does   for 

me!" 
One  morn  he  learned  the  wine 

had  turned, 

Says  he,  "Then  I'll  turn,  too. 

I  feel  I  ain't  yet  quite  a  saint, 

So  I  '11  take  the  ribbon  blue." 

The  wine   into  a  stream  he 

threw, 

And  sang  inquiringlee, 
"1  care  for  some  body,  who 

will  buy 

Some  some-body'd  port  for 
me?" 
• 

FREEDOM  at  Drury  Lane.  N( 
more    Feedom.     Programme 
will  be  given  away  free ;  use 
of  cloak  rooms  and   retiring 
rooms,  all.  all  Free!     Drury 
Lane  will  be  like  the  sea  in  th 
old  song,  "  The  ever  Free."  I 
is  right  that  the  "  National 
Theatre"  should  be  the  "Horn 
of  the  Free."    The  public  wil 
no   more  be  Harrised  by  th 
bonnet-and-cloak,    and     six 
penny   programme    nuisance 
Right   to  follow    Mr.    JOH 
HOLLTNGSHEAD'S  Gaiety  leac 
Brayyo,  Mr.  HARRIS'S  Augus 
tan  Era  of  Management !    N 
Fees  till  Christmas  time,  an 
then  there'll  be  lots  .of  'em 
Feei,  on  the  stage. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.   152. 


MR.  .SHARP-EYE-RA. 

SHOWING,  IN  VERY  FANCIFUL  PORTRAITURE,  HOW  DETECTIVE  GINSBURQ 
ACTUALLY  DID  MR.  SHARP-EYE-RA  OUT  OF  HI8  SKIN. 


"THE  ROYAL  RED 
CROSS." 

"  The  decoration  of  the  Royal 
Red  Cross,  conferred  by  the  QUEEN 
onjMiss  J.  KINO,  one  of  the  nurses 
at  Fort  Pitt  Hospital,  Chatham, 
was  presented  yesterday  by  Major- 
General  the  Hon.  R.  MONCK, 
commanding  the  district,  in  the 
presence  of  the  principal  officers  of 
the  garrison." — Daily  Telegraph. 

DON'T  talk  of  your  ribbons, 
your  stars,  and  your 
garters, 

Tour  Thistle  the  gay  Scot- 
tish noblemen  sport, 
The  Orders  named  after  illus- 
trious martyrs, 
The  gifts  of  a  King  and  the 

pride  of  a  Court : 
Here  comes  a  new  Order  to 

decorate  Ladies, 
Her  Majesty's  cipher  in  gold 

they  emboss, 
And  every  old  star  worn  by 

men  in  the  shade  is, 
Henceforth,  when  it  comes 
near  the  Royal  Red  Cross. 

;  The  Cross  is  for  those  who  go 

forth  where  the  battle 
Has  raged,  to  attend  on  our 

soldiers  who  fall ; 
Afar  off  they  hear  all  the  can- 
nonade's rattle, 
And  thrill  at  the  sound  of 

the  high  trumpet-call. 
'Tis  given  to  the  nurses  whose 

skill  and  devotion 
Save  soldiers,  whose  death 

were  a  national  loss, 
And  'mid  all  our  Orders,  Sir 

PUNCH  has  a  notion, 
By  no  means  the  least  is  the 
Royal  Red  Cross. 


THE  JORDAN  VALLEY 
CANAL. — Its  promoters  may  go 
to  Jericho. 


FOR    THE    FIRST. 

(By  a  Happy  Shootitt.) 

SAY  not  the  world  's  all  trouble  ! 

i  (V  &L»         '      Sa>'  not  that  Hf  e  '9  a  bubble  ! 
[•I  <li  >£J  No  pessimist 

UiiVW^N  Is  found,  I  wist. 

In  the  September  stubble. 
Had  SCHOPENHAUER  shouldered  Purdey, 
And  chased  the  plump  brown  bird,  he 
Had  had  small  mind 
For  his  dull  grind 
(  >»  Fate's  shrill  hurdy-gurdy  ! 
And  as  fur  LKOPARDI 
Hares  and  Rare-tots.  That  melancholy  bard,  he 

Might  here  have  found 

A  mind  more  sound, 
More  hopeful,  and  more  hardy. 
CLOUOH,  H  ARTM  ANN,  MALLOCK  ! 
Their  doldrums  are  all  diddle. 

With  dog  and  gun 

You  '11  find  life  fun, 
The  croakers  cut.  and  gleefully  shun 
The  Sphinx  and  her  stale  riddle. 


Fiddle! 


UNHAPPY  THOUGHT.— Substitute  for  the  EnfieU  Speaker  and 
Elegant  Extract*  of  other  days  :  Selections  of  passages  generally  the 
most  commended  by  Critics  from  the  works  of  TENNYSON,  BROWNING, 
and  SWISBURXE,  constituting  a  Book  of  Poetry  for  the  Use  of 
Schools.  The  contents  to  be  learned  by  heart. 


A  DOG  AND  HIS  DAYS. 

WUFF  !  London  from  the  pavement  level  is  a  singular  place,  and 
who  knows  it  from  that  level  so  well  as  a  dog  ?  I  know  every  inch 
of  it. 

Very  dirty  inches,  some  of  them.    Wish  sometimes  my  nose  ( wen 
as  elevated  as,  say,  the  MACALLUM  MOBE'S  or  a  City  Alderman  s.\[l 
should  walk  on  my  hind  legs  sometimes— I  can,  having  once  been  a 
performing  dog— eugh !— but  that  would  attract  attention,   and  : 
peripatetic  philosopher  like  me  wants  to  see  and  not  be  seen.    1  see 
more  than  the  astutest  detective.    For  who  bothers  about  a  dog  f 

Mud !  I  'm  a  connoisseur  in  mud,  worse  luck !  Exchanged  notes 
on  the  subject  with  a  pig  once.  He  was  not  in  it,  never  having  been 
in  London.  Told  him  of  fifty  different  kinds  of  London  mud  with 
fifty  distinct  bouquets.  He  grunted  as  enviously  as  a  poor  toper  at 
the  description  of  the  glories  of  a  rich  ban  rivants  wine-cellar, 
painted  Seven  Dials  on  a  sloppy  night !  He  looked  like  a  Pig  Peri 
peeping  into  an  unattainable  Porker's  Paradise.  I  outlined  BiUings- 
gate ! !  He  rolled  on  his  back  in  utter  ecstasy.  I  described  Mud 
Salad  Market!!! 

Then  envy  dimmed  his  eager  eye, 

Relaxed  his  caudal  knot ; 
And  with  one  long-drawn  ventral  sigh, 
He  turned  and  ned  the  spot. 

Excuse  a  dog'o  doggerel.    Prose  was  not  equal  to  the  occasion. 
Are  men  like-minded  with  pigs?    A  wet  day  in  London  puts  a 
j  decent  hog-pen  to  the  blush.     Wish  I  could  do  arrangements  m 
dandy-grey  russet  and  dust-colour,  and  that  sort  of  thing.     I  d 
picture  the  pavement  from  a  dog's  point  of  view.     It  might  astonish 
I  vou.    Ex  pedfl  Herculem,  eh  ?    Apply  that  rule  to  a  pretty  girl  on  a 
!  dirty  day  in  the  Strand,  and  the  pretty  girl  would  hardly  feel  com- 
iplimented.    Let  the  pretty  girl  go,  on  foot,  to  cheapen  roses  or 
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SYMPATHY. 

(in  a  whisper,  behind  his  paper,  to  Wilkins,  who  had  been  "  catthing  it  "  from.  Ike  Elder  Lady).   "  MoTHEK-'s-Lxw  t  " 
Il'ilkiiu  (in  still  fainter  whisper).   "YE1."  Passenger.  " 'GOT  JUST  SUCH  'NOTHEB  I  "  [  They  console  together  at  the  next  Bufet. 


loaches  in  London's  chief  market— save  the  mark !— P.  G.  might  as 
well  take  a  stroll  in  a  swampy  brickfield  or  an  ill-kept  straw-yard. 
Trimnoss  and  rose-scents  above,  muck  and  malodorousness  below. 
That 's  Civilisation — in  London. 

Civilisation  from  a  canine  point  of  view !  Don't  sniff.  Cynical  ? 
Not  at  all.  Dogs  are  not  cynical,  though  puppies — human  ones — arc. 
But  Civilisation  has  queer  aspects  when  looked  at  closely.  People 
with  their  heads  in  the  air  overlook  all  sorts  of  absurdities  and 
abuses  and  anomalies,  or  accept  them  tacitly  as  inevitable  matters  of 
course.  Look  at  the  state  of  certain  of  the  main  City  thoroughfares 
at  the  present  time.  Or  of  some  of  the  suburban  roads.  Up," 
miles  of  them,  week  after  week,  to  the  dismal  discomfort  of  every- 
body— from  drivers  to  dogs.  All  day  in  the  City  roads  are  blocked, 
while  leisurely  Contractors  loiter  over  jobs  that  should  be  done  in 
carefully-arranged  detail  with  the  greatest  possible  despatch. 

If  some  sooty  foreign  Eff ulgency  were  to  be  welcomed,  the  electric 
light  and  night-shifts  would  promptly  be  called  into  play.  But 
when  it's  only  the  convenience,  comfort,  and  cash  of  tens  of 
thousands  of  citizens  that  are  concerned.  Bumble  dawdles  and 
bungles  on,  ignoring  management,  and  cutting  Science  dead.  And 
the  citizens  grumble  and  submit.  Set  up  a  fuming  Witch's  Cauldron 
in  Cheapsidc  that  wafts  foul-smelling  asphyxia  from  end  to  end,  (ill 
the  Strand  with  dust  clouds,  as  from  a  million  door-mats  violently 
banged  at  once,  block  Fleet  Street  with  stone-piles,  mud-heaps,  and 
scaffold-poles,  keep  the  dirty  chaos  up  for  six  weeks  at  a  stretch, 
and  wh  it  dors  Civilisation  say  ?  At  any  rate,  she  does  nothing. 

Take  a  Hansom  to  your  Suburban  home,  say  at  Brixton.  Cabby  has 
to  make  detour  after  detour  till  he  loses  his  way— and  his  temper — 
entirely.  A  barrier  of  boards,  a  Gehenna  of  flaring  gas-flames,  and 
a  howling  warder  stop  the  way  again  and  again  and  again.  I  've 
followed — out  of  curiosity — a  cursing  Cabby  and  a  frantic  passenger 
passing  in_  this  way  through  miles  of  strange  streets,  and  left  them 
furiously  fighting  over  the  fare  at  the  end  of  the  journey.  And  why  ? 
Because  Bumble  is  a  bumptious  blunderer,  and  Britons — notwith- 
standing loudlv-shouted  lyrical  denials— are  slaves.  Slaves  to  despotic 
officialism,  and  blind  Use  and  Wont. 

Civilisation  indeed !    Give  one  of  your  philosophers,  or  journalists, 


or  Inspectors  of  Nuisances  a  dog's  day  of  time  and  a  dog's  power  pi 
observation,  and  he  '11  knock  holes  in  Civilisation  in  a  way  that  will 
surprise  you.  That  is.  if  he  bo  not  smitten  with  the  judicial— and 
judicious— blunders  of,  sav,  a  District  Surveyor,  after  a  bottle  of 
champagne  and  a  peculiarly  careful  hand-shake  from  an  interested 
party. 

Wufl !    Civilisation  wants  looking  into  with  a  keener  eye  than 
that  of  your  ordinary  District  Surveyor.  A  decent  dog's,  for  example. 


A  Turn  for  a  Turner. 

MT  Uncle,  who  in  the  Milisher  K 
Haunts  the  South  Kensington  Fisheries, 

He  says  that  the  "  Guides  " 

GODFBEY  TURNEK  provides 
Are  the  best ;  and  so  he  his  well-wisher  is. 


QUITE  THE  REVKK-r. 

Miss  MAB.Y  ANDERSON  is  a  success  at  the  Lyceum,  but  the  piece 
in  which  she  appears,  Ingomar,  is  a  failure.  The  young  lady,  as, 
presumably,  a  Scotch  lassie,  might  take  the  advice  of  one  of  her  own 
nationality,  who  says,  "  She  ma"  go  in  for  something  else ! ' 

"If!" 

BUMBLE'S  experiments  in  woodenpaving 
Make  London  one  wild  chaos.    What  a  saving 
In  cash,  in  time,  man's  fears,  and  cattle's  dreads, 
Could  London  be  well  paved  with  wooden  heads ! 
For  then-  the  thought 's  Utopian,  more  ]s  the  pity  !— 
Some  civic  blunderers  might  serve  the  City. 


"  HENM  CONSCIENCE."— If  there  was  one  man  more  than  another 
who  deserved  this  name,  it  was  the  lately  deceased  Comte  de  CHAM- 
BOED,  HEXBJ 
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CHILDE    CHAPPIE'S    PILGRIMAGE. 

CANTO  THE  FIFTH. 

i. 


gard  with  scorn 
The      sluggard      Childe, 

whose  chamber  seems  a 

tomb. 
But  'tis  broad  day;  Childe 

CHAPPIE  must  resume 
The  flutter  of  existence. 

Where  to  fly 
For   fresh   sensation,    or 

surcease  of  gloom, 
Is   food   for   meditation. 

Shall  he  try 
A  pigeon-match  at  lul- 

ham,  vestured  fittingly  r 

ii. 

Fulham,  green    Fulham! 
death-place  of  the  dove, 
Thine  air,  with  taint  of 
wanton       slaughter 
fraught, 

Is  sweet  to  Ladies  ;  thee  patricians  love  ! 
Oft  in  thy  sungleams  gentle  eyes  have  caugnt 
The  iridescent  hues  so  subtly  wrought 
Upon  the  blood-necked  breasts  of  the     blue  rocks 
Fluttering  to  death.    Ennui  hath  often  sought 
In  thee  a  refuge  from  the  imp  that  mocks, 
Pnlness,  the  leaden  scourge  of  Fashion  s  foolish  flocks. 

m. 

Hurlingham  \  by  fair  feet  thy  paths  are  trod. 
Feverish  Greed  there  mounts  a  modish  throne  ; 
Remorseless  Greed,  Society's  sordid  god, 
Is  thy  pervading  bane  and  blight  ;  so  shown 
Not  in  thy  ranges  only,  nor  alone 
In  club-room  or  on  race-course  ;  o'er  the  flower 
Of  youth  and  sparkling  maidenhood  scarce  blowa 
Its  parching  breath  hath  pestilential  power, 
Palsying  the  generous  pulse,  Yonth's  fairest,  noblest  dower. 

rv. 

All  things  smack  here  of  it,—  from  the  gay  lines 
Of  ladies  lifted  high,  to  the  loud  roar 
Of  betters.    Girlhood  fair  her  ear  inclines 
To  the  harsh-echoing  cries  of  "  Six  to  four  !  " 
Whilst  feathered  nutterers,  tumbled  score  on  score, 
Beat  with  maimed  wings  the  sward.    Cric  !  croc  .'  "  Oh  !  good  ! 
Five  in  six  shots  !    A  miss  !  !    Ah  !  that  's  a  bore  ! 
He  '»  out  of  it,  I  fear  '.     Think  what  I  stood 
To  win  if  but  Sir  (.'HAKI.F.S"  -    Oh,  for  calm  solitude  ! 

v. 

A  populous  solitude,  where  untortured  birds, 
Swift  fairy-formed  and  many-coloured  things, 
Warble  at  will  with  notes  more  sweet  than  words. 
Here,  trap-released,  they  open  their  glad  wings 
Hopeful.    A  shot  !    A  crimson  gush  outsprings, 
A  fall,  some  scattered  feathers,  and  the  end  ! 
i  (r  maimed  escape  protracted  torture  brings. 
O  plfu<ant  thought  !     Here  Wealth  and  Beauty  blend 
Such  hd:  lor  gain,  in  anguish  to  expend  ! 

VI. 


Was  meteorlike.  He  hoped  to  '  '  make  his  pile, 
And—  self  -deluding  moth  !—  to  tkim  the  flame 
Of  sport  and  passion  scathless  ;  but  the  who. 

Pleasure's  arch  ministers  at  such  mad  hopes  did 

VITI. 

For  all  his  cynic  show  he  was  a  child, 
Most  mutable  in  will,  and  with  a  mind 
Shallow  as  cold  ;  self  -deemed  a  roysterer  wild, 
JUAN  and  ALCIBIADES  combined, 
He  played  the  unconscious  ape  amidst  mankind, 
The  Proteus  of  their  vices  ;  but  his  own 
Moved  most  to  ridicule.    Misfortune  s  wind 
Blowing  on  such  light  souls  soon  lays  them  prone. 

How  may  a  vulgar  fool  face  Nemesis  alone  . 

IX. 

Nemesis  stern,  if  slow,  o'erlooking  naught, 
Scoring  the  debts  of  each  unthrifty  year 
To  exact  the  utmost.    Foolish  Haunter,  caught 
By  studied  smile  and  calculated  leer, 
Or  pseudo-Psyche  glance,  softly  severe 
Of  the  sham  ingin  tic—  that  master-spell  . 

Which  lures  some  dupes  who  bolder  sirens  tear  ; 
That  round-eyed  clear  regard  which  can  dispel 
Or  answer  lingering  doubts  so  eloquently  well 

x. 

Poor  thralls  of  f  ootlight  Florizels  ;  by  them 
The  immitigable  penalty  is  paid. 
The  harpy-hearted  sirens  these  condemn 
To  hours  'by  shame  and  anguish  bitter  made, 
By  hope  unlit,  by  pleasure  unallayed. 
When  the  last  lurid  spark  dies  out  from  lust, 
When  the  last  feeble  shred  of  faith  's  decayed, 


en 

Dead  beyond  all  removal,  life  is  dust 
By  rapture  unillumiued  and  unsustamed  by 


ti 


"Tis  not  for  nought  Childe  CHAPPIE  sought  this  spot, 
For  sport  or  miy  affection,  but  he  found 
It  was  a  sot/in'  where  he  might  "win  a  pot 

this 


win  a  pot" 

Or  "  lose  a  pile  "  —  what  matter  ?    On  this  ground 
Too  prudish  Love  its  Psvche-zone  unbound,  — 
To  sneuk  in  metaphor  —  for  sport  is  known 
A  wonderful  -,tnrch-slackcner  ;  the  sound 
Of  shouted  "  odds"  sufficient  seems  alone 
To  shake  Propriety  from  too  austere  a  throne. 

VII. 

Sport  and  the  Stage  !    Ye  twain  supply  rich  lodes 

lo  those  who  cr'ne  for  folly's  jrold  ;  a  game 

Better  than  mere  qv,:;  .     1  ivjjcrous  roads 

On  which  at  pleasure  or  at  pelf  to  aim 

For  aught  but  cunning  minds.   Childe  CHAPPIE'S  famo 


HOORAY  for  MATTHEW  ARNOLD,  the  Poet  with  a  Pension !  Don't 
let  it  make  you  idle,  Mr.  MATTHEW  !  Don't  he  on  your  back  and 
repeat  vourself,  singing,  "  I '11  spend  the  goodly  treasures ,  I .have 
sot  "  Don't  with  a  Pension  be  a  Penshunner.  Remember  that 
though  we  have  just  now  an  Only  General,  yet  the  Laureate  is  not 
our  Only  Poet.  ^__^_________ 

A  SONG  OF  SOUTHWOLD. 

"  East  Anglia  provides  ample  room  for  excursionists  and  for  those  who  flee 
from  their  presence.  .  .  .  Southwold.  at  the  head  of  Sole  Bay,  is  a  del,  zht  tul 
place." — Daily  Nevis. 

I  c  VN  lie  on  my  back  and  look  up  at  the  sky,* 

And  I  see  the  swift  sea-gulls  sail  solemnly  by  ; 

While  I  've  nothing  to  think  of  but  what  there 's  for  lunch, 

And  how  yonder  fair  face  should  be  pictured  m  Punch. 

There  is  fish  to  be  eaten— although,  with  a  frown, 
I  find  out  that  the  best  of  it  goes  up  to  town : 
Yet  with  heartfelt  delight  will  the  epicure  say,  _ 
He  is  simply  sublime  is  the  shrimp  oi  Sole  Bay  . 

There  is  little  to  do  ;  I  can  go  for  a  sail, 

And  I  try  to  catch  fish,  and  most  probably  tail. 

So  I  lie  down  again,  and  this  time  with  a  pipe,    _ 

And  feel  thankful  that  country  greengages  are  ripe. 

There 's  the  Common,  where  young  men  and  maidens  can  play 

That  eternal  Lawn  Tennis  from  dawning  of  day  ; 

As  they  brandish  the  rackets,  and  struggle,  and  run, 

I  've  the  best  of  the  game  looking  on  at  the  fun. 

Or  I  wander  to  WTalberswick,  place  of  delight 
To  the  artists  who  paint  it  from  morning  till  night ; 
But  I  sit  on  the  pier  and  I  relish  the  view, 
Without  messing  my  fingers  with  cyanmc  blue. 

Little  Southwold '«  the  place  to  get  rid  of  black  Care, 

Which  "post  cqititem  sedit"  let  HORACE  declare  ; 

There  are  no  town  amusements,  but  swift  the  time  passes, 

By  wild  wavelets  "  iro\v<t>\oiafioio  0a\acrcr7)s." 

*  Of  course  h<  can,  there  ia  nothing  very  wonderful  iu  this.  If  our 
esteemed  Contributor  had  told  us  how  he  lay  with  his  face  downward,  ana 
had  then  looked  up  at  the  sky,  we  should  have  preferred  it.  As  it  is.  all  our 
poetic  contributors  in  the  country  appear  to  be  doing  the  same  thing.  AU 
describe  themselves  as  "lying  on  their  backs."  Very  prosaic.  Evident!) 
they  haven't  taken  out  their  poetic  licences  this  year,  bnless  they  re  not 
out  of  town  at  all,  and  then  it  doesn't  matter  where  they  he.— £y  bnvwus 
Editor  who  can't  get  nway. 


TO 
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HOLIDAY    RESORTS. 

(Re-aorted  by  Di/mli-Crrnntio  Junivf.] 


Emnwcar. 


v   m   **. 


Hayliiig  Island. 


Mumbles. 


Barrow  Route. 


11. •  of  Man. 


'urse  of 
'Phantom  //««-.'*•  ,'1' 


AIDS  TOWARDS  MAKING  CHRISTMAS  ANNUALS. 

Subjects  find  Titles. — The  most  popular  stories  at  merry  Yule-TicL 
are  those  dealing  with  the  more  violent  kinds  of  crimes  and,  thi 
gloomiest  of  ghost-stories.  The  narrative  of  a  carefully-contrivet 
assassination  always  attracts  numerous  readers.  The  first  essentia 
is  to  get  a  good  title,  which  should  be  startlingly  attractive.  We 
suggest  then  the  following :— "  The  Doom  of  Dr.  Deadtet."  "  The 
Crime  of  St.  Aiine'i  Crypt."  "  The  Sanffman't  Pupil."  "  Tht 
Death  in  Arentie,  Terrace."  "Mrs.  Poison's  Boarding- House.' 
"iFoiiiiit  Demi ;  />r,  The  Secret  of  Laurence's  Dancing  Academy." 

"  Mike's  Mate  :  or,  The  Forgotten  Murder  of  MonJet^-Jftimmery,' 
is  long,  but  attractive.  If  the  story  is  to  deal  with  high  life.  Lori 
Leonard's  Lfi/nei/  sounds  well,  but  requires  some  such  rider  as, 
Or,  the  Rope  of  aitumttt,  to  give  it  proper  pungency. 

If  murder  is  discarded  in  favour  of  horrors,  then  the  title  should 
bu  startling  and  mysterious.  Here  is  a  short  list  which  will  be 
found  useful : — "  The  Blood  Spectre."  "  The  Story  of  (inmne  Ceme- 
tery." "  The  Shadow  Shriek  of  Vampire's  Folly."  "  The  Ci 
BKnd  Bride's  Ferry."  "The.  Iron  Foot.'" 
"  The  Minister  of  Burdock  Manor." 

<>l>enini/  Sentence. — This  is  all  important.  The  cover  and  the  title 
of  (In'  \vork  attract  the  casual  bookstall-reader,  but  the  initial  line  of 
tyix;  usually  determines  the  question  whether  the  book  shall  be 
bought  or  not.  A  very  popular  story  a  few  years  ago  commenced 
with  the  rather  startling  announcement: — 

"  The  murderer  /iiiiiaeil  in  hi.i  <jl«ixtli/  work." 

It  mutters  little  what  follows  so  long  as  interest  is  immediately 
eiv:itr<l.  'J'he  stones,  in  fact,  can  take  careof  themselves.  Thus  sucn 
sentences  as  the  following  may  be  recommended  with  confidence : — 

1.  "Dead!  And  I  am  chained  to  him!"  gasped  RUPERT,  on 
awaking  in  the  wood  from  his  terror-swoon 

•_'.  The  ship  was  sinking  when  the  half-murdered  Marchioness 
reached  the  deck 

3.  As  RALPH  commenced  to  burn  the  will  hurriedly,  he  saw  that 
the  widow  of  the  dead  man  had  entered  the  family  vault,  and  was 
watching  him 

4.  The  Jury  returned  with  their  verdict 

5.  "  I  thought  so ! — as  I  am  an  Analytical  Chemist,  the  coffee  con- 
tains poison  !     nn's,  then,  accounts  for  the  Major's  sudden  death ! " 

6.  The  two  enemies  both  tried  to  reach  the  cord  attached  to  the 
safety-valve  of  the  balloon,  when 

Taking  the  above  as  models,  tales  may  be  easily  fitted  to  suit  them. 
All  that  the  Author  has  to  do  is  "  to  try  back."  For  instance,  in 
No.  1  he  will  have  to  werk  up  to  the  situation  of  a  man  finding  him- 
self chained  to  a  dead  companion  in  a  forest.  Perhaps  thev  were 
prisoners  who  had  escaped.  If  so,  how  did  they  get  into  gaol— and 
iiow  did  they  get  out  ?  Then,  in  No.  2,  how  came  the  Marchioness 
to  be  half -murdered,  and  under  what  circumstances  did  she  find 
derself  in  a  sinking  ship  ?  In  No.  3,  why  was  RALPH  burning  the 
will  in  the  family  vault— and  what  was  his  relationship  to  the  dead 
man  and  his  widow  ?  Both  Nos.  4  and  5  may  relate  to  a  murder  of 
a  mysterious  character.  In  the  last,  two  enemies  are  struggling  in  a 


balloon— why  are  they  struggling,  why  enemies,  why  in  a  balloon  ? 
a  practised  Author  puts  these  questions  to  himself  and  answers 
them,  he  will  find  that  he  has  half-a-dozen  genial  stories  ready  to 
hand  admirably  suited  for  family  readjtog  round  the  Christmas  tire. 

General  Hints.— Having  title  and  initial  sentence,  the  next  thing 
to  obtain  is  a  good  "  index  to  contents."  The  story  should  be  divided 
into  Books,  each  having  an  attractive  heading.  Four  Books  are  gene- 
rally sufficient,  and  should  form  a  series.  Take  the  idea  of  a  river 
such  as  the  Mississippi  for  instance.  Book  I.  in  this  case  would  be 

Before  the  Falls ! "  Book  II.,  "  Shooting  the  Rapids!  "  Book  III., 
'In  the  Whirlpool !"  and  Book  IV..  "Smooth  Water!"  Or  the 
notion  of  a  campaign  may  be  adopted.  Here,  Book  I.  would  be, 
"  Before  the  Battle !  "  and  the  others  respectively,  "  In  the  Enemy's 
Camp ! '  "The  Forlorn  Hope ! "  and  "  Vce  Victts ! "  This  last  story 
would,  so  arranged,  have  a  tragical  conclusion ;  but  should  the 
Author  wish  his  tale  to  ' '  end  happily,"  he  would  of  course  change  "  Vet 
\  ictis.'"  to  "  Peace  at  Last !  " 

Each  Book  should  have  its  proper  number  of  Chapters,  all  with 
suggestive  titles.  For  instance,  '*The  Old  Clock  turns  Traitor!" 

Only  a  Glass  of  Water ! "  "  Arrested ! "  and  many  others  of  a  simi- 
lar character  would  be  found  useful.  But,  perhaps,  the  shortest  way 
is  to  give  a  skeleton  story  to  act  as  model  for  others.  Say  it  contains 
four  Books,  each  having  four  Chapters,  and  that  the  key-note  is  given 
in  the  opening  sentence,!"  The  drowning  man  still  defied  his  assassin 
i»  the  moonlight." 

THE  DARK  DEED  OF  DEADMAN'S  DINGLE. 

BOOK  I.  Are !— Chapter  1.  The  Murder  near  the  Brook  !  Chap.  •>. 
Lucy  s  Lover  fails  to  keep  his  Appointment  !  Chap.  3.  Detective 
DOWTKR'S  Excursion !  Chap.  4.  Arrested  on  Suspicion! 

BOOK  II.  EABTH  !— Chapter  1.  The  Pistol  is  found  in  the  Fernery ! 
Chap.  2.  DOWTER'S  Note-Book!  Chap.  3.  Retained  for  the  Defence ' 
Chap.  4.  The  Magistrate's  Decision ! 

BOOK  III.  FIRE  !— Chapter  1.  LUCY  receives  a  mysterious  Visitor ! 
Chap.  2.  Blood-stains!  Chap.  3.  A  Scrap  of  Pape'r!  Chap.  4.  The 
Black  Cap ! 

BOOK  IV.     WATER!  — Chapter  1.    "  When  Thieves   quarrel!" 

iiap.  2.  The  Condemned  Cell!  Chap.  3.  LUCY  learns  at  last  the 
becret  of  Deadman's  Dingle  !  Chap.  4.  "  Advance,  Australia !  " 

Thus,  having  given  the  outline  of  the  Story,  all  that  is  necessary 
is — to  write  it. 


(The  Cry  of  the  JW  Clerk.) 

0  !  NOT  for  me  the  briny  breezes  blow  ; 

0  !  no  !  nor  will  the  sun  my  pale  cheeks  brown. 
0  .'—well,  in  fact,  I  'm  like  the  letter  "  0," 
And  nertr  out  of  Town ! 


ALL  IN  THE  SAME  BOAT."— The  PBEMIKE,  Mr.  HKEBEET  GLAD- 
E  the  Laureate,  Mr.  HALLAM  To-yvso.v.     Excellent  materials 
oraCume.    "In  the  same  boat,"  said  DOUGLAS  JERKOLB,  "but 
with  very  different  skulls." 


VOL.  r.xxxv. 
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TABLES    TURNED. 

Poor  Beggar.  "PLEASE  SPARE  A  PENNY,  SIR.     I  HAVEN'T  HAD  ANY  DINNER 
TO-DAT  1 "  Swell.  "  PAW  BEOGAH  ! " 

Poor  Beggar.  "I  HAVEN'T  HAD  A  MEAL  SINCE  YESTERDAY,  SIR  !" 

Swell.  "PAW  BEOQAH!" 

Poor  Beggar.  "I'VE  GOT  A  WIFE  AND  CHILDREN,  SIR,  ALL  STARVING  1" 

tl.  "PAW  BEQOAH!" 

Poor  Beggar.  "  PLEASE  SPAKE  A  PENNY,  Slit !  " 
Swell.  "HAVEN'T  GOT  ONE — AW  !  "  Poor  Beggar.  "  PAW  BEGOAH  !  " 


LAYS  OF  A  LAZY  MINSTREL. 

KAMBLING  RONDEAUX. 
BAVENO. 

BENEATH  the  Vines,  Hotel  Belle  Vue, 

I  'm  very  certain  I  know  who 
Here  loves  to  trifle,  I  'm  afraid, 
Or  lounge  upon  the  balustrade, 

And  watch  the  Lake's  oft  changing  hue. 

'Tis  sweet  to  dream  the  morning  through, 
While  idle  fancies  we  pursue, 
To  pleasant  plash  of  passing  blade — 
Beneath  the  vines! 

I  love  to  laze  ;  it 's  very  true, 
I  love  the  sky's  supernal  blue  ; 
To  sit  and  smoke  here  in  the  shade. 
And  slake  my  thirst  with  lemonade, 
And  dream  away  an  hour  or  two — 
Beneath  the  Vines ! 


MR.  WALFOBD'S  Handy  Books  are  very  handy.  Such 
good  titles  too — only  that  Conservatives  might  call  them 

radically  bad  " — as,  for  instance,  The  Shilling  Peerage, 
the  Shilling  Baronetage  and  Knightage,  and  Shilling 
House  of  Commons.  Perhaps,  consule  Chamberlaino, 
when  titles  will  be  limited  to  Peeral  Servitude  for  Life, 
we  shall  have  the  Fourpenny  Peerage,  the  Threepenny 
Baronetage,  the  Twopenny  Knightage  (it 's  dangerously 
near  this  at  present),  and  the  House  of  Commons  will  be 
thrown  in ;  but  this  last  depends  on  what  Government 
is  "thrown  out."  As  for  Knightage,  at  the  present  day 
it  might  have  a  chapter  to  itself  entitled,  "Honours 
Easy/'  '  

A  VOED  OF  VAUGHANING. — At  the  Gloucester  Festival 
of  the  Three  Choirs — very  much  the  cheese  this,  Treble 
Gloucester — Dr.  VATTGHAN  in  his  sermon  told  his  audience 
that  an  Oratorio  in  a  Cathedral  was  the  right  thing  in 
the  right  place,  and.  said  the  Daily  Telegraph's  Corre- 
spondent, the  weight  of  his  (Dr.  VAVGHAN'S)  character 
and  office  went  into  the  right  scale."  Of  course  the 


Special  was  a  musician,  hut  ne  might  have  told  us  what 
i..  «» — ;.}„,.„   *i,«  "right  scale."     Probablv  he  would 
-  ?<The  scale  of  See  (of  Gloucester)." 


he  considers  the 

reply,  in  this  instance, 

That 's  Major ;  and,  if  so,  wouldn't  Dr.  VAUGHAN  have 

all  the  Minor  Canons  against  him  ? 


CON.  FOE  FEMALE  ECONOMISTS. — Would  the  prohibition 
of  tight-lacing  be  a  violation  of  "freedom  of  contract"  f 


FROM  OUR  PRIVATE  BOX  OF  BOOKS. 

MARLOWE'S  Fautttu  and  GOETHE'S  Faust  form  the  third  volume 
of  MORLEY'S  Universal  Library,  brought  out  by  Messrs.  GEOBGE 
ROUTLEDGE  AND  SONS,  the  first  having  been  SHERIDAN'S  Plays,  and 
the  second,  Plays  from  MOLIEKE,  adapted  by  such  eminent  English 
Dramatists  as  DRTDEN,  VANBRUGH,  WYCHERLY,  FIELDING,  and  that 
slyest  old  dog  of  all  the  collies  that  erer  lived,  COLLET  CIBBEE. 
They  are  m»st  useful  reprints,  good  type,  and  portable. 

Professor  MORLEY,  who  ought  to  be  named  Professor  More-and- 
MOR-LKY  from  the  amount  of  work  he  undertakes,  gives  us,  as  the 
instalment  of  the  Macmillan  series  of  handy  biographies, 
liicliitrd  lirintlty  (ihrridan,  by  Mrs.  OLipiANT,  who,  writing,  of 
course,  well  and  brightly  throughout,  is  only  thoroughly  successful 
in  her  account  of  Sn minus's  domestic  life.  This  part  o'f  the  mono- 
graph is  admirably  done  ;  but.  in  her  treatment  of  his  dramatic  work 
and  of  his  maatnea]  career,  Mrs.  OLIPHANT  fails,  either  from  lack  of 
appreciation,  or  of  practical  experience ;  and  again,  her  treatment 
of  his  political  career  leaves  much  to  be  desired.  Mr.  Sam  Welter's 
opinion  that  an  abrupt  conclusion,  is  the  great  art  of  letter-writing, 
because  it  makes  the  reader  wish  "  as  there  was  more  of  it,"  does 
not  hold  good  as  regards  the  biography  of  such  a  meteoric  character 
as  RICII.UID  BunrsLXT  SIII:RIDAN. 

To  return  to  the  Plays  of  MOUERE  by  eminent  adapters  of  the 

1 1  ion  period,  Professor  MORLEY  has  taken  good  care  that  if  the 

dialogue  is  a  hit  wearisome  to  readers  of  modern  Plays  in  "  LACY'S 

ohiefly  studied  by  Amateurs  in  search  of  "something 

likely  to  suit  us  "),  it  shall  at  least  be  free  from  unnecessary  offence, 

his  he  has  managed  without  any  Podsnapian  Bowdlerism,  and 

due  regard  to  the  blushes  of  "  the  young  person,"  who  will 


probably  (we  tried  it  on  two)  get  tired  of  Sir  Martin  Marr-ntt  in 
about  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  simply  remark,  as  she  lays  down  the 
book  and  thanks  you  for  nothing,  "I  never  read  MOUERE  in  the 
original,  but  this  must  be  a  very  bad  translation."  We  didn't  unde- 
ceive that  young  person :  it  was  JOHN  DKYDEN'S. 

Then  we  tried  the  Plain  Denier  on  another  student  of  the  modern 
Drama  who  knew  nothing  of  WILLIAM  WYCHERLY  except  his  name, 
and  he  also  thought  it  was  a  poor  translation  of  a  play  he  had  heard 
a  good  deal  about,  and  expressed  his  opinion  that  the  entire  collection, 
in  which  he  could  never  so  far  interest  himself  as  to  take  more  than 
a  cursory  dip  into  it,  was  probablv  a  lot  of  pieces  that  had  been 
refused  by  Managers.  These  standard  Comedies  are  certainly  not 
light  reading,  and  without  skilful  condensation  might  be  very  heavy 
acting. 

Number  five  of  Professor  More-and-MoR-LEY's  series  is  to  be 
RABELAIS'  Gargantua  and  the  Heroic  Deeds  of  Pantiigniel.  The  aid 
of  Professor  Podsnap,  and  Drs.  Dowdier  and  Barlow  must  surely  be 
invoked  before  Henry  Sandford  and  Tommy  Merlon  can  take  it 
home  and  read  it  to  Susan  Sandford  and  Mary  Merlon.  The 
experienced  Editor,  however,  has  in  his  manifesto  already  declared 
that  he  ' '  intends  to  respect  that  change  in  the  conventions  of  Society 
which  excludes  now  from  our  common  acquaintance  certain  plain- 
nesses of  thought  and  speech  once  honestly  meant,  and  honestly 
allowed."  Plainnesses  indeed!  they  are  downright  uglinesses, 
deformities,  spots  on  the  Shakspearian  sun,  and  foul  blots  on  the 
i  fun  and  humour  of  the  Dramatists  of  the  Restoration. 

"  The  use  and  beauty  of  old  monuments,"  says  Professor  More- 
j  and-Moa-LEY,  "  are.  surely,  separable  from  their  dust  and  dirt." 
j  This,  as  a  canon  of  literary  and  dramatic  revival,  seems  to  recom- 
mend itself  to  public  judgment,  but  in  historical  resuscitations,  sue! 
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as  Mr.  JAMES  GAIRDNER  is  engaged  in  in 
his  Li-tti'i-n  anil  I'upers  of  the  Reign  of 
l/i  in  </  the  Eighth,  us  Preferred  m  the 
1'uhlic  Record  Office,  it  must  not  be 
allowed  the  slightest  influence.  We  now- 
adays are  waking  up  as  to  how  History  has 
been  manufactured  ;  but  the  public  records 
of  facts,  and  the  private  ana  confidential 
letters  showing  the  secret  motives,  the  in- 
tended proj  ects,  the  intrigues  and  the  personal 
opinions  of  the  men  and  women  of  the  time, 
these  cannot  lie,  and  we  are  all  beginning 
to  resent  haying  been  deceived  into  giving 
the  genial,  jovial,  good-fellowship  title  of 
"Bluff  King  HAL"  to  one  of  the  most 
unmitigated  scoundrels  that  ever  wore  a 
crown.  ANNE  BOLEYN  we  now  learn  from 
her  own  mouth  was  just  as  bod,  but  —  and 
there  is  much  virtue  in  "but,"  more  than 
ever  was  in  ANNE  —  she  suffered  for  it  by 
losing  her  head,  but  HENRY  never  once  lost 
his,  for  all  his  temper  was  diabolical. 

Mr.  GAIRDNER  is  just  the  Gairdner  who 
should  be  invited  to  dig  in  the  Vatican 
grounds,  which  are  now  to  be  thrown  open 
to  the  accredited  historians  of  all  countries. 
There  no  doubt,  he,  being  a  Gairdner  who 
calls  a  spade  a  spade,  would  give  valuable 
assistance  in  uprooting  old  and  stupid 
prejudices.  __ 

IX  THE  CHANNEL. 

A   REMINISCENCE   OK  THE   GALES. 

I  KNEW  it  !  —  when  I  have  to  cross, 
There  always  are  tremendous  gales, 

The  beastly  boat  will  pitch  and  I  • 
A  wobbling  motion  never  fails. 

I'.'m  as  it  lies  beside  the  pier, 
The  steamer  's  dancing  up  and  down. 

Ah  me  !  you  never  seemed  so  dear, 
lights  of  Dover  town. 


"  A  little  fresh,"  that  's  what  they  rail 

A  storm  when  awful  waves  we  ship; 
An<l  then  the  Captain  comes  to  bawl, 

lie  hopes  1  '  m  well  wrapped  up  this  trip. 
Hi  !  Steward  !    Never  leave  me,  then 

You  '11  earn  a  really  noble  fee. 
Oh,  pood  Sir  EDWARD  WATKIN,  when 

Shall  we  be  carried  under  sea  ! 


A  VEILED  COMPLIMENT. 

\V  i:  are  arriving  at  a  fatal  era  of  "  Onlies." 
We  have  Our  Only  General,  Our  Only 
Admiral,  Our  Only  itide,  Our  Only  States- 
man, Our  Only  Actor,  Our  Only  Composer, 
and  therefore  it  says  the  greatest  things  for 
the  present  state  of  English  Literature,  that, 
in  consequence  of  there  oeing  such  a  plethora 
of  "  Eminent  Hands,"  as  THACKERAY  called 
them,  in  the  Literary  World,  and  such  an 
I'Hiliiirrtm  di'S  richesses  among  novelists,  it 
should  be  found  absolutely  necessary,  in 
order  to  avoid  "hurting  susceptibilities  '  and 
creating  envies,  jealousies,  and  all  uncha- 
ritablenesses.  to  obtain  the  services  of  a 
distinguished  American  Man  of  Letters  to 
unveil  a  bust  of  FIELDING,  and  to  expatiate 
on  his  life  and  works  to  FIELDING'S 
countrymen. 

Some  years  ago  we  should  have  had 
either  DICKENS,  who  was  a  caref  id  student 
of  FIELDING,  or  THACKERAY,  for  the  cere- 
mony, but  the  latter  would  probably  have 
declined  the  honour,  adapting  Antony  s  lines 
to  the  occasion, — "  I  am  no  orator  as 
DICKENS  is,"  and  might  have  added  that 
he  had  already  sufficiently  unveiled  not  the 
bust,  but  the  man  himself.  "  I  cannot 
offer  or  hope  to  make  a  hero  of  HARRY 
FIELDING,"  writes  THACKERAY  ;  "  why  hide 
his  faults,  why  conceal  his  weaknesses  in  a 


DRIVING!" 

Eriyson.  "  THERE'S  A  DEGREE  OF  COMFORT  AND  REPOSE  ABOUT  THE  MODERN  SVSTEM 
THAT  's  " — (smacks  his  lips) — "  VF.'Y  'NJOYABLE  ! " 


cloud  of  periphrases  ?  Why  not  show  him  as  he  is  ?  "  we  hear  THACKERAY  saying  while 
giving  directions  to  the  Sculptor  for  the  bust;  "not  robed  in  a  marble  toga,  and  draped 
and  polished  in  an  heroic  attitude,  but  with  inked  ruffles  and  claret-stains  on  his  tarnistud 
laced-coat,  and  on  his  manly  face  the  marks  of  good-fellowship,  of  illness,  of  kindness,  of 
care,  and  wine." 

That  is  unveiling  if  you  like,  and,  for  ourselves,  we  should  have  been  content  to  have  left 
it  at  that,  unless  we  had  called  in  Mr.  SAI.A,  the  Author  of  those  capital  iwqiers  on  inilium 
Hogarth,  who  would  not  have  been  a  whit  behind  Mr.  Krs*Ki.L  LOWELL  in  "orating,"  and 
who  would  probably  have  replied  to  the  invitation  with  the  concluding  lines  of  THAI  K  KKAY'S 
Essay:  "  Such  a  brave  and  gentle  heart,  such  an  intrepid  and  courageous  spirit,  I  Live  to 
recognise  in  the  manly,  the  English  II  uir.v  FIELDING." 

That  Mr.  LOWELL  has  scored  sufficiently  off  his  own  bat  and  had  his  inniu?s,  is  probably 
the  reason  why  he  was  called  upon  to  take  his  turn  at  Fielding.  It  is  part  of  the  game. 
But,  as  we  have  already  said,  that  an  American  Author  should  have  been  selected  for  this 
function,  is  the  greatest  compliment  that  could  have  been  paid  to  the  crowd  of  Eminent 
Hands  representing  English  Literature  at  the  present  time. 


CHARIVARI. 
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ANOTHER    LITTLE    HOLIDAY    CRUISE. 


Still  ,,t 


-In-1 

on  Deck— Pros- 
Start— 


"Now,"  says  the  Commodore—  it  is  settled  that  that  is 
LLK'S  title  —  "Now,  what  would  you  like  to  do  ?  " 


VILLK 
I 


—  ( 'unsitlerations—  QuMUOnf—JMCtpUO. 
-l>,,,rn—I)i>trn—Up—rp—Once  More 
—  Dinner  —  Ercning— Promise  of  a   St 
'Delight. 

O.NTK  again  in  the  gig,  being  rowed 'from  shore  to  the  Creusa. 
KILLICK  and  CRAYLEY  have  evidently  not  had  it  out  yet  about  the 
Druidical  Remains  as  they  came  down  the  hill.  . 

KILLICK,  who  is  of  a  volatile  turn,  and  to  whom  a  period  of  more 
than  three  minutes  of  unbroken  silence  becomes  irksome,  begins 
humming.  Perhaps  it  is  the  sequel  to  the  air  he  was  humming  when 
we  re-embarked.  His  hum  has  not  about  it  the  drone  of  content- 
ment which  makes  some  hums  sound  like  a  gentle  purr,  but  it 
assumes  an  air  of  defiance  as  he  gives  it  out  with  his  lips  closed,  and 
with  his  nose  in  the  air ;  indeed,  it  strikes  me  that,  as  it  is  performed 
bnuche  fermee,  somewhat  after  the  manner  of  the  Sailors  Chorus  m 
L'Africaine,  it  would  be  more  correct  to  describe  it  as  with  the  air 
in  his  nose,— and  both  descriptions  are  equally  true.  His  chin  is  at 
a  considerable  elevation,  so  that,  as  he  looks  about  him  sharply,  it 
seems  as  if  he  were  challenging  anybody  within  hail  with  a  Hum- 
if-you-dare"  kind  of  tune.  CRAYLEY,  with  his  back  turned  to 
KILLICK,  as  much  as  his  sitting  position  in  the  boat  will  permit,  does 
not  explicitly  accept  the  challenge,  but  sets  up,  so  to  speak,  a  little 
quiet  droning  business,  consisting  of  disjointed  scraps  of  melodies, 
which  he  doesn't  take  the  trouble  to  connect  even  as  a  medley. 

The  effect  is  irritating.  It  is  difficult  to  interfere  and  say,  Don  t 
hum,"  and  the  only  way  appears  to  be  to  start  an  opposition.  If  I 
do  this,  it  occurs  to  me  that  our  host  will  be  tired  of  the  whole  lot  of 
us,  and  will  receive  a  telegram  recalling  him  to  town  immediately  on 
business,  which  will  necessitate,  so  he  will  tell  us,  his  giving  up  his 
yachting  this  season,  and  then,  when  the  present  party  is  broken  up, 
he  will  start  afresh  with  new  and  more  pliable  materials. 
Happy  Thought. — Don't  hum. 

KILLICK,  stopping  short,  says  decidedly,  as  if  he  had  had  a  private 
and  confidential  inspiration  on  the  subject,  "  We  shall  have  a  fine 
dav  to-morrow." 

''  Why  ?  "  asks  CRAYLEY.  At  all  events,  the  humming  is  over,  but 
CRAYLEY'S  "  Why  ? "  is  uttered  in  just  the  manner  which  KILLICK  is 
sure  to  resent. 

"  Well,"  replies  KILLICK,  in  a  tone  implying  that  the  meteorological 
evidence  for  his  previous  statement  is  so  clear  as  to  be  irresistible  to 
any  but  a  born  fool,  I  feel  that  his  tone  does  convey  all  this, — 
"  Well,  just  look  at  the  sky." 

CRAYLEY  t*  looking  at  the  sky  through  his  eyeglass  sideways,  and 
his  other  eye  is  round  the  corner,  down  indirectly,  but  certainly,  on 
KILLICK.  A  guttural  inarticulate  ejaculation,  which  might  be  a 
compliment  from  a  Fiji  Islander,  but  is  uncommonly  like  an  insult 
from  a  member  of  a  civilised  society,  is  the  only  answer  he  deigns  to 
give.  I  think  if  our  host,  who  continues  to  appear  entirely  absorbed 
in  his  steering,  could  only  pitch  them  both  overboard  to  finish  their 
differences  in  the  water,  he  would  gladly  dp  so ;  as  it  is,  he  only 
shouts  earnestly  and  cheerily  to  the  crew, ' '  Give  way,  my  men ! "  as  if 
encouraging  them  to  reach  the  yacht  as  quickly  as  possible.  But 
what  excellent  advice  (which  we  are  so  constantly  hearing,  and  on 
which  I  have  before  remarked)  to  both  KILLICK  and  CRAYLEY,  and 
not  only  to  them,  but  to  all  obstinate  arguists,  to  "Give  way,  my 
men,"— for  the  more  you  give  way,  the  easier  and  the  pleasanter  and 
the  quicker  is  the  progress,  each  minding  his  own  business,  and  all 


MEI.I.K- 

ihouicTnot  be  surprised  were"1  KILLICK  to  take  off  his  coat,  and 
reply  "  Fight !  "  but  he  doesn't,  and  only  says,  "  Bathe."  As  this 
wQl  evidently  be  a  cooling  process,  the  Commodore  assents  at  once. 
So  do  I.  CRAYLEY,  however,  remarks  that  it  is  not  the  sort  of  bathing 
he  cares  for,  and  therefore  will  not  join  us. 

"  Why,"  KILLICK  remonstrates,  but  not  gently,  always  provokingly, 
"  this  is  the  very  place." 

"I  dare  say  it  is,  but  not  for  me,"  answers  CRAYLEY,  contem- 
plating the  sky. 

"He  likes  bathing  at  Boulogne,"  exclaims  KILLICK,  turning  to  us. 
"  I  know  what  he  likes— beginning  in  two  inches  of  water,  and  then 
boldly  venturing  out  into  a  depth  of  at  least  four  feet.  Ugh ! 


don't  see  why 
the  right  pro- 


'  giving  wav  "  together. 

Happy  Thought.— The  above  is  quite  a 
Good  title  for  book,  "  Sailors'  ~ 


little  Sailors'  Sermon. 
tiuntlay  Sermons.     Now  on  Sail. 


'Safe  to  be  fine,"  says  KILLICK,  shortly,  apparently  settling  the 


,  , 

weather,  but  really  provoking  further  discussion. 

"  Much  more  likely  to  rain,"  says  CRAYLEY,  disdainfully. 
1  N'ot  a  ehance  of  it,"  retorts   KILLICK.      Double   re 


dangerous  things. 

;  1  should  say  it  was  sure,"  retorts  CRAYLEY. 

Way  enough '.  "  shouts  our  host  to  the  crew,  as  we  glide  up  along- 

u   V     (-'reu'a<  and  tnen  °e  adds,  with  an  air  of  great  relief,  which, 

whether  on  account  of  having  stopped  his  guests  at  a  dangerous 

point,  or  of  having  brought  us  up  safely  without  bumping  the  yacht, 

1  ran  perfectly  appreciate,  "  Now,  then,  take  care  how  you  get  out." 

KILLICK  is  first  up  the  companion,  and  quickly,  too,  as  if  he  sus- 
pected some  sinister  intention  on  the  part  of  CRAYLEY,  who,  how- 
ever, waits  till  the  last  but  one,  the  last  being  always  the  Commo- 
dore himself,  that  is,  MELLEVILLE,  who  always  acts  on  the  principle 

sticking  to  the  ship  or  the  boat,  whichever  he  may  be  in,  until  he  has 
een  everybody  safely  off.  True  gallantry  is  the  mark  of  a  British 
sailor,  whether  professional  or  amateur. 

We  are  received  by  the  Captain,  who  cheerfully  salutes  us  indi- 
vidually, as  much  as  to  say.  "  Glad  to  see  you  back  again,  Gentle- 
men ;  was  afraid  you  wouldn't  return  safely." 


and  he  pretends  to  shudder  at  the  idea. 

"Well,"  replies  CRAYLEY,  evidently  nettled, 
I  shouldn't  prefer  Boulogne— though  you  haven't  got  1 
nunciation,  by  the  way— especially  as  I  have-not  sufficient  confidence 
in  my  swimming  to  plunge  into  deep  water." 

"What,  can't  swim!  Good  Gracious!  fancy  not  being  able  to 
swim  ! ! "  and  with  this  exclamation,  which  seems  to  express  that 
this  deficiency  in  CRAYLEY'S  education  makes  any  further  conversa- 
tion with  him  a  condescension,  KILLICK  disappears  below. 

MELLEVILLE  pours  oil  on  the  troubled  CRAYLEY,  and  highly  com- 
mends him  for  his  prudence  in  not  jumping  into  deep  water,  when  lie 
is  uncertain  as  to  whether  he  will  ever  come  out  again.  _ 

"  Exactly  so,"  says  CRAYLEY,  quite  pleased  with  himself.  In 
estimation  of  MELLEVILLE  as  a  clever  man  has  evidently  risen 
immensely  in  less  than  a  minute.  "  What 's  the  good  of  my  drown- 
ing myself  for  the  sake  of  a  swim  ? '  We  both  agree  that  he  is  mute 
right,  and  that  so,  inferentially,  KILLICK  is  absolutely  wrong.  Ilus 
verdict  of  the  Court,  MELLEVILLE  and  myself,  satisfies  CRAYLEY, 
who,  as  it  were,  gives  us  his  blessing,  and  bids  us  bathe  and  be 
happy.  We  descend,  and  presently  all,  except  CRAYLEY,  reappear 
as  acrobats  ready  to  perform  the  Bounding  Brothers,  an  idea  that  ) 
materially  assisted  by  the  Captain  ordering  one  of  the  men  to  put 
down  a  square  hit  of  carpet  for  us  to  stand  on  when  we  come  out. 
Only  drum  and  pandean  pipes  are  wanted  to  complete  the  picture. 

CHAYLEY  is  good  enough  to  observe  that  he  envies  us;  the 
water,"  he  says,  "looks  so  delicious,  he  wishes  he  were  going  in. 
"  Do  ! "  says  KILLICK,  who  at  the  last  moment  seems  as  if  he  were 
taking  a  view  of  the  sea  very  different  from  what  he  did  a  quarter- 
of-an-hour  ago,  or  he  would  not  suggest  that  his  antagonist  should 
do  anything  which  would  promote  his  enjoyment. 

The  fact  is,  there  is  all  the  difference  between  the  sort  of  dreamy 
meditation  in  which,  when  you  have  got  your  clothes  on,  you  regard 
the  delights  of  bathing  from  some  such  coign  of  'vantage  as  the  shore 
or  a  deck,  and  the  contemplation  of  the  same  water  when  you  have 
no  clothes  on,  and  are  at  such  close  quarters  with  it  as  to  practically 
make  your  immediate  plunge  an  imperious  necessity.  It  doesn  t 
look  a  half,  nor  a  quarter  so  attractive  to  you  when  undressed  as  it 
did  before  you  took  your  things  off.  Then  the  blue  sea  seems  to 
invite  you  with  a  rippling  smile,  saying,  "  Come  in !  take  your  boots 
off,  &c.,  you  are  hot  and  dusty  and  tired !  and  here  you  will  be  so 
cool,  so  clean,  and  so  refreshed !  come  !  "  But,  by  the  time  you  have 
denuded  yourself  of  vour  garments,  and  by  that  action,  and  by  the 
exposure  to  the  winds,  have  already  a  trifle  cooled  and  refreshed 
yourself,  you  begin  to  think  whether  the  sea  isn't  playing  you  false 
after  all.  As  I  stand  on  the  deck  at  the  head  of  the  bathing-ladder, 
in  a  state  of  acrobatically-  attired  nature,  I  own  to  experiencing  this 
feeling,  and  I  can't  help  delaying  just  to  inquire  of  MELLEVILLE— 
who,  as  he  is  ordinarily  the  last  to  leave  the  ship  when  duty  demands 
his  presence,  so  now  is  he  the  first  to  make  the  plunge  when  there 
is  a  probability  of  danger,— for  swim  as  well  as  you  may,  there  is  a 
possibility  of  danger,— just  a  chance  (at  least,  so  it  invariably  occurs 
to  me  at  the  last  moment,  when  retreat  is  dishonourable)  that  though 
you  've  come  out  of  it  safe  and  sound  before,  yet  now  this  time  you 
may  not,  that  a  conger  may  get  hold  of  you,  or  a  gigantic  sea-weed, 


and 
decept 


es,  gaspingly,  "JSAY    VV hats'    (Jold  f    un,   no:     L  • 

though  I  am  conscious  of  being  the  victim  of  good-natured 
ption,  and  though,  if  I  spoke  my  mind  honestly,  I  would  even 


WWWyWlMU)     tfcUM      liUUUgU*     4.A       JL       O^\JI^.\J      ^^<  -»»*»**,—  — j   J     —        -•          -  — 

now  rather  retire  and  put  on  my  clothes  again,  and  stand 
CRAYLEY  as  a  spectator  of  the  inspiring  scene,  yet  I  merely 


'Eh?    Oh!   not 
near  as  possible 


itand  with 

"cold'? ""and"  having  previously  placed  myself  as 

to  the  water,  on  the  lowest  bathing-step,  where  J 

can,  so  to  speak,  taste  a  sample  of  the  sea's  temperature  on  my 
great  toe,  I  laise  my  hands  in  a  despairing  Waterloo-Bridge- 
suicidal  attitude  above  my  head,  and,  like  Mr.  Sox,  in  the  I  arce, 
give  a  last  look  at  the  yawning  gulf  beneath  me,  and  then,  unlike 
Mr.  Box,  I  take  the  great  plunge,  commit  myself  to  the  deep,  and  1, 
too,  disappear  from  CRAYLEY'S  gaze.  It  is  only  for  a  second,  but  it 
seems  an  age.  Where  have  I  got  to  ?  Shall  I  meet  a  conger,  or  a 
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dog-fish  ?    How  do  divers  keep  their  breath  so  long  under  water  ( 
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1 1  I  (Inu't  keep  my  breath— well,  evidently  I  shall  lose  it— and  then  '; 
When  am  I  coming  up  again  '<  Am  I  going  the  wrong  way  ?  Am 
I  going  under  the  keel  P  Am  I  going  to  be  sucked  in  or  under,  or — 
oh,  no  : — light — more  light — and  up  I  come  once  more  to  breathe  the 
upper  air  with  all  the  delight  of  a  prisoner  released  unexpectedly 
from  the  Bastille.  A  little  of  this  goes  a  great  way,  With  no 
unhesitating  stroke  do  I  make  for  the  steps,  and.  shaking  the  drops 
off  the  soles  of  my  feet,  climb  up  for  dear  life  as  jtj|^Hpd  '  '>  sharks. 
It  seems  years  since  I  was  on  deck  ;  I  almost  JJfllR"  nn(l  things 
changed  in  my  absence,  as  if  I  were  a  diving  Kiji  Van  Winkle 
returned  from  a  visit  to  the  Merman's  Cave. 

H"l'l>l/  Thuui/ht. — Register  and  patent  this  note  for  a  Christmas 
Book.  Evident  how  much  more  in  keeping  would  the  History  of 
R.  I'.  Winkie\»H  he  had  gone  to  sleep  under  the  sea!  HY/i/.Y.1, 
with  something  fishy  in  his  nature,  his  fairy  godmother  a  Peri- 
Winkle,  and  so  forth.  When  I  have  dried  myself  like  a  herring, 
and  smoked  myself,  too,  I  will  note  this  down  for  future  use. 
KII.LICK  and  MKI.I  i:\  II.LK  are  still  disporting  themselves  in  the  sea 
as  I  go  below  and  resume  my  usual  habits,  I  mean,  habilinn 

Gradually  I  glow ;  gradually  I  feel  hungry ;  suddenly  I  wish  it 
was  dinner-time ;  and  being  quite  dressed  I  am  prepared  to  expa- 
tiate to  CRAYLEY  on  the  pleasures  and  advantages  of  a  good  plunge 
in  the  sea  before  dinner. 

In  the  evening  we  take  exercise  on  deck,  then  descend,  and 
<  'i:  u  i  I:Y  tries  to  teach  us  a  new  game  of  cards ;  but  as  the  point  of 
it  seems  to  consist  in  his  winning  every  time,  KILIICK  abuses  it,  and 
a  row  is  imminent,  but  for  the  interposition  of  our  host,  who  suggests 
a  little  music.  We  have  a  little  music,  and  then  to  bed  very  early, 
as  we  are — hurrah ! — to  sail  to-morrow  morning ! ! 


MOSSOO'S    DIARY. 

THE  notable  stir  made  not  only  across  the  Channel,  but  on  this 
side  of  it,  by  the  recent  appearance  of  M.  MAX  O'RELL'S  capital  little 
book,  John  Bull  et  son  lie,  is  not  to  be 
wondered  at.  His  facts  are  not  only  most 
entertaining,  but  in  many  instances  so 
remarkably  fresh  and  original,  that  the 
British  reader  of  average  information  and 
intelligence  may  be  excused  for  wondering 
where  on  earth  he  picked  them  all  up. 
The  following  extracts  from  a  certain 
private  journal  may  possibly  clear  up  the 
mystery.  After  the  high  compliment 
M.  MAX  O'RELL  has  paid  to  Mr.  Punch,  by 
whom  he  is  quick  to  note  that  contempo- 
rary topics  are  treated  in  a  style  showing,  as  he  aptly  expresses  it, 
"  qite  I  on  pent  avoir  tie  I'esprit  sans  etre  leste,  rnron-  ihoins  grassier, 
it  is  hardly  necessary  to  add  that  they  are  put  forward  in  the  most 
friendly  and  amicable  spirit.  French  books  about  England  are  not 
often  over-pleasant  reading,  but  such  a  verdict  cannot  for  a  moment 
be  passed  on  the  brilliant  effort  of  M.  MA*  O'RELL,  of  whom,  to 
repay  him  in  the  complimentary  language  of  his  own  Preface.  Mr. 
]'iiii<-h,  however  critically  he  be  disposed,  trusts  he  may  be  allowed 
to  subscribe  himself,  Quite  sincerely, 

UN  AMI  ET  ADMIRATEUR. 

Monday.— M  lost!  Here  am  I  arrived  in  England!  Of  my 
journey  from  Paris  by  "the  direct  Continental  express  route,"  ria 
Boulogne  and  Thames  steamboat  to  London  Bridge— later.  1  note, 
however,  by  the  way,  that  I  pass  at  Greenwich  the  Tower  of  London 
(Tour  df  Lnniln-s),  where  HENRY  THE  NINTH  was  executed  by  his 
seven  wives,  and  where-^strange  contrast !— the  Ministers  now 
annually  dine  the  Opposition,  to  celebrate  the  event  in  the  long 
vacations.  This  information  from  the  Steward,  who  speaks  French. 
His  accent  though  is  an  abomination  ;  but  a  compatriot  of  the  "  fore- 
cabin  "  informs  me  that  lie  has  learnt  this  at  Oxford,  where,  like  all 
Englishmen  destined  for  the  sea,  he  has  taken  his  "nautical 
degree.'^  The  badge  of  this  honour,  a  gailv-coloured  globe,  with  the 


a  single  breath  ten  thousand  questions.  He  seems  to  know  every- 
thing, and  I  gather  information  with  rapidity.  The  fearful 
deformities  of  men  begrimed  with  dirt,  who  seize  my  baggage  like 
Vulcans  and  take  it  to  the  shore,  interest  me. 

'  Who  are  they  ?  "  I  ask. 

'  Noblemen  who  have  been  ruined  by  '  welching '  on  the  Turf," 
he  replies,  with  great  promptness, 

''  Do  they  ever  reinstate  themselves  P  "  I  continue. 

'  Sometimes." 

'  But  they  cease  to  be  Peers  P  "    ' 

'  On  the  contrary— they  are  the  Peers  of  London  Bridge." 
We  roll  along  in  our  "  four-wheeler,"  a  species  of  covered  landau, 
simple  and  convenient,  introduced  by  the  QCEES.    She  makes  the 


journey  to  her  Chateau  Balmoral  at  Land's  End,  in  the  North  of 
Ireland  (20.000  kilometres)  five  times  a  year  in  nothing  else  but  this 
charming  four-wheeler."  This  is  why  her  crown  is  displayed 
prominently  on  the  back  of  each. 

On  our  way  we  pass  St.  Martin's  Baths  and  Wash-houses,  a  large 
building,  like  St.  Peter's  at  Rome,  with  a  colossal  dome  and  two 
turrets,  SPIERS  AND  POND'S  establishment,  where  the  haute  nobleue 
dine  on  Guy  Faux  Day  and  Bink  Holidays,  the  Monument,  to  com- 
memorate the  Plague  of  Waterloo  I 'lace,  Buckingham  Hospital,  and 
several  other  interesting  constnMtions,  arriving  at  115,  Crofton  Road, 
Iliivswater,  the  Nobleman's  establishment  in  which  JACK  THOMPSON 
has  arranged  that  I  shall  be  received  en  pension  pending  my  sojourn 
in  London  for  30*.  the  week,  just  in  time  for  the  dinner  of  the  family. 

Everything  interests  me  immensely,  and  I  notice  that  my  host, 
who,  my  friend  has  confided  to  me,  belongs  to  one  of  the  oldest 
families  in  England,  comes  to  the  front  door  in  his  shirt-sleeves  and 
assists  the  cab-driver  in  conveying  my  luggage  up  the  stairs  to  my 
apartment.  This  strikes  me  as  patriarchal,  and  I  learn  that  it  is  a 
grand  old  Ducal  custom  in  Bayswater,  the  exclusive  qtiartier  of  the 
High  Life,  in  which  I  have  been  particularly  solicitous  to  collect  my 
insular  experiences. 

6'30  P.M. — Pending  preparations  for  dinner,  I  take  some  notes  of 
the  British  Nobleman's  family.  First  1  regard  the  Nobleman 
himself.  He  is  a  middle-sized,  bourgeois-looking  man  of  about 
titty,  with  a  red  nose  and  uncertain  gait,  wearing  slippers,  and 
smelling  of  what  I  at  tirst  thought  was  the  English  hqueitr,  gin,  but 
which  JACK  THOMPSON  informs  me  is  merely  a  rare  sort  of  Eau  de 
Cologne,  patronised  by  the  Society  of  the  neighbourhood.  However, 
he  bears  the  ancient  name  of  SPRIOOS,  is  Hereditary  Grand  Almoner 
to  the  Archbishop  of  YORK  AND  CANTERBURY,  and,  if  an  accident 
should  happen  to  the  LORD  CHAM  KI.I.OR  when  on  Circus,  he  would  be 
next  in  succession  to  the  Woolsack.  JACK  THOMPSON,  who  imparts 
this  information  to  [me  as  we  descend  to  the  salle-ii-manger,  also 
briefly  indicates  the  remaining  members  of  the  household.  There  is 
Madame,  her  two  charming  daughters  both  possessed  of  fabulous 


GUM,  has  come  to  England  to  make  a  short  stay  at  Bayswater,  and 
so  prepare  himself  better  for  the  discharge  of  nis  future  duties  as 
Viceroy  of  India.  Altogether,  1  note  that  I  am  introduced  to  a 
very  distinguf  party. 

9.  P.M. — The  dinner  of  the  English  haute  nobleue  is  simple.  At 
the  table  of  this  aristocratic  family  in  Bayswater  we  have  had 
Irish  Stew  and  white  Plum  Pudding.  I  complain  of  this  austere  fare 
to  JACK  THOMPSON,  who  says  it  is  quite  chic.  Lord  SPRIGGS,  I  note, 
dines  still  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  and  sings  morsels  of  a  comic  chanton 
between  his  mouthfuls,  sometimes  rolling  under  the  table  and  being 
replaced.  This  makes  one  eager  for  information  as  to  the  taste* 
and  habits  of  the  aristocratic  classes.  Here  are  some  items.  Many 
noble  families  of  Piccadilly  live  on  red  herrings  and  garlic,  the  only 
drink  permitted  for  the  Ladies  of  the  household  being  rum.  Some- 
times this  diet  is  varied.  In  the  season  there  is  pancake.  It  is  made 
of  shreds  of  cabbage,  treacle,  tea-leaves,  bran,  boot-leather,  pork- 
suet,  and,  after  being  flavoured  with  stout  and  nutmeg,  served  cold 
on  soup-plates.  It  is  said  to  be  satisfying,  and  at  five-o  clock  tea,  an 
orgy  particularly  British  and  insular,  is  swallowed  in  large  quantities 
by  voracious  Amazons  fresh  from  Rotten  Row  and  Mile  End.  It  is 
thus  the  English  Missesproduce  their  prominent  teeth.  Much  more 
information  I  get  from  JACK  THOMPSON  which  makes  me  reflective. 

10  P.M.— Have  had  a  discussion  with  the  great  City  miUiuiiniiin-  mi 
the  relative  value  of  Money.    To  illustrate  his  theories  he  borrows  a 
piece  of  two  shillings  and  sixpence  of  me,  and  goes  away  suddenly  to 
cateh  the  last  train  for  the  Stock  Exchange.    This  makes  me  again 
reflective.    Talking  to  the  Indian  Prince,  through  the  assistance  of 
JACK  THOMPSON,  who  acts  as  interpreter,  I  learn  that  all  Viceroys 
of  India  are  expected  to  swallow  a  cavalry  sword,  and  do  the  cobra 
and  pocket-handkerchief  trick,  and  that  ne  has  come  to  cultivate 
these  accomplishments  under  the   instruction  of    a  distinguished 
"  Qrammtr     at  Bayswater.    He  is  certainly  a  peculiar  person  is 
this  JOHN  BULL.    I  must  write  a  book  about  him. 

11  P.M.  Having  just  seen  the  Duke  of  CAMBRIDGE  pass  down 
Crofton  Road  on  his  way  from  Windsor  in  the  dark  on  a  bicycle, 
ringing  a  dustman's  bell  to  announce  his  approach  to  the  Horse 
Guards,  I  retire  to  rest  wondering  at  the  aplomb  of  these  hardy 
islanders.    I  note,  too,  that  beds  in  England  are  tilled  with  hard- 
boiled  eggs  ;  and  this  in  noble  mansions  wnere  a  stranger  pays  30*.  for 
the  week.     JACK  THOMPSON,  through  the  wall,  tells  me  that  it  is 
"  all-right,"  and  that  the  LORD  CHAMBERLAIN  stuffs  his  bolster  with 
paving-stones.    This,  again,  I  tind  insular.    Yes.    I  shall  certainly 
turn  mv  notes  to  account.    JOHN  BULL  is  most  remarkable,  anil 
ILE  full  of  surprises.     More  of  him  to-morrow. 


SIR  W.  V.  HARCOURT'S  idea  of  a  really  Happy  existence  is  in  a 
City  of  Spirits  where  there  are  no  Corporations. 
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A    FALSE    ALARM. 

"OH,  PAPA  DEAR!— I  WISH  YOU'D  COME  HOME.    I'M  BEALLY  AFRAID  MAMMA  HAS  TAKEN  A  DROP  TOO  MUCH— 

"GRACIOUS  HEAVKN3,    CHILD  !— WHAT  DO  YOU  MEAN?" 

"THAT  NEW  HOMEOPATHIC  MEDICINE,  YOU  KNOW.    I  'M  AFRAID  I  'vn  GIVEN  HER  SEVEN  DROPS  INSTBAP  OF  bix  ! 


"  CHINAMANIA." 

TBCTHFCL  JOHN  TO  MADAME  FRANCE. 

(In  the  spirit  oj  friendliness  and  the  form  of  a 
celebrated  original.) 

I  si  A  K  i:  bold  to  remark — 
And  my  speech  shall  be  plain — 

That  for  policy  dark, 
And  for  purposes  vain, 

maniac  ways  are  peculiar ;  and  this  view 
I — politely — maintain . 

In  tliis  year  Eighty-Three 

To  go  in  for  this  fad 
Is  pure  tiddle-de-dee, 

And  a  sight  that  is  sad 


For  that  Heathen  Chinee 
Is  a  hard  nut  to  crack, 
As  you  '11  certainly  see 

If  you  sail  on  that  tack. 
And  the  worst  of  it  is  that,  once  started,  'tis 
hard  to  slack  sail  and  put  back. 

"  Heads  I  win,  tails  you  lose," 
JOHNNY  PIGTAIL  might  say. 
Common  sense  would  refuse 

To  proceed  in  that  way. 
Fate  may  play  it  low  down  upon  France  if  she 
enters  the  lists  with  Cathay. 

And  for  what  useful  end  ? 

Why  for  none  that  I  see, 
And  I  speak  as  a  friend, 

Pray  be  guided  by  me. 


Save  to  those  who  are  really  your  foes,  or,  as   You  will  make  a  faux  pas,  I  am  sure,  if  you 
friends,  are  exceedingly  mad.  "  go  for  "  that  Heathen  Chinee. 


A — political — taste 

For  such  old  bric-d-bntr, 
If  indulged  in  with  haste 
Shows  a  plentiful  lack 

Of  discretion.  'Twill  prove  most  expensive,  and 
put  your  best  friends  on  the  rack. 

In  the  game  you  propose 

/  would  not  take  a  hand  ; 
We  are  friends  and  not  foes  ; 

You  are  great,  you  are  grand  ; 
But  the  game  you  are  playing  just  now  is  a 
game  I  cannot  understand. 

Which  is  why  I  remark— 

And  my  language  is  plain- 
That  for  policy  dark 

And  for  purposes  vain 
Chinamaniac  ways  are  peculiar,  and  this  view 
I  make  bold  to  maintain. 


"WHAT  SK.VSIHK  HKSIIKT  SHAM.  I  rnmisi:  run  MY  HOLIDAY?"— 
Bather  late  for  the  question,  but  one  of  Our  Sea  District- Visitors 
answers  it  by  saying  "  Southend."  !!••  tells  us  that,  on  arriving 
there,  he  asked  where  the  sea  was  ?  and  was  informed  that  it  was 
out  at  present,  but  that  it  would  be  in  again  in  a  few  hours.  So  Our 
S>a  Dktrict-ViritOT  waited  patiently.  At  last  the  sea,  he  was  told, 
had  returned.  He  sallied  forth.  He  looked  straight  before  him, 
then  to  the  right,  and  then  to  the  left.  At  last  an  old  inhabitant 
asked  him  it  he  had  lost  anything,  and  could  he  direct  him  any- 
where '-  "To  the  sea,  if  you  please,"  replied  the  Visitor.  The  old 


thcn-'s  the  sea,  i-h'r"     "  No,  Sir,"  replied  the  Ancient  Mariner! 
shaking  his  head,  "  but  there 's  a  telescope  as  they  lets  out,— it 's  a 


powerful  glass,— and,  on  a  clearish  day,  it  brings  the  sea  quite  near. 
Of  course,  as  Our  Sea  District- Visitor  observes,  it  is  delightful  1 
have  the  sea  at  any  distance  that  suits  you,— a  very  great  point  on  a 
blusterous  day.     r<  And  there 's  another  advantage,"  adds  Our  Sea 
District- Visitor,  "  in  choosing  Southend  as  a  place  of  resort,  you  can 
go  there  and  back  in  an  hour-and-a-half."     Our  S.D.V.  came  back. 

THE  VT.KY  LATE  GALE.— When  an  Amateur  Fructiculturist  awok 
next  morning,  and  found  all  his  unripe  apples  all  over  the  ground 
all  his  peaches  down,  his  figs  scattered,  the  glass  lying  about  every 
where,  his  creepers  on  the  ground,  his  flowers  strewn,  his  young 
trees  prostrate,  and  branches  off  his  old  ones  on  the  lawn,  then  n 
said  to  himself,  "  Now  1  know  what '  a  windfall '  means.  But  I  na< 
always  associated  it  with  something  lucky  till  now.  And  n 
proposes  to  write  a  new  dictionary  for  the  use  of  Fructieulturists. 
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"CHINAMANIA." 


MAD.VJIK  FRAX.-K  (WA-  /•»<•«).  "  All '.   dl'V.  C'KST  CH.MtMAXTE  :  '.  " 

MR.  BULL.  "  DEVKLOPING  A  TASTE  IX  THAT  DIRECTION,  MA'AM,  ARE  YOU  ?     YOU'LL  FIND  IT  RATHER 
EXPENSIVE!" 


SEPTKMDER  15,  1883.] 
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METROPOLITAN    PRIZE    PUZZLES.      No. 


THF  BIIIIN-OSGATK  MARKET  PUZZLE.     (Problem  1.)  How  TO  GET  INTO  THE  MARKET.     (Problem  2.)  How  TO  GET  OUT  OF  TIIE  MARKET. 
(Problem  3)  How  TO  FIND  YOUR  WAY  WESTWARD.     (Problem  4.)  How  TO  GET  RID  OF  THIS  OBSTRUCTION. 


A  WET  DAY  AT  THE  SEA-SIDE. 

WHY  does  not  some  benefactor  to  his  species  discover  and  publish 
to  a  grateful  world  some  rational  way  of  spending  a  wet  day  at  the 
Sea-side  ?  Why  should  it  be  something  so  unutterably  miserable 
and  depressing  that  its  mere  recollection  afterwards  makes  one 
shudder '?  .  , 

This  is  the  first  really  wet  day  that  we  have  had  for  a  iortmght, 
but  what  a  day !  From  morn  to  dewy  eve,  a  summer's  day,  and  far 
into  the  black  night,  the  pitiless  rain  has  poured  and  poured  and 
poured.  I  broke  the  unendurable  monotony  of  gazing  from  the 
weeping  windows  of  my  Sea-side  lodging.'.bv  rushing  out  wildly  and 
plunging  madly  into  the  rainy  sea,  and  got  drenched  to  the  skin  both 
going  and  returning.  After  changing  everything,  as  people  say  but 
don't  mean,  and  thinking  I  saw  something  like  a  break  in  the  dull 
leaden  clouds,  I  again  rushed  out,  and  called  on  JOXKS,  who  has 
rooms  in  an  adjacent  terrace,  and,  with  some  difficulty,  persuaded 
him  to  accompany  me  to  the  only  Billiard  Table  in  the  miserable 
place.  We  both  got  gloriously  wet  on  our  way  to  this  havra  of 
amusement,  and  were  received  with  the  pleasing  intelligence  that  it 
was  engaged  by  a  private  party  of  two,  who  had  taken  it  until  the 
rain  ceased,  ami,  when  that  most  improbable  event  happened,  two 
other  despairing  lodgers  had  secured  the  reversion.  Another  rush 
home,  another  drenching,  another  change  of  everything,  except  DM 
weather,  brought  the  welcome  sight  of  dinner,  over  which  we  iondly 
lingered  for  nearly  two  mortal  hours. 

But  one  cannot  eat  all  day  long,  even  at  the  Sea-side  on  a  wet  day, 
and  accordingly  at  four  o'clock  I  was  again  cast  upon  my  own 
resources.  1  received,  I  confessj  a  certain  amount  of  grim  satisfac- 
tion at  seeing  BROWN — Bumptious  BROVVX,  as  we  call  him  in  the 
City,  he  being  a  Common  Councilman,  or  a  Liveryman,  or  something 
of  that  kind — pass  by  in  a  ny,  with  heaps  of  luggage  and  children, 
all  looking  so  depressingly  wet ; — and  it  he  had  not  the  meanness  to 
bring  with  him,  m  a  half-dozen  hamper,  six  bottles  of  his  abominable 
Gladstone  Claret !  He  grinned  at  me  as  he  passed,  like  a  Chester 
cat,  I  think  they  call  that  remarkable  animal,  and  1  afterwards 
learnt  the  reason.  He  had  been  speculating  for  a  rise  in  wheat,  and, 


as  ho  vulgarly  said,  the  rain  suited  his  book,  and  he  only  hoped  it 
would  last  for  a  week  or  two !  Ah !  the  selfishness  of  some  men  . 
What  cared  he  about  my  getting  wet  through  twice  in  one  day,  so 
long  as  it  raised  the  price  of  his  wretched  wheat  ? 

My  wife  coolly  recommended  mo  to  read  the  second  volume  o 
new  novel  she  had  got  from  the  Library,  called,  1  think,  East 
(;li/>iitr,  or  some  such  name,  but  how  can  a  man  read  in  a  room  with 
four  stout  healthy  boys  and  a  baby,  especially  when  the  said  baby  is 
evidently  very  uncomfortable,  and  the  four  boys  are  playing  at  leap- 
frog ?  Women  have  this  wonderful  faculty,  my  wife  to  a  remarkable 
extent.  I  have  often,  with  unfeigned  astonishment,  seen  her  appa- 
rently lost  in  the  sentimental  troubles  of  some  imaginary  heroine, 
while  the  noisy  domestic  realities  around  her  have  gone  on  unheeded. 

I  again  took  my  place  at  the  window,  and  gazed  upon  the  melan- 
choly sea,  and  remembered,  with  a  smile  of  bitter  irony,  how  1 
agreed  to  pay  an  extra  guinea  a  week  for  the  privilege  of  facing  the 
sea !— and  such  a  sea !    It  was,  of  course,  very  low  water- 
rally  is  at  this  charming  place ;   and  the  sea  had  retired  to  its 
extremest  distance,  as  if  utterly  ashamed  of  its  dull,  damp,  melan- 
choly appearance.     And  there  stood  that  ridiculous  apology  for  a 
Pier,  with  its  long,  lanky,  bandy  legs,  on  which  I  have  bwn  dragged 
every  evening  to  hear  the   Hand  play.     Such  a  Band, 
wheezy  cornet  was  bad  enough,  but  the  trombone,  with  its  two  notes 
that  it  jerked  out  like  the  snorts  of  a  starting  train,  was  a  caution. 
Oh,  that  poor  "  Stcfrthrart,"  with  which  we  were  favoured  every 
evening '.    I  always  pictured  her  to  myself  sitting  at  a  window  li 
ening,  enraptured,  to  a  serenade  from  that  Trombone ! 

But  there 's  no  Band  to-night,  not  a  solitarv  promenader  on  the 
bandv-legged  Pier,  I  even  doubt  if  the  Tier  Master  fc  ^ting  as 
usual  at  the  receipt  of  custom,  and  I  pull  down  the  blind,  to  shut 
out  the  miserable  prospect,  with  such  an  energetu  jerk  that  1  briii 
down  the  whole  complicated  machinery,  and  nearly  frighten  Baby 
into  a  fit,  while  the  four  irreverent  boys  indulge  in  a  loud  guftaw. 

Thank  goodness,  on  Saturday  I  exchange  our  miserable,  wheeey, 
asthmatic  Band  for  the  grand  orchestra  of  the  Covent  Garden 
Promenade  Concerts,  and  the  awful  perfume  of  rotten  seaweed  for 
the  bracing  atmosphere  of  glorious  London.  j^y  OUTSIDER 
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SONGS  OF  THE  STREETS. 

UPON  THE   KERB. 

UPON   the    Kerb,    a   Maiden 

neat — 
Her  watchet  eyes  are  passing 

sweet — 
There  stands  and  wait*  ii 

dire  distress : 

The  muddy  road  is  pitiless, 

And  'busses  thunder  down  the 

street! 

A  snowy  skirt,  all  frill  anc 

pleat ; 
Two  tiny,  well-shod,  dainty 

feet 

Peep  out,  beneath  her  kilted 
dress. 

Lpon  the  Kerb! 

She'll  first  advance  and  then 

retreat, 
Half  frightened  by  a  Hansom 

fleet. 
She    looks    around,    I   must 

confess, 
With  marvellous  coquettish 

ness ! — 
Then  droops  her  eyes  and  looks 

discreet, 

Upon  the  Krrb  ! 


"  WIND  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
RAJISBOTHAJT,  who  was  giving 
her  account  of  the  gale  ten 
days  ago  on  the  South-East 
Coastf?'  Wind !  Why,  mv 
dear,  it  blew  a  perfect  harico ! '" 


THE  Fisheries  Exhibition  is 
one  to  which  the  Fetes  have 
been  propitious. 


"  FAILURE  IK  THE  YARN 
TRADE." — Writing  some  un- 
successful Novels. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.    153. 


CARDINAL  HOWARD, 

THE   EX-LlFEOUARDMHAN,    WHOM   PRINCE   BlSMARCK    DIDN'T  FEEL   STRONG 
ENOUGH  TO   MEET. 


THE    WOPS. 

"  On  account  of  the  large  apple 
crops,  Wasps  are  remarkably  nu- 
merous this  year."  — 
Paper. 

How  doth  the  wobbling,  wily 

Wops 

Improve  each  shining  hour ! 
Within    the    peach   he  slyly 

stops, 
And    stings   with    all    Ids 


power 


How  skilfully  he  wheels 

around, 

And  maidens  makes  afraid  : 
He  loves  to  clear  the  pic-nic 

ground, 
And  roll  in  marmalade ! 

The  whispered  charm  of  lovers' 

talk 

He  '11  stop  without  ado : 
The  Vicar's  sermon    he  will 

balk, 
And  sting  the  Vicar  too ! 

On  cake  or  fruit  or  window- 
pane, 

On  pie  or  mutton-chops, 
He  '11  sharply  sting  and  come 

again — 
The  wobbling,  wily  Wops  ! 


SORROWFUL  ACCENTS. 

THE  Daily  News  speaks  of 
our  grare  concern  at  the  acute 
crisis  in  the  relations  between 
France  and  China.  This  is 
ndeed  "  accentuating  the 
difficulty." 

NEW  READING. 

THE  Drama's  Inns  the  Drama's 

slaverers  give, 
And  those  who  live  oil  "  soap," 

must  "  soap  "  to  live. 


SHAKSPEAEIAN  EEMAINS. 

OF  course  the  Shakspearian  Mayor,  and  the  Shakspearian  Vicar 
who  cleverly  Mazes  the  opportunity  for  letting  the  public  know  how 
badly  he  is  off  for  funds  for  his  Church's  restoration,  won't  allow 
>HAKSPEARE8  bones  to  be  exhumed.  By  the  way,  a  propos  of  a 
pertain  discussion  recently  started  about  burlesquing  any  work  of 
K-..,  utK'g  »e  have  just  received  the  fourth  volume  of  the  new 
of  Sir  \\AI.TKK  SCOTT'S  Dryden's  Works,  brought  out  by  Mr 
P'-*""""T- "  Ho !  BILLY  PATERSON  !  !'-of  Edinburgh,  in 

„.„.  and  excellent  type — quite  the  type  of  tvoe  for 

Uiose  who  read  by  kmp- light,— and  ably  edited  by  Mr.  GKORGF 
:-HY.     Here  we   rind   DRYDEN'S  version  of  SHAKSPEARE'S 


simply  a  Pantomimic  and 
a<,  s"ch  as  nowadays,  with  considerable 
j  odlV?4  wit!>  *«*t  success  at  the  Alham- 

or,  as  a  spectacle,  at  Her  Majesty's,  or  at  the  Porte  St  Alirtin 

?T^l<?    Glorious  JoiiN  ad 


itself,  that  DHYDEN'S  own  Prologue,  which,  as  Mr.  SAINTSBVRY 
justly  says,  is  "  one  of  the  most  masterly  tributes  ever  paid  at  the 
shrine  of  SHAKSPEARE,"  has,  in  its  connection  with  this  work,  all 
the  air  of  overdone  laudation  addressed  by  a  flatterer  with  a  present 
purpose  to  serve,  to  a  g^reat  man  before  his  face  and  coram  populo, 
whose  worth  he  is  going  to  depreciate,  and  on  that  depreciation 
intends  to  trade,  directly  his  back  is  turned. 

Glorious  JOHN,  like  the  Immortal  Bard  himself  when  he  played 
the  courtier  to  Queen  BETSY,  could  be  a  "  glorious  "  humbug  in  any 
really  indifferent  matter  involving  no  sacrifice  of  principle  ;  and  in 
this  Preface  of  his  to  The  Tempest  we  don't  believe  in  his  self- 
abnegation  when  he  shrinks  from  the  honour  of  "joining  his  imper- 
fections with  the  merits  of  DAVENANT  and  SHAKSPEARE."  Either  he 
rated  DAVENANT  too  high,  or  SHAKSPEARE  too  low ;  but  he  was  at 
all  events  obsequiously  polite  to  his  coUdboratew  in  coupling  his  name 
with  that  of  SHAKSPEARE.  It  might  have  been  a  "travesty"  had 
he  burlesqued  SHAKSFEARE'S  lines  and  characters,  and  called  it,  out 
of  compliment  to  the  Court,  Vivat  Rex;  or,  a  Dry'd'un  after  the 
Tempest. 

Compensation. 

(By  a  Londoner  in  a  Lost  Hansom  in  a  wilderness  of  Street  Repairs.) 

An !  Fate  to  trim  the  general  balance  fairly, 

It  must  be  fairly  owned,  her  level  best  tries  : 
Earthquakes  she  sends  the  South ;  we  get  them  rarely, 
But  then — we  have  our  Vestries ! 


"BOUND  IN  RUSSIA."—  On  account  of  the  recent  high-handed 
action  of  the  CZAR  in  Bulgaria,  this  unhappy  land  will  be  known  in 
future,  at  the  suggestion  of  its  titular  Prince,  as  "  Bully-garia." 


EUROPE'S  INQUIRY  OF  FRANCE.—  What  's  in  Annam  ? 
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GASTRONOMERS    AFLOAT. 

ifrs.  Fkuhpottle.  "WELL,  I  MUST  SAY,  MRS.  GUMBLEWAO,  I  LIKE  SOMETHING  SUBSTANTIAL  FOR  jrr  DINNER.    NOTHING,  I  THINK, 

CAN   BE   BETTER  THAN  SOMK   PEA-SOUP  TO  BEGIN  WITH;    THEN  A   BlLED   LEO    OF    MOTTON   WITH    PLENTY    OF     FAT,    WITH  TURNIPS  AND 
CAPER   SAI-CK  ;   THKN    SOME  TllIPE  AND  ONIONS,    AND  ONE  OR  TWO   NICE  SUET   DUMPLINOS  AS  A  FINISH  !" 

Mrs.  HituMcwag.  "Foa  MY  PART,  MUM,  I  PREFER  SOMETHING  MORE  TASTY  AND  FLAVOUBSOME-LIKE.    Now,  A  WELL-COOKED 
BULLOCK'S  HKAIIT,  TO  BE  FOLLOWED  BY  SOME   LIVER  AND   BACON,  AND  A  DISH  OF  GKEKNS.    AFTERWARDS  A  JAM  BOLSTER,  AND  A 

BLACK  PUDDIXO,  AND  SOME  TOASTED  CHEESE  TO  TOP  UP  WITH,  is  WHAT  I  CALL  A  DINNER  FIT  FOR  A " 

[Mr.  Doddleirig  dots  not  wail  to  htar  any  more  ! 


THE  TEUTON  BULLY. 

"  It  is  really  impossible  to  understand  why  tho  Chancellor's  organs  in  the 
Press  shuulil  sri/r  the  present  occasion  to  lecture  France,  isolated,  unoffending 
and  submissive  as  she  is,  as  though  she  were  meditating  some  sudden  aggres- 
sion."— The  Times, 

WiiKx'Franei'  was  sore  smitten  in  anguish  and  pain, 
She  lost  the  fair  fields  of  Alsace  and  Lorraine  ; 
she  bowed  to  the  Teuton,  and  then  came  surcease 
From  war,  and  an  era  of  calm  and  of  peace  : 
Si  why  should  the  German,  with  menacing  glance, 
Still  trample  the  conquered,  and  menace  fair  France  '' 

We  know  how  the  German's  invincible  line 

Of  soldiers  keeps  ever  the  watch  upon  Rhine, 

And  Franco  has  no  thought  of  revenue,  though  what  man, 

Burn  Frenchman,  but  sighs  when  he  thinks  on  Sedan. 

The  atmosphere 's  peaceful,  and  hard  'tis  to  guess 

Why  thunderbolts  issue  from  Germany's  press. 

The  strong  should  be  merciful, — why  should  a  threat 
Bring  back  to  our  minds  what  we  fain  would  forget? 
'I  lie  German  should  rest  since  secure  he  can  feel, 
Though  ploughshares  will  never  be  forged  from  his  steel; 
While  France  keeps  the  peace,  let  the  Teuton  to-day 
Take  shame  thus  the  part  of  the  bully  to  play. 


HISTORIC   ASSOCIATION   AT  THE   LYCEUM. 

Alii.  HKXUY  IRVIXO'S  dressing-room  is  to  be  henceforth  known  as 
'The  Star  Chamber." 


A  CUE  FOR  CIELKBS. 

"  Women  are  divided  into  two  classes,  thane  with  large  and  those  with 
small  thumbs.  A  lady  with  spatulate  fingers  and  a  small  thumb  will  have  an 
unlimited  fund  of  affection  and  freedom  of  soul ;  love  of  activity,  and  know- 
ledge of  real  life ;  she  loves  and  understands  horses  and  all  other  animals ; 
her  ideas  are  practical  and  useful." — "  Chiromancy,  or  the  Science  of  Palmit- 
iry,"  oy  HENRY  FRITH  and  ED.  HBROX-ALLEN. 

YF.  gods !    A  veritable  female  CRICHTON  ! 

Oh  FRITH,  oh  Hnunr-AlUV,  rcallv,  really 
'Tis  kind  an  anxious  world  thus  to  enlighten ; 

But  don't  you  put  it  rather  too  ideally  ? 
Or  are  small  female  thumbs  things  of  such  rarity  ? 

In  any  case  one  must  indeed  congratulate 
The  man  who  owns,  with  rapture  and  hilarity. 

A  wife  with  little  thumbs  and  fingers  spatulate. 
Only  it  does  seem  strange  that  we  should  come 

To  choose  our  spouses  by  the  "rule  of  thumb." 

LAVIKIA  was  reading  aloud — ("  Excellent  practice,"  Mrs.  RAMS- 
BOTHAM  considers  for  young  people,  and  she  adds,  "  so  soothing  after 
lunch  ") — the  Times'  review  of  Dr.  MEYER'S  learned  work  on  Jade  and 
Nephrite,  and  her  Aunt  gradually  dozed.  LAVINIA  read  on,  and  she 
was  just  finishing  this  paragraph — "  A  pair  of  bracelets  of  the  finest 

jade  cost  a  hundred ,"  when  Mrs.  RASISBOTHAJC  suddenly  and 

sharply  interrupted  her.  "  Don't  read  any  more  on  that  subject,  if 
you  please,  my  dear,"  she  said.  "  I  hate  to  hear  about  the  wicked 
extravagance  of  such  people  ;  and  how  a  respectable  newspaper  can 

take  notice  of  their  doings "    But  here  LAVIJOA  explained,  and 

her  Aunt  was  satisfied,  but  expressed  her  opinion  that  some  other 
word  might  have  been  found  besides  Jade. 
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CHILDE    CHAPPIE'S    PILGRIMAGE. 

CANTO  THE  SIXTH. 

i. 

ALL  have  their  hobbies— Music-Halls  were  thine, 
Childe  CiTArrrE  ;  halls  of  "  blue,"  and  brazen  glee. 

What  time  Big  Ben  is  boom- 
ing eight  or  nine, 
Johnnies,    late  -  dined,     in 

hurrying  Hansoms  flee 
Unto  her  shrine,  the  goddess 

bold  and  free 
Yclepf'The  Comic,"nymph 

of  gold-dyed  hair 
And  wiles  as  numerous  as 

her  bondsmen  be. 
So   to   the   crowded  circus 

forth  they  fare, 
With   cads   and  clowns  to 
herd,  and  their  diversions 
share. 

n. 

The  Curtain 's  up,  the  spa- 
""  cious  Stage  is  cleared, 
Hundreds  on  hundreds  piled 

are  seated  round ; 
Long  ere  the  fiddler's  first 

faint  squeak  is  heard, 
Small  room  for  the  belated 

guest  is  found. 

Here','Arries,  shop-boys,  blowsy'dames  abound, 
And  nymphs  of  vivid  tint  and  valiant  eye. 
In  gilded  ooxes  raised  above  the  ground 
The  gilded  youth,  black-garbed,  of  snowy  tie, 
Cluster,  each  like  to  each  as  'pie  to  chattering  'pie. 

ni. 

Hushed  is  the  din  of  sounds — a  cheer  succeeds. 
With  gleaming  teeth,  loose  lips,  and  ogling  glance, 
Two  shrill-voiced  girls  in  bangles,  braids,  and  beads, 
To  the  footlights  with  airy  bound  advance. 
Boldly  they  wink  and  brazenly  they  prance, 
Shrilling  suggestive  ballads  ghastly-gay. 
The  Gallery  bellows  as  they  smirk  and  dance, 
Point  the  coarse  jest  with  cunning  facial  play ; 
Then  with  conventional  gambols  flirt  and  frisk  away. 

IV. 

In  hat  of  sheen  and  gaudy  garb  arrayed, 
Hear  hoarse  the  loud  bull-throated  ''  Comique  "  roar ! 
With  jewelled  hands  exultantly  displayed, 
Before  the  admiring  herd,  "  Hangcore  !  Hangcore .' " 
The  shop-boys  shout,  and  the  coarse  brassy  bore 
Blares  forth  eulogium  of  the  nightly  deed 
Of  some  inebriate  swaggering  Cad  once  more, 
Whilst  whistles  shrill  more  piercing  than  Pan's  reed, 
And  CHAPPIE  claps  gloved  hands,  and  puffs  the  odorous  weed. 

Y. 

Thriea  calls  the  audience,  loud  the  Gallery  bawls, 
The  band  responds,  and  expectation  mute 
Gapes  round  the  gaudy  circle's  peopled  walls. 
Bounds  on  once  more  the  loud  and  leering  brute, 
And,  blandly  smirking,  beats  with  trim-shod  foot 
Ihe  boards  in  dance  suggestive,  lewd,  and  low, 
Here,  there,  with  blushless  front  and  motley  suit, 
His  dandy  crutch-stick  waving  too  and  fro ; 
1  shine  his  gills,  his  ogling  eyes  dilated  glow. 

n. 

Such  the  unworthy  sports  that  oft  invite 
Ihe  cockney  maid,  that  draw  the  cockney  swain. 
T<urture<[  in  vulgar  LewdneM.  these  delight 
In  jest  suggestive,  gloating  o'er  the  plain 
Immodesties  that  souls  corrupt  anil  stain, 

e  hideous  trail  our  modern  manners  show  • 
«  how  fruits  corrupt  in  humble  homes  remain 
lo  spread  the  rottenness  whose  hidden  now 
-•fouls  the  stream  of  life,  lays  social  honour  low. 

VII. 

And  many  a  time  and  oft  had  CHAPPIE  loved- 
Or  dreamed  he  loved,  such  joys  are  a  mad  dream- 
lo  lounge  in  state,  stiff-collared,  s 


Ot  wit,  or  ray  of  honest  fun,  which  flings 
Health  over  all,  from  coarsenesslmay  redeem, 
Applauding  loud  when,  with  spasmodic  spring, 
The  silk-hosed  shameless  siren  bounded  to  the  wing. 

vm. 

To  boldly-flaunted  form  helwas  not  blind, 
Proud  in  such  pander-wisdom  to  be  wise  ; 
The  little  lustful  thing  he  called  his  mind 
Peeped  critical  from  cynic-satyr  eyes. 
Not  passion  moved  him  that  can  burn  and  rise, 
But  vulgar  vice  that  digs  its  own  cold  tomb, 
Dead  e'en  before  its  foolish  votary  dies, 
Pleasure's  palled  victim !    Boredom's  leaden  gloom 
Of  CHAPPIE  and  his  peers  is  the  appointed  doom. 

IX. 

Could  such  smart  flutterers  midst  the  vulgar  throng 
Themselves  with  critic  clearness  contemplate, 
Had  they  the  power  of  self-descriptive  song 
To  picture  plain  their  pitiable  state, 
Perchance  their  tale  the  fever  might  abate 
Of  youths  who  yearn  to  know  the  demon  sway 
Of  modish  Comus,  learning  all  too  late 
The  nullity  of  Pleasure  night  and  day, 
Set  faintly  forth  in  this  imaginary  lay : 

1. 

Nay,  smile  not  at  my  heavy  brow, 
T  Alas  !  I  cannot  smile  again  ; 
Not  e'en  the  "  Boy  "  can  cheer  me  now,    • 
And  strongest     pick-me-ups  "  are  vain. 

2. 

And  dost  thou  ask  what  secret  woe 
I  bear,  corroding  joy  and  youth  ? 
Why  so  despondently  I  go, 
Aid  trail  my  cane  and  pick  my  tooth  ? 

3. 
It  is  not  love,  it  is  not  hate, 

Nor  heavy  bets  that  I  have  lost, 
That  makes  me  loathe  my  present  state, 

And  fly  what  I  once  prized  the  most. 

4. 
It  is  that  weariness  which  springs 

From  everything  I  hear  or  see. 
To  me  Burlesque  no  pleasure  brings, 

E'en  legs  have  lost  their  charm  for  me. 

5. 
It  is  that  beastly  settled  gloom 

That  makes  all  life  a  horrid  bore  ; 
The  race-course,  stage,  bar,  billiard-room, 

I  've  seen  the  whole  stale  round  before. 

G. 
What  Johnny  from  himself  can  flee  ? 

There  's  no  new  drink  to  wet  one's  throat ; 
It 's  just  the  same  old  swim,  you  see, 

We  're  always  in  the  same  old  boat. 

7. 

Some  other  Johnnies — green  ones — seem 
Chirpy,  and  more  than  half  awake. 


To  them  the  milk  's  not  lost  its  cream, 
Life  asks  them  still,  "  What  will  yo 


you  take 


8. 


To  me  it 's  all  confounded  slow, 
Mashing  and  plunging,  love  and  thirst. 

Upon  my  word  I  hardly  know 
Of  all  life's  bores  which  is  the  worst. 

9. 
' '  Chippy,  old  CHAPPIE  ?  "    Oh,  don't  ask ! 

Stale 's  not  the  word,  old  man,  I  swear. 
I  feel — well,  like  a  dry-drained  cask, 

With  nought  but  the  blue  devils  there. 


IP  a  result  of  the  Fisheries  Exhibition  is  to  give  us  cheaper  fish.— 
oi  which  there  is  not  much  sign  at  present,  though  as  we  read  a  lot 
about  herrings  at  twopence  a  dozen,  the  price  which  we  pay  of  a 
shilling  or  one-and-threepence  a  dozen  is  as  much  a  problem  as  the 
old  one  of  the  herring  and  a  half  at  a  pennv  half  penny,— and  if  the 
B  ishmonger  is  to  get  the  pull  of  the  Butcher,  then  London  will  be 
known  as  the  Fishtropolis  instead  of  as  the  Meatropolis.  This  will 
probably  happen  when  grunters  become  aeronauts  and  fly  about  in  a 
sow-westerly  breeze. 


MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unlem  accompanied 
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SEA-SIDE-SPLITTERS. 


Muscle  Gathoreri. 


A  Gnaw  Verier. 


EASTEND-ON-MUD. 

(Extracts  from  the  Note-Book  of  our  Coast-District  Visitor. ) 

How  to  get  to  Eattend-on-Mud. — By  one  of  the  dirtiest  and  most 
unpunctual  of  railways,  which  starts  from  a  hideous  station  some- 
where in  the  heart  of  the  City.  The  terminus  in  question  is  now 
being  enlarged  by  the  addition  of  some  new  refreshment-rooms, 
intended  to  be  used  by  Oriental  travellers  fresh  from  India  and 
Australia,  who.  it  is  presumed,  will  defer  their  long-anticipated  visits 
to  their  friends  and  relations  to  eat  an  enticing  dainty  known 
as  a  "  'am  sandwich,"  and  drink  a  g^ass  of  some  mysterious  liquid 
called  "  sherry  "  on  reaching  the  arrival  platform.  Thus  the  dusty- 
station  grub  is  gradually  developing  into  the  dingy-station  butterfly. 
After  leaving  London,  the  line  passes  through  miles  of  flat  marshes, 
occasionally  hugging  the  river  to  afford  glimpses  of  training-ships 
and  drainage-works,  finally  emerging  at  Bastend,  after  skirting  for 
a  considerable  distance  an  amphibious  track  which  is  at  high  water  a 
shallow  brook,  and  at  low  water  a  muddy  ditch.  There  is  an  alter- 
native route  by  water,  which  takes  many  hours.  The  steamer  starts 
from  London  Bridge.  For  the  convenience  of  the  passengers,  il 
would  be  better  if  it  could  start  from  Hanwell. 

The  Pier. — Said  to  be  the  longest  in  the  world.  It  is  very  narrow 
and  rather  rickety-  It  is  now  under  repair.  It  is  supplied  with  a 
tramway,  upon  which  runs  (or  rather  is  pushed  by  a  man — half  sailoi 
— half  porter)  a  truck.  This  truck  travels  occasionally  to  the  end  oi 
the  Pier  in  search  of  luggage.  When  a  bandbox  is  captured,  the  truck 
returns  to  the  Toll-Taker  triumphantly.  There  are  many  legends 
about  the  building  of  this  immense  Pier.  The  best  authenticated  is 
that  it  was  constructed  many  years  ago  by  the  inhabitants  of  East- 
eiul-on-Mud,  who  then  made  a  last  desperate  and  futile  effort  to 
escape  from  their  dreary  dwelling-place  to  the  other  side  of  the 
river.  There  is  a  sort  of  refreshment-lighthouse  at  the  end  of  the 
structure,  where  storm-signals  are  hoisted,  and  shrimps,  sweetstuff, 
ovstiTs,  and  ginger-beer  are  sold  to  the  adventurous.  It  is  presumec 
that  the  shrimps  and  oysters  are  caught,  and  the  sweetstuff  anc 
ginger-beer  manufactured  by  the  lighthouse-keeper,  as  his  com- 
munications with  the  mainland,  on  account  of  his  distance  from  it, 
cannot  be  numerous. 

Tin-  Bathing. — When  you  can  catch  the  tide,  you  may  take  a  dip 
from  a  machine.  But  you  must  be  on  the  watch,  and  seize  your 
opportunity.  The  moment  the  water  reaches  the  shore,  dash  in.  Be 
ready,  and  do  not  have  to  delay  to  finish  your  toilette  «<•  bain,  or  the 
waves  will  be  off  and  away  for  about  three  miles,  not  to  return  to 
you  again  for  twice  as  many  hours.  Once  having  caught  the  water 
you  can  delightfully  disport  yourself  in  it — that  is  to  say,  if  yoi 
don't  mind  the  mud. 

The  Apartments. — Not  unlike  the  lodgings  at  Margate  or  Herne 
Bav.  However,  as  Eastend-on-Mud  has  a  great  name  for  its  air 
said  to  be  invaluable  to  convalescents,  the  rooms  are  generally  fur- 

Thns 
remain 
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nished  with  a  tpupjon  of  some  recently-discarded  complaint, 
the  parlours  will  have  six  horse-hair  chairs,  a  table,  and  the  i 


>f  the  ohicken-pox :  the  drawing-room,  a  sideboard,  a  piano,  and  n  few 
)ld  measles ;  and  tne  second  floor  front,  a  print  of  the  Duke  of  \Vn.- 
utifOTOlf.  some  china  ornaments,  a  cabinet,  and  all  that  the  last 
enants  have  left  of  the  whooping-cough. 

The  Amusements.— Chie&y  "  shrimps  and  tea,  ninepenoe."  But 
there  are  also  a  Theatre  and  a  Band.  The  Theatre  has  rather  a  small 
stage,  upon  which,  however,  as  the  Management  is  ambitious,  the 
most  startling  effects  are  attempted.  Consequently,  the  Eastenders 
are  never  surprised  when  they  learn  that  the  Lessee  has  made  up  his 
mind  to  treat  them  to  a  realistic  representation  of  an  earthquake,  or 
a  railway  collision  on  a  platform  not  very  much  larger  than  an  ample 
mantelpiece.  The  Lessee  has  a  capital  company,  and  he  and  they  speak 
English  fluently — as  English  is  spoken  in  Dublin  !  He  is  as  much  at 
lome  in  his  "  popular  assumption"  of  Hamlet  as  in  his  "  favourite 
role  "  of  Box.  Need  it  be  said  after  this,  that  he  also  shines  in  Bur- 
esqne  ?  But,  perhaps,  the  Band  is  the  favourite  amusement  of  the 
Eastenders.  It  consists  of  about  eight  performers,  who  wear  a  uniform 
which,  seemingly,  belonged  to  a  Light  Cavalry  Regiment  that  may 
lave  been  disbanded  for  insubordination.  The  tunics,  forage-cap*, 
and  over-alls  are  intensely  and  aggressively  military.  Thus,  ratner 
a  comical  effect  is  produced  when  the  fiercely-martial  musicians  (who 
are  warriors  every  inch  of  them — except  their  boots)  perform  on  a 
few  mild  violins,  a  harp,  and.a  flute — instrument*  better  suited  to  the 
after-part  of  a  pennv  steamer  rather,  than  to  the  parade-ground  of 
the  tented  field.  Tne  bandsmen  keep  up  their  military  character, 
however,  by  a  sort  of  an  "  independant  firing"  at  the  tune,  which 
they  only  occasionally  hit.  The  flute  is  evidently  deaf,  as  he  pays 
no  sort  of  attention  to  the  proceedings  of  his  colleagues,  and,  pre- 
sumably, dumb,  as  he  sometimes  omits  a  note  from  lack  of  breath. 
None  of  the  others  take  the  slightest  notice  of  the  energetic  baton  of 
the  well-intentioned  Conductor  with  the  exception  of  tne  harp.  The 
performer  on  this  instrument  seems  to  be  in  the  power  of  his  leader, 
who,  possibly,  attracts  his  attention  by  constantly  whispering  in  his 
ear,  lf  By  Jove,  Sir,  I  know  your  guilty  secret,  and  will  hang  you  if 
you  don  t  follow  my  beats !  "  Seemingly,  the  band  receives  some  of 
its  income  from  the  sale  of  programmes,  and  this  being  the  case  the 
trade  in  these  publications  is  rendered  "  brisk  "  by  a  kind  of  game  of 
"melodious  questions  and  answers."  The  number  of  a  tune  is  given  on 
a  placard,  and  then  you  guess  what  it  possibly  can  be,  receiving  only 
the  confusing  assistance  of  the  musicians  in  making  the  solution. 
When  you  are  tired  of  puzzling  over  the  problem,  you  refer  to  the 
programme,  and  there  find  under  the  number  quoted  the  answer  to 
the  musical,  or  ratner  unmusical  riddle.  This  exercise  must  be  noted 
as  one  of  the  principal  "  distractions  "  (as  foreigners  would  say)  of 
this  little  far-from- watering  place. 

Deepseaville.—Not  for  a  moment  to  be  associated  with  Eastend-on- 
Mud,  of  which,  however,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  it  is  in  reality  a 
rapidly  increasing  suburb.  It  has  a  "  Parade "  and  an  "  Estate 
Office''  and  an  "Enclosure."  This  latter  is  a  well-kept  garden,  to 
which  the  residents  are  admitted  on  purchasing  a  "household 
ticket "  at  a  shilling  a  week.  The  "  outside  Public  "  (by  which  are 
meant  Cockneys  in  general,  and  Eastenders  in  particular)  can  only 
gain  an  entrance  by  producing  sixpence  a  person.  This  charge  is 
made  (so  a  real  live  park-keeper  in  a  livery,  including  a  red  waiscoat 
and  a  gold  hat-band,  tells  you)  to  keep  the  place  select.  There  is 
also  an"1'  Imperial  Hotel,"  with  an  excellent  table  d'hote  (with  a  menu 
in  local  French)  and  a  cellar  of  decent  wine  at  reasonable  prices. 
There  are  also  afternoon  toilettes,  and  Mashers  from  adjacent 
military  stations,  and  Anglo-Indian  inralidet,  deserters  from  Bath 
and  Cheltenham,  and  a  ball  is  given  now  and  again,  of  which  the 
chief  item  is  a  salade  of  white  muslin  and  red  uniforms,  in  fact, 
"  the  town  on  the  cliff"  claims  a  place  with  Folkestone  and  South- 
sea,  and  is  apt  to  sneer  at  Scarborough.  Thus,  while  the  humble 
excursionist  to  Eastend  drops  her  aspirates,  the  haughty  denizen  of 
Deepseaville  turns  up  her  nose ! 

Conclusion.  —  Debit  the  subject  of  theae  notes  with  a  wretched 
railway,  a  great  deal  of  mud,  and  far  too  many  Bank-Holiday 
makers.  Put  on  the  credit-side  splendid  air,  pretty  scenery,  a  con- 
stantly-changing panorama  of  ships  outward  and  homeward  bound, 
and  a  perfectlv  harmless  population.  Balance  the  two,  and  the 
result  will  be  that,  take  it  all  round  (a  very  long  way  round  both  by 
land  and  river),  Eastend-on-Mud  is  not  half  bad.  Only  cymes  will 
lay  a  stress  upon  the  half  ' 

Oh!  those  Boys: 

THE  following  advertisement  appeared  in  the  Tjaiiy  JV<  ITS  .• — 

A  Comfortable  HOME  WANTED  for  an  amusing  little  MOXKEY,  to 
be  SOLD  cheap. 

Alas,  here  is  another  unfortunate  parent  who  is  unable  to  solve  the 
great  question  of  the  day,  namely,  "What  shall  we  do  with  our  Poys  ?  " 

IF  France  should  want  to  treat  with  the  Blai-k  Flags,  and  send 
them  a  Wnite  One,  she  hasn't  got  one  now. 
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urn  -when  the  time  arrived  for  making  out  the  bill,  I 
ook  my  departure.  Mv  quondam  guests  bore  my  absence 
with  the  most  admirable  fortitude. 

I  reached  the  Railway  Station.     The  King  was  sur- 

ounded  by  courtiers.    I  pushed  my  way  amongst  them. 

lis  Majesty  saw  me  coming,  and  retired  rather  suddenly 

nto  his  carriage.     I  hastened  to  the  entrance  and  placed 

my  hand  upon  the  door. 

As  I  looked  at  his  Majesty,  I  could  not  help  noticing 
hat  he  had  certainly  changed  since  I  had  seen  him  last, 
ome  twenty  years  before.  That  this  should  be  so  filled 
me  with  the  utmost  astonishment,  but  so  it  was. 

"  Sire,"  said  I.  falling  upon  my  knees,  and  kissing  the 
teps  of  the  railway  carriage,  "  I  hope  you  will  have  a 
ine  journey." 

"  Thanks ! "  replied  his  Majesty,  hastily  putting  up  the 
vindow,  which  I  had  thoughtlessly  left  unguarded  to 
>erform  my  simple  act  of  homage,  and  thus  cutting  me 
)fi  from  further  communication  with  him.  In  another 
,wenty  minutes  the  train  had  started  on  its  journey. 

But  there  was  a  world  of  meaning  in  his  Majesty's 
exclamation  of  "  Thanks ! "  A  world  of  meaning.  As 
'.  shall  demonstrate — hereafter ! 


BETWEEN    DIEPPE    AND    NEWHAVEN. 

Old  Lady  (to  Jones,  who  always  makes  a  point  of  being  civil  to  rich-looking  Old 
Ladies,  who  appear  to  be  alone  in  the  world).  "  How  KIND  AND  ATTENTIVE  YOU'VE 
BEEN  TO  ME  ALL  THE  WAY.  YOU  BEHIND  ME  OF  THE  YOUNGEST  OF  MY  FIFTEEN 
DEAR  NEPHEWS  ! " 


HOW  THE  KING  OP  SPAIN  WAS  INTERVIEWED. 

(A  Story  of  "  the  Times.") 

THE  Ambassador  was  certainly  very  busy,  but  I  firmly  took  hold  of  his 
button,  and  followed  him  about  all  day.  It  was  inconvenient,  but  necessary. 
Thus  I  had  an  opportunity  of  approaching  the  subject  dearest  to  my  heart  in  the 
pauses  of  business. 

"  The  King  would  very  much  like  to  see  you,"  said  his  Excellency,  "  but  he  is 
iu  engaged." 

I  explained  to  the  Ambassador  that  His  Majesty  need  be  under  no  apprehen- 
sion that  the  time  employed  in  giving  me  an  interview  would  be  lost.  But  my 
friend  would  not  be  convinced ;  strangely  enough,  he  seemed  to  become  very 
weary.  He  said  he  would  see  me  no  more,  but  leave  me  to  his  successor — that  he 
intended  to  resign.  Then,  flinging  himself  upon  a  sofa,  he  began  to  snore,  j 
sat  beside  him  on  a  stool,  for  I  would  not  let  go  my  hold  for  a  moment.  The 
Ambassador  is  the  pink  of  courtesy,  but  he  is  also  a  Diplomatist. 

"The  King,"  muttered  his  Excellency  at  length,  speaking  in  his  sleep,  "  tht 
King  will  be  at  the  Kail  way  Station  at  nine  o'clock." 

This  was  enough  for  me  !  I  let  go  the  button,  and  rushed  out  of  the  room 
I  saw  my  way  to  the  long-desired  interview  with  His  Majesty. 

And  now  1  must  tell  you  an  anecdote.    A  few  relatives  have  come  to  stay  a 

week  with  me.    Amongst  the  number  were  my  wife's  father,  my  sister's  brother- 

jiT'         ?  second  cousin  of  my  aunt  by  marriage.   These  worthy  people— tired 

and  hungry  from  long  journeys,  averaging  a  thousand  miles  or  so  a-piece— arrivec 

in  due  course.    Thev  put  their  heads  out  of  their  cab-windows  to  greet  me 

I  shouted,  "don't  get  out— you  must  all  go  home  again !  " 

.L      ly  S|;elne4  surprised— even  disappointed— but  obeyed.     In  a  few  minute: 

ibs,  loaded  with  undisturbed  luggage,  were  returning  to  the  Stations.    Thu 

1  sacrificed  my  relatives  and  myself.    It  is  true  they  had  invited  themselves,  bu 

what  of  that  :•    I  should  have  been  charmed  to  have  entertained  them  had  I  no 

fvl  j          asked  a  few  friends  to  dinner.    I  had  arranged  a  simpl< 

f«M.     1  hastened  to  the  restaurant  where  my  guests  were  already  assembled 

"  v«r    j    more  cos   y  Banquet  than  that  already  commanded. 

My  dear  ones,"  I  said.    "  You  must  dine  without  me.    This  worthy  man  ' 

aid  my  hand  affectionately  on  the  shoulder  of  a  rich  but  rather  sting\ 

wid  vou  W^uests  "    W°          man  ^  represent  me'     He  sha11  be  vour  host 
Having  also  explained  this  idea  thoroughly  to  the  head-waiter,  so  as  to  guid 


"THE  FAIRY  TALES  OF  SCIENCE." 

(Inscribed  to  the  "  Red  Lions  "  of  the  British  Association.) 

STRANGE  are  all  the  tales  of  olden  ages, 

All  the  wondrous  lays  of  fairy  lore, 
Shrined  in  legends  on  the  well-thumbed  pages, 

Dear  to  childhood's  heart  for  evermore. 
Though  the  elves  have  left  the  leaves  and  roses, 

Fled  perchance  to  unknown  lands  afar, 
Still  more  strange  each  tale  the  Century  knows  is — 

Records  of  the  land  and  sea  and  star. 

Puck  could  girdle  earth  in  forty  minutes— 

So  said  SIIAKSPEARE'S  elf  with  boastful  mind  ; 
Electricity  can  start  and  win  its 

Wondrous  race,  and  leave  the  fay  behind. 
Send  a  maiden  telephonic  greeting, 

Where  the  Mississippi's  waves  are  curl'd, 
You  shall  hear  how  true  her  heart  is  beating, 

Under  all  the  seas  of  half  the  world. 

Yonder  child  with  Fever's  hand  is  stricken, 

Science  comes  to  ease  the  labouring  breath, 
Shows  how  germs  are  born  and  how  they  quicken, 

Air  and  water  may  be  charged  with  death. 
See  the  microscope  new  scenes  preparing, 

In  the  Wonderland  its  bright  lens  gives, 
And  the  physiologist  declaring 

That  great  paradox,  "  Life  dies,  death  lives." 

How  mankind,  in  ages  pre-historic, 

Lived  on  lake,  in  cave,  or  by  the  sea, 
Science  tells,  and  how,  with  meteoric 

Speed,  his  flinty  arrowheads  would  flee. 
Mastodons  would  walk  the  woods  primeval, 

Pterodactyls  mighty  wings  would  raise, 
When  the  ichthyosaurus  lived  coeval 

With  the  Mammoth  monsters  of  old  days. 

See  the  pale  astronomer  unsleeping, 

GALILEO'S  spirit  in  his  soul, 
Watches,  as  some  comet's  train  comes  sweeping, 

Where  the  immemorial  planets  roll. 
Star  on  star  shines  on  beyond  all  naming, 

Haply  Principalities  and  Pow'rs  ; 
All  the  mighty  Universe  proclaiming — 

There  are  certes  other  worlds  than  ours. 

List,  then,  to  the  Fairy  Tales  of  Science, 

Solemn  and  stupendous  and  sublime ; 
Nature's  voice  speaks  out  in  proud  defiance 

To  the  puny  sceptics  of  our  time. 
Age  to  age  speaks  on,  each  generation — 

Finds  new  wonders  coming  at  its  call, 
While  wise  men,  be  sure,  of  every  nation, 

Recognise  the  First  great  Cause  of  all ! 

"  IT  was  a  very  fair  dinner  at  Sir  GOKGY  BUSTER'S," 
said  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM  ;  "  though  I  think  a  little  more 
attention  might  have  been  bestowed  on  the  entresuh.  and 
if  the  lights  had  had  what  the  French  call  their  '  Shade- 
overs  '  it  would  have  been  better  for  the  eyes." 
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TIIK  (iKNTLE  CITI/KX  TO 
THE  BURGLAR. 

(A  Suburban  Pastoral  of  the  Season.) 

OH  !  oome  to  me,  my  cracksman  bold, 

And  sack  my  silver,  bag  my  gold ! 

Thy  season  now  hath  well  set  in, 

When  thou  mayst  loot  with  a  safe  skin. 

liehold  the  paths  are  all  made  plain 

For  thy  pursuit  of  pleasant  gain. 

So  come,  0  happv  Burglar,  come 

To  my  retired  suburban  home  ! 

I  probably  shall  not  be  there, 

But  some  old  female  "  taking  care," 

Yet  let  not  that  thy  visit  stay, 

The  wine,  the  plate  are  not  away. 

On  hospitable  thoughts  intent, 

I  did  not  send  them  ere  I  went, 

Myself  in  holiday  ease  to  anchor, 

With  churlish  forethought  to  my  banker. 

Perish  the  thought !    The  ancient  dame 

Is  deaf  and  fond  of  gin.    Thy  game 

Is  all  before  thee  where  to  choose, 

Scarce  needing  use  of  soft  list-shoes. 

Come  then  to  my  suburban  villa ! 

Its  walls  to  thy  predacious  skill,  a 

Small  obstacle  indeed  will  prove. 

The  decorations  cracksmen  love, 

The  gable  porch,  verandah  low, 

Trellis  and  trailer,  sweetly  show 

The  way  to  upper  windows  clear ; 

Then  there  are  handy  ladders  near, 

Thick  shrubberies  in  which  to  lurk 

Whilst  contemplating  thy  sweet  work  ; 

Soft  turfy  plots  to  hush  thy  tread ; 

The  dog  is  fat  and  overfed. 

As  for  the  Bobby,  why,  his  beat 

Is  three  miles  long,  and  shouldst  thou  meet 

That  devious  wanderer  on  thy  wav, 

Smash  him !  To  thee  'tis  mere  child's  play. 

He 's  armed  with  nothing  but  a  stick, 

Thy  pistol 's  prompt,  thy  aim  is  quick. 

Kindlv  Authority  will  not 

Arm  X  13  with  blade  or  shot. 

Should  he  disturb  thee  at  thy  task, 

Thou  hast  knife,  bludgeon,  pistol,  mask. 

So  careful  is  the  Law  to  give 

Odds  on  thy  side — that  thou  mayst  live 

A  life  of  long  and  easy  crime, 

And  score  off  Bobby  lt  all  the  time." 

He  comes!  Thou hold'st  revolver!  Pull  it! 

Poor  Peeler 's  potted  by  a  bullet  ; 

Or  if,  with  Bobby's  usual  pluck, 

And  something  more  than  common  luck, 

He  close  with  thee,  and  thou  must  ny  : 

Leave  him  crushed,  riddled,  there — to  die! 

So  come,  O  happy  Burglar,  come 

To  my  retired  suburban  home  ! 

Come,  Toby  Crackit,  come,  Hill  Sikes  ! — 

Whichever  nn»irn  thee  belikes — 

Come,  lift  my  windows,  scale  my  doorway, 

Whilst  I  'm  away  in  France  or  Norwav, 

Come !    If  thou  dost  not,  with  impunity, 

"J'is  nut  far  taint  qf  opportunity  ! 


DOMESTIC  METEOROLOGY. 

By  a  Fireside  Philosopher. 

"  Btltiti'rf"  IfiimfJifi/. — Tendency  to  tear- 
fulness on  the  part  of  Materf  amilias  and  the 
girls,  on  Paterfamilias  saying  that  he  "  can't 
aft'ord  a  holiday  this  year." 

Deic-Point. — The  point  attained — lach- 
rymnlly  —  when  Paterfamilias,  after  an 
hour's  argument,  requests,  imperatively, 
that  he  may  "  have  no  more  nonsense !  " 

Tension  nf  I'upintr.—  Phenomenon  mani- 
fested on  the  first  signs  of  relenting  on  the 
part  of  Papa. 

Drying  Poiccr. — Immediate  influence  of 
the  appearance  of  the  cheque-book. 


ART    IN    THE    MIDLANDS. 

Visitor  (at  the  Shoddyville  Art  Ga!!>-n/:.  "  WHO  PAINTED  THIS  PORTRAIT.  DO  YOU  KNOW  ?' 
Curator.  "  I  BELIEVE  BY  SOMK  LONDON  FIRM,  SIR  ! !  " 


MORE  BOOTHEIUTION.— Even  the  Correspondent  of  the  Times  at  Geneva,  usually  so 
remarkably  favourable  to  the  doings  of  the  eccentric  Miss  Boom—the  Fair  Booth— admitted 
last  week  that  she  was  clearly  in  the  wrong,  and  the  Neufchatel  Authorities  distinctly"  in  the 
right.  Perhaps  this  will  be  gradually  understood  by  Authorities  in  this  land  of  a  hundred 
religions  and  only  one  sauce — though  the  Boothists  can  supply  the  last-named  article  pretty 
t'nvly .  When,  within  the  last  fortnight,  the  "  General "  sublet  the  Kagle  Tavern  to  a  publican, 
and  presumably  a  sinner,  not  a  Salvationist,  the  former  requested  thnt  the  ease  might  be 
heard  in  private.  When  a  "General"  actuallv  wants  to  be  degraded  to  the  rank  of  a 
"  Private,  the  next  in  command  might  humour  him.  Everyone  to  his  own  opinion,  with  a 
perfect  right  to  express  it  quietly  or  keep  it  to  himself.  But  noise,  rowdyism,  aggressiveness, 
in  the  public  exhibition  of  what  is  intended  to  be  a  religious  sen-ice,  becomes  a  General 
Nuisance,  which  can't  be  disposed  of,  we  regret  to  say,  in  private. 


CHANGE   OF   TITLE. — He  is  not  to  be  called  "Grand  Old  Man  "any  mor ,? ;  but,  if  you 
ax  us  what  his  new  name  is  to  be,  it  is  "  A  First-rate  Feller." 
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ANOTHER    LITTLE    HOLIDAY    CRUISE. 

Starting — -Homeric  —  Hebrides — Opinions — Morning — Scrubbing — 
Lurching  —  Erin —  Salutations —  Costume —  Tubbing  —  Fine — 
Tapley  Junii» —  Nautical  —  Breakfast  —  Weather  — •  Reporting 
Progress — Maps — Hints — Hooks — Studies — Shooting. 

WE  are  starting.  I  am  made  aware  of  this  about  five  o'clock  A.M 
The  overture  commences  with  a  quick  movement  on  deck  within  a 
few  inches  of  my  nose. 

Happy  Quotation  (Shukspean'tin). — "  Sleep,  gentle  sleep,  Nature's 
soft  nurse,  how  have  they  frightened  thee,  that  I  no  more  can  lay  my 
eyelids  down  and  steep  my  senses  in  forge tfulness."  They  do  scrub 
and  rub.  This  is  what  I  suppose  they  call  "  clearing  the  decks  for 
action  " — the  action  being  our  presently  starting  to  cruise  about  the 
Hebrides.  "The  Hebrides"  sounds  like  Greek.and  seem  somehow 
to  be  associated  with  HOMER.  HOMEH  and  the  Hebrides  strikes  me 
as  a  familiar  title.  It  will  have  more  the  ring  of  a  long  voyage  to 
say,  when  I  return  to  London — saying  it,  of  course,  quite  carelessly, 
as  an  everyday  occurrence—"  Oh,  I  've  been  to  the  Hebrides,"  than 
merely  to  tell  my  friends,  "I've  been  yachting  about  the  coast  of 
Scotland."  There  are  some  people,  I  am  sure,  who  will  simply  regard 

nn  ...:»1.  —     1*1: ._£__        J   _  - ;-V  '  j   _  j>t  -i  ^ 


, 
and-so,  who  has  just  returned  from  the  Hebrides. 

Were  I  simply  to  say,  "  I  've  been  yachting  off  the  coast  of  Scot- 
land," the  sort  of  people  alluded  to  above  would  be  inclined  to  laugh 
or  sneer  at  such  a  way  of  yachting  ;  in  fact,  they  would  doubt  my 
statement  altogether,  and  be  prepared  to  swear  that  I  had  never  been 
'off  the  coast  of  Scotland"  at  all,  but  had  contented  myself  with 
remaining  on  it,  and  imagining  the  rest.  And  others,  the  bold 
buccaneers  who  never  get  further  than  the  edge  of  the  Serpentine, 
would  observe,  satirically,  that  they  didn't  think  much  of  yachting 
always  in  sight  of  land.  "That's  not,"  they'd  say,  "whaUAey 
call  going  to  sea." 

So,  for  the  sake  of  friends  and  acquaintances  at  a  distance,  I  am 
glad  that  our  Commander  is  taking  us  among  the  Hebrides. 

Oh.  that  scrubbing  and  rubbing  !  Does  anyone  ever  get  accus- 
tomed to  it?  I  doubt  it* 

What  noises  there  are  always  on  board  a  yacht  when  she  is  getting 

under  weigh."  The  anchor  chains  to  begin  with,  or  the  two 
anchors'  chains,  as  the  case  may  be.  There  's  a  row  ! 

Sometimes  I  fancy  there  is  a  revolution  on  board,  when  I  hear  the 
sailors  shouting,  unanimously,  "  Down  with  her  !  "  and  repeating  it 
all  together  several  times,  fiercely. 

So,  when  they  cry,  cheerily,  "  Haul  him  in  !  "  it  sounds  from 

ow,  either  as  if  they  were  saving  life  at  sea,  or  had  caught  an 
normous  hsh.    Then  suddenly  everything  goes  with  a  whack  all  to 
one  side,  and  if  the  dressing  things  haven't  been  properly  secured 
overnight,  "bang  goes  saxpence  "  in  no  time. 

I  his  morning  there  is  nothing  of  this  sort.  We  seem  to  be  a  long 
time  in  getting  under  weigh. 

f  "iT     oun£  tStf,ward  enters  the  cabin,  and  says  there  is  not 
£  %breez,e>.  but.  that  we  are  out  of  Lame  Harbour,  and  that 

better  than 


In  quitting  Lame  we  leave  Ireland.  "  Farewell  to  Erin!»- 
af  er  having  been  once  on  shore  for  about  fifty  minutes.  I  can  add 
this  to  my  list  when  I  return.  "  Where  have  you  been  ?»  "Been? 
Hei>riHa!Way3  Mrcle»$;-''  cruising  ab«ut  Ireland,  Scotland,  The 
to  th"  last  W  °rth  but  always'  for  effect-  keeP  the 


uncertain,  as  if  each  wanted  for  a  while  at  least 
al    ±TS5F  <<*<«  thing  onboard    TyachtUnd 
a*  Peet         ™  deck    when  we  are  once 

pleased- 


He  j*  ^essed,  as  he  has  been  dressed  all 
look9  like  * 


Chaman      wit!  a 


him.  Subsequently,  having  finished  my  toilette,  I  open  my  door,  anc 
come  suddenly  and  quite  unexpectedly  on  KILLICK,  or  rather  nearly 
over  KILLICK,  who  appears  to  be  rising  out  of  the  floor  of  the 


llCUUOly,  IT  ily  .      n  lull     LIU  —    *>  111    II     A    OCC    YVlltll,    1U   AO.          -Ill;    in     LCLlVlll^ 

a  bath,  and  the  baths  on  board  the  Creusa  are  not  in  the  cabins,  bui 
in  the  passage ;  I  apologise, — which  has  no  softening  effect  on  him;  as 
I  hear  him  grumbling  till  he  begins  sluicing,  sighing  and  groaning 
like  a  man  under  torture, — and  then  I  stop  over  him,  and  go  up  the 
companion  and  on  deck. 

**»•»* 

It  is  lovely,  and  we  are  sailing  gently  along,  with  wind  and  tide  ] 
should  say.  Everybody  is  happy.  The  Captain  salutes,  and  takes  a 
verv  cheery  prospect  of  the  weather.  The  Man-at-the- Wheel  is 
smiling  ;  the  men  in  foke'sel  are  lounging  and  chatting.  They  have 
finished  their  morning's  work,  and  so  straight  is  to  be  our  course 
that  no  tacking,  no  "  going  about"  will  be  required. 

The  Merry  Young  Steward  comes  up  the  companion  to  inform  me 
of  the  congenial  readiness  of  breakfast.  This  information  he  gives 
in  his  own  peculiar  way.  The  Merry  Young  Steward,  or  MASK 
TAPLEY  Junior,  as  I  have  already  christened  him,  is,  when  on  board, 
nothing  if  not  nautical ;  but  being  nautical,  he  is  everything. 
Although  only  gifted  by  Nature  with  a  pair  of  hands,  he  is  always 
ready  to  lend  one  of  them  whenever  and  wherever  it  is  required.  The 
more  work  he  has  to  do  the  better  he  does  every  bit  of  it,  the  happier 
he  appears,  and  the  more  time  he  seems  to  have  on  his  hands  for 
fishing,  pulling  and  hauling  at  the  ropes,  mending  clothes,  cleaning 
the  rifle,  attending  to  the  lines,  arranging  the  flowers  (he  has  a  good 
eye  for  colour),  polishing  up  everything,  and  coming  out  in  several 
different  costumes,  Valet,  Cook's  Assistant,  Butler,  Sailor,  Waiter, 
Steward,  in  the  course  of  the  day.  As  the  late  Mr.  ROBSON  used  to 
say  when,  in  the  Farce  of  Catching  a  Mermaid,  he  sang  "  The 
Country  Fair"  "  Oh,  he 's  a  w-o-o-o-nderful  b-o-o-oy !  " 

He  announces  each  meal  with  a  cheery  "Breakfast  is  under  weigh, 
Sir,"  or  "  Dinner  or  Lunch  "—as  the  case  may  be — "  is  under  weigh, 
Sir ! "  This  morning,  at  breakfast,  he  comes,  with  a  beaming  coun- 
tenance, to  inform  his  master  that  "  he  must  take  in  a  reef  in  the 
butter,"  as,  from  some  accident  or  other,  our  supply  of  this  article  is 
limited. 

We  don't  grumble,  we  don't  look  serious,  we  don't  complain,  but 
such  is  the  effect  of  MAEK  TAPLEY  Junior's  cheeriness.  we  all  become 
suddenly  quite  mirthful  and  ready  to  scream  with  laughter  at  the 
prospector  short  commons  in  this  direction,  If  he  had  announced 
to  us,  on  returning  from  some  foraging  expedition  with  an  empty 
basket,  that  the  island  where  he  had  been  was  a  desert,  that  there 
was  no  land  within  three  days'  sail  even  with  the  most  favourable 
breeze,  and  that  our  provisions  were  reduced  to  a  backgammon  board 
ind  a  cruet-stand,  and  that  starvation  (he  would  put  this  in  his 
brightest  and  happiest  manner)  was  imminent,  we  should  all  cheer 
up,  and  even  feel  that  we  had  had  rather  a  satisfactory  meal  than 
Jtherwise.  So  we  assist  with  a  will  "in  taking  in  a  reef  in  the 
butter,"  and  make  up  for  the  deficiency  with,  as  TAPLEY  Junior 
suggests,  "  double  rations  of  marmalade.'' 

If  all  meals  on  board  a  yacht,  while  in  motion,  could  be  like  this, 
then  yachting  would  be  perfect.  It  is  the  very  poetry  of  motion ; 
but  oh,  when  the  prose  comes,  or  when  the  poetry  becomes  a  little 
uneven,  and  then  gradually  eccentric  ! 

The  breakfast  passes  off  pleasantly,  all  having  been  put  into  excel- 
lent spirits  by  the  Merry  Young  Steward,   and  CKAYLEY  doesn't 
contradict  KILLICK  more  than  half  a  dozen  times  on  as  many  subjects, 
and  we  saunter  on  to  the  deck  to  enjoy  the  morning,  which  we  all 
igree  is  heavenly.    Our  host  smiles  benignly  and  with  becoming 
nodesty,  as  if  deprecating  anything  like  a  compliment  on  our  part 
seing  addressed  to  himselt  in  grateful  acknowledgment  of  the  mag- 
nificent state  of  the  weather.     Some  hosts  invariably  take  to  them- 
ielves  their  guests'  hearty  commendation  of  the  weather,  and  reply- 
any  remark  on  the  beauty  of  the  day,  in  an  off-hand  way,  with 
Yes,  isn't  it  ?  "  their  tone  being  that  of  men  with  special  privileges 
who  can  afford  to  pity  such  ordinary  people  as  are  compelled  to  put 
up  with  any  sort  of  weather  they  can  get.    Yet  even  MELLEVLLf.E, 
seated  reposefuUy,  admits  that  "  it  is  certainly  very  pleasant,"  and 
evidently  wishes  us  to  understand  that  this  is  nothing  to  what  can  be 
ne  in  the  way  of  fine  weather  when  we  're  out  yachting  with  him. 
Where  are  we  ?    Lame  has  vanished.    But  there  are  coasts  left 
ind  right.    The  Commodore  will  explain.    TAPLEY  Junior  brings  on 
leek  a  chart,  in  which  all  the  sea  is  marked  like  land  in  an  ordinary 
nap,  so  that,  after  sailing  about  with  my  index  finger  from  point  to 
Joint  for  ten  minutes,  I  give  it  up  in  despair,  and  prefer  being 
nstructed  by  "  One  Who  Knows."    KILLICK  and  CEAYLEY  are  at 
oggerheads  already  as  to  where  we  are.    The  former  is  positive  that 
reland  is  on  our  left  and  Scotland  on  our  right,  while  the  latter  is 
certain  that  the  situation  is  exactly  the  reverse. 
We  are  perpetually  referring  to  maps,  and  asking  each  other, 
Where  are  we  ?  "   "  Which  is  Ireland  ?  "   "  Which  is  Scotland  ?  " 
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"  Where's  tin-  jsle  of" — whatever  it  maybe,  and  so  forth.  This 
leads  to  discussion  and  contradiction.  Now,  what  a  waste  of  time 
and  trial  of  temper  would  be  avoided  if  along  the  shore,  wherever 
practicable,  notice-boards  were  stuck  up,  with  Ireland,"  or  "  Scot- 
land," or  "  England,"  as  the  case  may  be.  How  useful  to  ships  from 
everywhere !  All  the  Islands  should  have  boards  up  with  their 
names  on  them.  Railway  Stations  have  the  names  up,  streets  have  : 
why  not  bays  and  creeks,  and  gulfs  and  the  entrances  into  seas  r 
Why  not  at  the  corner  of  an  island  have  a  board  up,  with  "  This 
way  to  the  Atlantic  "  ?  and  so  on. 

However,  wo  take  our  information  from  MKI.LKVILLK,  who,  with 
out  the  aid  of  the  chart,  knows  all  about  it, — is  acquainted  with  the 
names  of  the  islands,  the  swifts,  the  shoals,  the  rocks,  and  so  forth, 
but  prefers  to  point  them  out  on  the  chart,  for  the  sake  of  practice 
and  for  satisfactory  corroboration,  in  order  to  prevent  dispute. 
KII.I.ICK  and  CHAVLF.T  discover  that  they  were  both  right,  as  each 
declares  he  had  meant  exactly  what  the  chart  shows  is  really  the 
geography  of  the  place. 

It  is  wonderful  what  a  collection  of  books  has  been  brought  on 
board  by  everyone.  The  library  is  considerable  and  varied.  To 
account  for  this  we  explain  to  one  another  that,  as  old  hands  at  this 
sort  of  thing,  we  know  how  difficult  it  is  to  amuse  oneself  during  a 
calm,  and  in  general  what  a  first-rate  opportunity  for  getting  through 
novels,  or,  in  fact,  any  sort  of  literature  yachting  affords. 

Every  morning:  after  breakfast,  therefore,  we  appear  on  deck,  each 
with  his  book.  Our  host  has  one  of  DAUDET'S  novels,  CRATLEY  one 
of  BOISGOBEY'S,  KILLICK  has  laid  in  a  stock  of  cheap  novels,  bound 
in  illustrated  covers,  evidently  intended  to  attract  the  Public  in  the 
same  way  that  a  work  of  Art  outside  a  booth  at  a  fair,  or  a  theatrical 
picture-poster  on  a  wall  is  intended  to  attract,  and  with  about  as 
much  truth.  KILLICK  doesn't  profess  to  know  the  names  of  the 
books,  or  of  the  Authors  ;  he  has  gone  entirely  by  the  pictures,  and 
has  picked  them  out  of  a  "job  lot,  marked  "reduced  to  a  shilling." 
One  of  these — a  different  one  every  morning — is  always  in  his  hand. 
His  method  of  reading,  when  he  does  read  at  all,  for  he  has  a  rifle  by 
his  side  and  a  pouch  of  ammunition,  and  is  perpetually  on  the  look 
out  for  all  sorts  of  sea-fowl,  guillemots,  divers,  gulls,  whales,  and 
porpoises,  all  being  game  that  comes  in  sight — his  method  of  reading 
is  to  examine  all  his  books — reviewing  the  ontsides — in  order  to  see 
which  picture  is  the  most  sensational  (he  forgets  them  from  day  to 
day  during  the  first  part  of  our  trip) ,  and  then,  having  mode  his  selec- 
tion, he  appears  on  deck  in  a  soft,  shapeless,  neutral-tinted  hat,  a 
retired  Ulster  of  a  curiously  variegated  pattern,  showing  thre«  inches 
of  flannel  "  trouserings,"  as  the  tailors  coll  them  professionally,  a 
pair  of  deck-shoes,  carrying  the  novel  in  one  hand,  the  rifle  in  the 
other,  and  a  pouch  of  cartridges  slung  over  his  shoulder. 

The  next  part  of  his  performance,  for  he  can't  settle  down  to  read- 
ing at  once,  is  to  look  all  round  to  see  where  we  are — this  we  all  do 
whenever  we  come  on  deck,  no  matter  when  it  is,  during  the  day, 
and  no  matter  whether  we  are  sailing,  becalmed,  or  in  harbour,  there 
being  always  a  sort  of  instinct,  even  in  the  two  last-named  cases, 
that  we  mav  have  drifted,  or  got  away  somehow ;  and,  indeed,  I 
notice  that  the  Salts  themselves,  the  very  oldest  and  most  experienced 
among  them,  invariably  come  on  deck  as  if  they  'd  just  awoke  from 
a  long  sleep,  and  look  about  with  the  puzzled  air  of  men  whose  eyes 
are  not  yet  accustomed  to  the  light,  and  whose  first  words  will  be,  if 
they  speak,  "Where  arc  we  now,  eh  P  " — and  KILLICK  being  no 
exception  to  the  rule,  though,  of  course,  each  man  has  his  charac- 
teristic way  of  looking  about  him,  and  KILLICK'S  is  one  of  annoy- 
ance, as  he  scans  the  scenery  frowningly.  with  tightly-closed  lips, 
and  his  hand  clutching  the  riile,  as  if  ready  to  deal  out  destruction 
even  to  the  landscape  itself,  and  put  a  hole  into  it,  as  if  it  were  a 
panorama  painted  on  canvas,  if  it  isn't  exactly  to  his  taste. 

Having  expressed  in  a  single  grunt  his  general  dissatisfaction  with 
everything,  and,  so  to  speak,  turned  up  his  nose  at  Nature  for  pre- 
senting herself  under  such  an  aspect  to  him  on  that  morning  when 
he  had  clearly  expected  her  to  have  something  quite  different  ready 
for  him, — as,  if  it  is  nothing  but  sea,  he  wants  land ;  if  in  sight  of  land, 
he  wants  it  to  be  all  sea ;  if  we  're  among  islands,  he  complains  of 
the  monotony  of  the  view,  and  so  forth, — he  deposits  his  rifle  and 
cartridge-pouch  on  the  seat  by  his  side,  and  then  opens  his  novel. 
As  he  nas  by  this  time  forgotten  what  the  picture  was,  he  has  to 
refresh  his  memory  and  sharpen  his  appetite  tor  perusal  by  a  refer- 
ence to  the  cover,  and  then  the  fourth  part  of  the  process  is  to  turn 
over  the  pages,  one  at  a  time  at  first,  then  three  or  four  rapidly,  then 
in  handfuls,  until  his  attention  may  be  arrested  by  some  description 
that  tallies  with  the  sensational  situation  depicted  on  the  outside. 
If  he  succeeds  in  finding  this  within  the  first  ten  minutes,  he  will 
either  settle  down  to  that  page,  or  he  takes  its  number, — treating 
it  like  a  cabman  with  whom  Tie  had  had  a  dispute— and,  his  attention 
perhaps  being  distracted  by  the  harsh  quack  of  a  sea-fowl,  or  being 
impelled  by  a  sudden  bMUM  to  kill  something,  or,  at  all  events, 
to  trv  to,  he  jumps  up,  seizes  his  rifle,  loads  it,  and  peers  about  to  see 
on  what  object  he  can  wreak  his  intentionally  terrible,  but  practically 
impotent,  vengeance.  When  I  say  "practically  impotent,"  this  is 
only  true  when  he  aims  very  carefully  at  anything  ;  but  if  he  takes 


a  kip-hazard  pot-shot,  there  is  no  knowing  what,  or  whom,  within 
a  hundred  yards,  he  may  not  kill. 

Fortunately,  in  sailing  among  the  northern  islands  we  arc  never  so 
close  to  shore  as  to  render  his  shooting  at  a  duck  positively  dangerous 
to  one  of  the  occasional  islanders  ;  or,  if  we  are  ever  sufficiently  near 
for  KILLICK'S  shooting  to  be  dangerous,  the  islands  are  generally  to 
all  appearance  uninhabited,  or,  should  there  be  a  cottage  or  two 
scattered  about  at  unsociable  distances  from  one  another,  as  if  their 
position  was  due  to  some  volcanically  social  disturbance  that  had 
dispersed  them  in  this  manner,  there  is  no  sign  of  a  living  soul 
anywhere  about,  even  to  watch  the  few  cows  that  may  be  grazing 
near  the  sea-shore,  apparently  on  sea-weed,  small  crabs,  shrimps, 
and  jelly-fish.  By  the  way,  what  a  curious  flavour  this  cow's  milk 
must  have  ! 

Happy  Thought.—  1o  quote  SHAKSPEARE'S  Macbtth.  as  we  're  off 
the  Scottish  Coast,  apropos  of  KILLICK'S  shooting—"  \vhat  is  't  you 
"  "  " 


do  ? 


A  deed  without  an  aim." 


OUK  PARENTS. 


(Further  Corretpondenee.) 

SIR, — I  hold  a  good  official  position,  am  in  receipt  of  a  handsome 
income,  am  well  connected,  and  I  have  three  boys  who  have  all 
received  the  education  of  Gentlemen.  Coming  to  the  conclusion  how- 
ever that,  at  the  ripe  age  of  fifteen,  there  is  no  immediate  opening  to  be 
found  for  them  in  their  own  sphere  of  life, — at  least,  without  involving 
me  in  expenditure  that  I  do  not  feel  justified  in  incurring — I  have 
apprenticed  one  to  a  journeyman  plumber,  while  of  the  other  two  I 
have,  without  any  hesitation,  made  respectively  an  omnibus  con- 
ductor and  a  provincial  dustman.  Beyond  a  little  back-stair  influ- 
ence, the  whole  business  has  cost  me  actually  nothing,  and  the  lads 
acknowledge  that  they  have  a  start  in  life  that  not  one  father  in  a 
hundred  would  have  given  them.  That  they  may  prosper,  and 
eventually  take  care  of  and  support  him  in  his  old  age,  is  the  well- 
calculated  design  and  earnest  wish  of  yours  obediently, 

AN  OXFORD  D.C.L. 

SIR,— I  haven't  been  home  _for  the  holidays  more  than  three  days 
(we're  to  have  nine  weeks,  not  including  the  three  extra  ones  we  got  for 
the  marriage  of  the  head-master's  mother-in-law),  and  I  don't  know 
now  a  bit  what  to  do  with  myself.  I  've  cleaned  all  the  clocks  with 
soft  soap,  re-silvered  a  couple  of  Queen  Anne's  looking-glasses,  kept 
Guinea-pigs  in  the  harmonium,  swept  the  next  door  chimneys  from 
the  top  with  a  rake  and  a  hearth-rug,  and  made  a  vampire  trap  in 
the  butler's  pantry — and  a  lot  more.  Yet  I  don't  know  what  to  be 
up  to  next.  P'raps  I  might  have  had  some  fun  if  my  seven  elder 
brothers  hadn't  all  been  sent  to  reformatories.  So  please  put  in  this 
letter,  and  let  it  say  a  word  for  me.  For  though  mother  complains 
she 's  a  bit  "  tired  "  at  times,  she  says,  after  all,  I  am 

Tire  FLOWER  OP  THE  FLOCK. 

SIR,— Will  you  tell  me  what  I  am  to  do  P  I  have  a  couple  of  boys, 
who  are  enjoying  the  advantages  of  a  superior  education,  with 
wholesome  though  excellent  food,  at  a  noted  Academv  in  Wapping. 
But  the  holidays  are  intolerable.  They  give  the  pupils  one  week  at 
Christmas,  and  no  less  than  three  at  Midsummer.  I  consider  this, 
Sir,  simple  swindling  on  the  part  of  the  Authorities,  especially  as  my 
two  sons,  when  at  home,  so  irritate  me  by  their  mere  presence  that  I 
am  continually  pursuing  them  from  room  to  room  with  a  broomstick. 
They  are  at  the  present  moment  cowering  under  th«  bed  in  the  spare 
room,  much  to  my  exasperation :  and  where  they  get  their  abomi- 
nable ill-temper  from  is,  and  always  has  been,  an  unsolved  puzzle 
to  your  long-suffering  Correspondent,  A  NICK  MOTHER. 

SIR,— Your  Correspondent,  the  "  Mother  of  Nine  Burglars,"  is 
uite  right-  home  influence  is  a  mistake.  Acting  on  this  principle, 
I  give  no  holidays  at  all,  and  advertise  only  for  incorrigible  boys. 
My  efforts  in  this  direction  have  been  most  successful,  and  so  fast 
have  pupils  poured  in,  in  answer  to  my  call,  that  I  am  proud  to  say 
my  establishment  is  already  the  terror  of  the  neighbourhood.  We 
are  170  in  all,  and  have  given  the  local  Police  force  so  much  employ- 
ment during  our  last  summer  term  that  I  hear  it  is  shortly  to  be 
increased.  Our  list  of  "distinguished"  scholars  is  no  mean  one; 
three  have  been  hung,  five  are  doing  their  fourteen  vears,  while  no 
less  than  twenty-eight  are  working  out  minor  but  fairly  stiff  sen- 
tences. We  have  also  turned  out  several  cabmen,  two  crossing- 
sweepers,  and  we  stand  very  well  at  the  Inebriates'  Home.  Can  I 
say  move  ?  It  will,  of  course,  be  understood  that  I  keep  a  good 
itaff  of  warders,  and  that,  though  I  give  no  vacation,  I  find  it  wise 
and  salutary  to  take  one.  But  whenever  I  am  absent  for  more  than 
five  months  at  a  time,  I  need  scarcely  add  that  myplaee  is  invariaUy 
filled  by  a  competent  and  painstaking 


SIR,  —  I  've  got  a  groat  dial  to  say  on  this  highly  interesting  sub- 
ject, but,  unlike  your  Correspondents,  I  'm  not  fool  enough  to  waste 
my  valuable  and  edifying  remarks  on  the  Dull  Season. 

Yours,  &C.,  (JKEKN 


PUNCH,   Oil  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI. 
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CRICKETIANA. 


'd,M,y  (who  is  jowl  of  technical  terms}.  "By  Tire  WAT— A— ABE  THRY  PLAYING  'Jtuour'  OR  'ASSOCIATION'  >' 


ON  THE  SKYE-LARK. 


/  o/  //.yA  .Ants  amowjr  tfijfc  Personages  in  High  Latitudes 
dedtcattd  in  a  holiday  Kummur,  but  with  profound  respect,  to  whom 
tt  may  concern, 

AIB—  "  Jack  Hobinton." 

THE  perils  and  the  pothers  of  the  Session  past, 
I  he  Pnnbrokt  Castle  Northward  ho  !  was  bound  at  last 
And  ^V  rLLiAM  to  the  winds  all  his  longshore  troubles  cast  • 
Ai     L-niel  among  his  messmates  was  ALF  TK.V-NT-SON 

D  had  a  tenor  voice,  and  songs  could  sing  galore, 
d  he  twangled  "  like  an  angel"  on  a  harp  he  always  bore, 
And  along  with  the  crew  he  had  come  away  from  shore 
As  Minstrel  for  the  voyage—  ALFRED  TEN-NY-SON  ! 

Singing  toddi-oddi-iddi-iddi-um-tum-tay  !  &c. 


'•••;•"  ioi  a  i  orsei,    says  ALF  TEN-NY-SON 

\\  1 1  I.IAM  to  him,  "  I  have  joined  this  here  shin ' 
AIM  i,u  shore-going  comrades  I  have  given  all  the  sl'in 
SM.my]1?I,  you  wilfpartake  our  cruise  and  join  u!  for  the  trip  " 
1  »«  re  a  right  good  sort  of  fellow,"  says  ALF  TEN-NY-^N. 
Singing  toddi-oddi,  &c. 


;.?t 
I 


Singing  toddi-oddi,  &c. 
_  staggered.     «  Kh  !  "   says  he,  "  the  talk 


pipes  ? 


"  Oh,  never  mind  !  "  says  ALFRED  ;      ^^  ^  yu,, 
^  Confound  it,  don't  you  know  me  1—  I  'm  ALF  x^-jj  i-OUn  . 
.Says  WILLIAM,  "  Pray  remember  the  advice  you  gave  to  me. 
lis  now  three  years  ago  or  more  since  first  I  tried  the  sea, 
I  nnd  these  frolics  set  me  up,  and  so  I  'm  sure  will  he  '  " 
"  Upon  my  word,  he  hits  it,"  says  ALF  TEN-NY-SON. 

Singing  toddi-oddi,  &c. 

Says  the  Sawbones,  says  he,  "  Well,  it  may  be  as  you  state, 
But  you  do  not  mean  to  say  you  've  got  this  Idyll  chap  as  mate  ? 
\  on  know  you  promised  me  to  keep  jaw-tackle  taut.'f    "  Just  wait, 
And  you  '11  find  we  're  on  the  '  Skyelark,'  "  says  ALF  TKN-NY-SON. 
Hp  he  plumped  down  on  a  barrel,  and  the  laurels  round  his  head 
wu-i  a  Vaccnanalinn  rake,  and  on  his  harp  he  twan-gle-ed, 
.,  rnl   ""BUM  danced  a  hornpipe,  with  a  light  elastic  tread. 
Ihere,  that  doesn't  look  like  doldrums,"  saya  ALF  TEN-NY-SOJT. 
Singing  toddi-oddi,  &c. 

Then  the  Sawbones  hitched  his  trousers  and  he—  measured  out  a  glass— 
Which  tcasn  t  homoeopathic—  and  he  cried,  "  Well,  let  it  pass!  " 
1  hen  he  lit  his  pipe  and  listened.     '  '  Why,  a  man  must  be  an  ass 
°     ay  th   owl  for  ever  !  "  sa 


ALF 


"  T      J —  B»yo  ALF  J.KW-^I-»ON. 

io  iret  and  stew  about  things  much  is  all  in  vain. 
We  are  off  to  Skye  and  Orkney,  and  '  to  Norroway  o'er  the  main  '— 

TU   VVI,LLIAM.  when  to  Westminster  he  does  come  back  again " 

Ihen  they  were  off  ere  one  could  say  "  ALF  TEN-NY-SON  !" 
Singing  toddi-oddi-iddi-iddi-um-tum-tay !  &c. 

n°^Mr-  F-A?,r!fl!  The  Whale  is  dead!  So  like  a  Whale  too! 
Whaley  M  hater  0 !  "  Mr.  FARINI  may  cry  in  this  whale  of 

irs,  but  he  cannot  raise  a  whale,  except  on  the"  back  of  that  little 
nay  who  may  be  jeering  at  his  misfortunes.  But  we  draw  a  wale 
over  the  proceedings. 

IT  is  no  use  the  French  sending  out  raw  troops  to  China,  as  the 
broiling  heat  will  cook  them,  and  they  '11  be  sent  back  within  a  very 
nort  time  of  their  arrival  thoroughly  done. 


PUNCH,   OR   THE   LONDON    CHARIVARI.— SKPTKMDER  22,  1883. 


4  A    LIFE    ON    THE    OCEAN    WAVE." 

Sn/ii>,,.ii;l  1,1/,-nt  Pi-rfiirmanre  <if  the  (!.  ().  M. 

"HEIGH,  MY  HEARTS:  CHEEUI.Y,  CHEERLY,  MY  HEARTS;  YARE,  YARE:"-S 
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A    LAUREATE'S    LOG. 

(Kuugh  Weather  Notes  from  the  New  Berth-day  Book.) 

MONDAY. 
IF  you  're  waking,  please  don't  cell  me,  please  don't  call  me,  CUHRIE 

dear, 

For  they  tell  me  that  to-morrow  t  'wards  the  open  we  're  to  steer ! 
No  doubt,  for  you  and  those  aloft,  the  maddest  merriest  way, — 
But  /  always  feel  best  in  a  bay,  CURRLE,  /  always  feel  best  in  a  bay ! 

TUESDAY. 

Take,  take,  take  ?— 
What  will  I  take  for  tea  ? 
The  thinnest  slice — no  butter,— 
And  that 's  quite  enough  for  me ! 

WEDNESDAY. 

It  is  the  little  roll  within  the  berth 
That  by-and-by  will  put  an  end  to  mirth. 
And,  never  ceasing,  slowly  prostrate  all ! 

THURSDAY. 
Let  me  alone !    What  pleasure  can  you  have 

In  chaffing  evil  ?    Tell  me,  what 's  the  fun 
Of  ever  climbing  up  the  climbing  wave  ? 
All  you  the  rest,  you  know  how  to  behave 

In  roughuh  weather !     I,  for  one, 

Ask  for  the  shore — or  death,  dark  death, — I  am  so  done  ! 

FRIDAY. 

Twelve  knots  an  hour  !     But  what  am  I  ? 

A  poet,  with  no  land  in  sight. 

Insisting  that  he  feels  "  all  right " 
With  half  a  smile — and  half  a  sigh ! 

SATURDAY. 

Comfort  ?  Comfort  scorned  of  lubbers  I   Hear  this  truth  the  Poet  roar, 
That  a  sorrow's  crown  of  sorrows  is  remembering  days  on  shore. 
Drug  his  soda,  lest  he  learn  it  when  the  Foreland  gleams  a  spec 
In  the  dead  unhappy  night,  when  he  can't  sit  up  on  deck ! 

SUNDAY. 

Ah !  you  've  called  me  nice  and  early,  nice  and  early,  CURRIE  dear ! 
What  ?    Really  in  ?   Well,  come,  the  news  I  'm  precious  glad  to  hear ; 
For  though  in  such  good  company  I  willingly  would  stay — 
I'm  glad  to  be  back  in  the  bay,  CURRTE,  I  'm  glad  to  be  back  in  the  bay ! 


ALPHONSO  ABROAD. 

THE  King  of  Spain  is  to  send  two  telegrams  a  day  to  Queen 
CHRISTINA,  whose  jealous  propensities  have  been  publicly  illustrated 
of  late.  Hero  are  a  few  intercepted : — 

PARIS.  Noon. — As  I  arrived  in  strict  incognito,  of  course,  not 
more  than  a  thousand  people  or  so  to  meet  me,  and  none  of  the 
President's  family.  /  don't  call  Madame  GR&VY  an  irresistible 
beauty,  but  perhaps  it  was  better  so — especially  since  Madame  WILSON 
isn't  more  than  two-and-thirty.  FEKNAN  NUNEZ  quite  changed. 
Staid,  sober,  respectable.  Suggests  the  Arts  Dfcoratifs,  and  M. 
MASPERO  on  Egyptology  as  amusements. 

PARIS.  Midniijht. — Only  time  for  word.  Arts  Rccn'titifs  and  Dam 
spero  spiro  on  Egypt — houris — odalisques — fatiguing.  No  Ladies 
present,  lied  directly  after  supper — bread  and  cheese  and  olla 
prmlridu  in  memory  of  thee. 

MUNICH.  Noon. — Austerest  capital  in  Europe,  except  Madrid  as  I 
have  reformed  it.  Art  shows  splendid,  but  am  gratified  to  remark 
that  classic  figures  carefully  curtained  "  for  the  King  of  Spain." 
Delicate  attention  that  of  LUDWIK'S  ;  of  course  he 's  invisible,  but 
shall  leave  a  card. 

MUNICII.  Midnight. — Suggestions  in  last  as  to  LOLA  MONTES  most 
unjust.  Never  thought  of  her  all  day,  although,  as  you  remark,  the 
name  is  Spanish.  Spent  entire  day  practising  German  and  trying  on 
German  uniforms.  Find  them  rather  heavy  for  my  figure — tongue 
and  togs.  Confess  that  have  been  half-an-hour  in  a  bicrgarten — 
but  no  Ladies — and  MOZART  with  violoncello. 

BERLIN.  Noon. — Only  time  for  a  word.  Military  duties  impera- 
tive. Princess  Imperial  charming,  but  never  thought  of  flirting 
with  her.  Englishwoman — don't  flirt.  Besides,  all  time  given  up 
to  Mars.  Venus  nowhere. 

BERLIN.  Midnight.— Yes.  did  kiss  the  third  high-born  Lady-in- 
Waiting  at  the  top  of  the  kitchen-stairs.  Have  two  appointments 
with  biergarten  frijuleins.  Have  just  been  behind  the  scenes  of  all 
the  theatres,  and  invited  everybody  to  supper.  And  mean  to  not  go 
home  till  morning,  tra-la-la  !  For  it 's  really  more  than  a  monarch 
can  manage,  protesting  virtue  twice  a  day  by  telegram  when  he 's  a 
bpamard  and  a  Bourbon. 


IIKG'LAR  RUIN. 

( Yankee  Romance,  wrritUn  up  to  date.) 

"  Such  in  the  coloual  character  of  the  fortunes  now  made  on  the  other  tide 
of  the  Atlantic  that  a  man  who  can  only  own  to  eight  millions  sterling  attract! 
but  little  notice  in  Wall  Street ;  as  to  a  million,  it  ia  comparative  beggary." — 
Daily  Paper. 

•  ••••• 

The  wealthy  Pork-factor  took  another  turn  across  the  gorgeous 
reception  hall  that  served  as  the  drawing-room  of  his  splendid  and 
palatial  mansion.  As  ho  advanced,  the  rich  pile  of  the  costly 
Damascus  rugs  that  were  heaped  indiscriminately  about  the  marble 
floor  literally  impeded  his  progress.  With  a  sudden  pause  he  fell 
upon  a  gold  tapestried  fautruil  and  brought  his  clenched  fist  angrily 
down  upon  a  priceless  inlaid  ivory  Indian  writing-table.  The  blow 
shattered  it  to  atoms.  At  the  same  time  several  175  carat  diamonds 
flew  with  a  jerk  out  of  the  crowd  of  keeper  rings  the  millionnairo  wore, 
all  over  the  apartment. 

But  a  plusn-legged  and  powdered  fifteen-stone  menial  shovelled 
them  up  with  indifference,  and  tossed  them  into  the  street  below. 

Such  scenes  were  common  all  along  the  best  side  of  Fifty-ninth 
Avenue,  and  the  mistress  of  the  house  merely  gave  a  pretty  laugh. 
She  had  got  to  the  figure  of  three  hundred  and  ninety  dollars  in 
emeralds  on  her  front,  and  looked  spry. 

"  Guess  you  're  riled  ?  "  she  said. 

"Guess  I  am,"  the  Pork-factor  replied,  with  a  six-horse  oath. 
Then  he  added,  between  his  teeth,  "  I  m  going  to  make  it  white  hot 
for  HIRAM." 

At  this  moment  a  Dude  entered.  He  was  cleanly  fixed,  and  would 
have  passed  for  a  Gentleman  in  the  deluge.  But  there  was  a  slight 
pause  as  he  appeared.  Then  the  Pork-factor  rose,  and  threw  an 
ormolu  inkstand  or  so  through  a  Boticelli.  The  new-comer  noticed 
the  irritation,  and  merely  smoled. 

"  It's  no  use,  my  respected  bosses,"  he  said  ;  "  you  may  do  what 
you  darned  please ;  but  I  am  not  going  for  pork." 

There  was  a  scene  in  that  gorgeous  drawing-room  that  could  be 
heard  distinctly  at  Chicago.  A  jewelled  chickcringf  was  broken  into 
candle  spills,  and  both  the  chimneys  were  set  on  hre  by  a  blaze  of 

five  thousand  dollar  notes. 

•  •  •  •  • 

As  the  Dude  entered  the  Momus  ten  minutes  later  there  was  a 
sympathetic  cry  of  "  Wai  P  " 

"  He  has  cut  me  off  with  a  million,"  he  replied,  quietly  draining 
an  iced  Elephant  Rouser  as  he  spoke.  "  I  'm  a  ruined  cuss !  " 

"  You  air ! — you  air !  "  was  the  prompt  reply  ;  and  the  entire  con- 
signment went  for  a  new  Club  then  and  there.  Things  move  smart 
in  the  States.  They  had  left  him  to  rot  on  that  figure  in  the  gutter ! 


AN  OXFORD  EDUCATION.— At  the  Oxford  Hall  of  Music,  Sir,  I 
mean,  which  might  be  affiliated  to  the  Royal  College  of  Music,  of 
which  we  have  not  heard  so  very  much  lately.  Jook  and  Jenny  are  a 
wonderful  pair,  and  their  duet  is  something  like  a  genuine  Monster 


Jock-uUr  and  Jenny-inga  perfarmaui-i-. 

Concert.  By  the  way,  it's  a  wonderful  audience  at  the  Oxford, 
quite  a  study  in  itself,  for  its  very  respectable  bourgeois  character. 
Husbands,  wives,  and  small  families  are  there — I  saw  one  baby  with 
a  bottle  enjoying  itself  amazingly — all  equally  pleased,  and  not  par- 
ticularly demonstrative.  The  comic  singing  of  a  Mr.  HARRY 
HUNTER,  and  his  eccentric  dancing,  were  the  best  things  in  the 
entertainment,  which  otherwise,  always  excepting  Jock  and  Jenny, 
who  are  delightful,  was  not  quite  up  to  the  Oxford  Hall-mark.  I  '11 
try  another,  and  report  myself.  YOUR  REPRESENTATIVE. 
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LAYS  OF  A  LAZY 
MINSTREL. 

RAMBLING  EOXDEAUX. 

CKAXOVNI. 
A   Climbing  Girl,  I  met, 

you  know, 
Above  the  Valley,  in  the 

snow  • 
I   raised    my   hat,    she 

deigned  to  speak, 
She  pointed  out  each  pass 

and  peak, 

And     sombre     pine-trees 
down  below. 

We  watched  the  sunset's 

rnddy  glow, 

We  watched  the  length- 
ened shadows  grow; 
Her   eyes   and   dimples 
were  unique — 
A  Climbing  Girl ! 

To  Chamouni  our  pace  was 

slow, 

It  darker  grew,  we  whis- 
pered low ; 
Her  dimples  played   at 

hide  and  seek — 
Ah,  me!  'twas  only  Tues- 
day week 

She  married  Viscount  So- 
and-so — 

A  Climbing  Girl ! 


THE  Police  propose  to  get 
rid  of  the  old  "  Charley's  " 
rattle.  Thev  found  it  any- 
thing but  ''an  agreeable 
rattle."  Instead  of  this 
they  are  to  hare  whistles. 
Duett,— or,  better,  a  "  con- 
certed "  piece,  —  for  the 
Constables,  "  1V~hittle—and 
I'll  come  to  you,  my 
Lad!"  This  can  be  ar- 
ranged for  the  next  Police 
Fete  at  the  Crystal  Police- 
no,  Palace. 


A  CHINESE  PUZZLE.— The 
Despatches  from  Tonquin. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.    154. 


3.  E.  GORST,  Q.C., 
OF  THE  FOURTH  PARTY  "  Qmnuu  J<MRS  MAQNA  FUI  "—BUT  IT  NEEDS  NO 

"  GORST  "   TO  TELL  US   THAT. 


GERMANY  TO  FRANCE. 

{According  to  the  "  North 
German  Gazette.") 

AIR—"  The  Gay  Cavalier." 

To  Tonkin  she  has  gone, 
This  is  capital  fun  ! 
Though,  as  policy,  fiddle- 
de-dee. 

If  adventure  she  love, 
/shan't  throw  down  the 

glove, 

She    may    go    to — Hong- 
Kong  fur  me  ! 


ALL  THE    DIFFERENCE. 

A  TRITE  sense  of  Propor- 
tion is  thought  to  be  the 
basis  of  a  good  judgment 
in  what  are  called  the  Fine 
Arts.  It  is  conspicuous— 
by  its  absence — in  the 
"line"  arts,  as  practised 
by  many  of  our  Magis- 
trates. 

MR.  CHAMBERLAIN  has 
been  yachting.  As  the  song 
says,  "  They  all  do  it. ' 
Th'e  President  of  the  Board 
of  Trade  became  so  popular 
with  the  men  on  board  that 
they  christened  him  the 
"Birmingham  Pet,  or  the 
Darling  of  his  Screw." 


CONSOLATION  FOB  OLD 
AGE. — What  if  you  have 
arrived  at  the  shady  side 
of  sixty  ?  You  are  entitled 
to  exemption  from  the  lia- 
bility to  serve  on  Juries. 
N  B. — Only  be  sure  to  claim 
it  every  September  in  due 
time,  if  necessary,  to  get 
your  name  struck  off  the 
Jury  List. 


"DISSOLVING  VIEWS  OP 
LONDON." — Bootle's  Houses 
and  Southampton  Build- 
ings fast  disappearing. 


A  CHIP  FROM  THE  PREMIER'S  LOG. 


\M     FT  '  "/  5«>tf«"«<*--Three  bells.    At  least,  think  it's 
rt  int  t"?  S!"te  Vosltive-     ?lorious  weather.    Glorious 
nmn      l     2-    A°  lave  «°mPiaionshii)  (not  another  vessel)  of 
'      °  Sa  AWDKEW  CLARKE,  Lord  DALHOUSIE,  and  family. 
™»  .*?  talk  of  'politics;  also 


me — no  harm  in  a  u, 
time,  but  nothing  else.     uaelul  L0 
T  Ca^  J^P  °"Liberal  Addresses. 

AVDRFW  Ci  A8«levd'd  %&?**  Poet  Laureate-  Behind  funnel,  where 
T,";  ^"'KE  couldn't,  see  us.  Game  of  "  capping  Verses  " 

to  se  niL^"117  g0od«at  ll\  IJteU  him  he  oughtn't  to  Be  allowed 
doesn't  wan^  "TA  ^F,$*  doesn  l  know  any  other  poetrv.  and 
doesn  t  want  to,  and he  d 1  like  to  see  old  BROKING  equalit,  that '. 

bore  him." 
bored 


out, 
he 


-looking  fishermen  row 

' 


election.  Hope  deputation  hasn't  heard  about  Sunday  sitting  of 
House  of  Commons.  I  go  down  and  talk  to  them  through  the  lee- 
scuppers,  as  I  fancy  they  are  called,  soothingly.  Invite  them  to 
service  on  board  (it  being  Sunday),  and  read  them  the  passage  about 
the  "  Widow's  Cruise^"  as  most  appropriate.  Find  afterwards  that 
old  TEXNYSON  is  horribly  offended.because  he  wanted  one  of  his  own 
things  used  as  a  hymn !  Strome  Ferrymen  ask  for  distinct  pledge 
that  anchor  won't  be  raised  till  Monday  morning.  Captain  says  he 's 
"taken  the  pledge"  long  ago,  and  ANDREW  CLAHKE  assures  fishermen 
that  any  further  conversation  will  give  me  an  attack  of  apoplexy. 
Why  not  call  Strome  Ferry  a  "  corrupt  constituency,"  and  disfran- 
chise it  ? 

Somewhere  near  Stornaway. — Feel  gloriously  well.  Got  up  early, 
and  knocked  at  TENNYSON'S  cabin  to  wake  him.  Thought  I  would 
please  him  by  shouting  through  key-hole  a  quotation  from  May 
Queen,  about  "  You  must  wake  and  call  me  early."  TENNYSON 
shouted  back  that  he  wanted  a  "  few  more  winks,"  (not  a  poetical 
expression,  and  I  should  be  ashamed  to  use  it,  though  /  don't  set  up 
to  be  a  great  Poet,  except  in  Italian,  Nineteenth  Century,  &c.),  and 
that  he  would  be  obliged  if  I  would  not  "  vex  the  Poet's  mind  with 
my  shallow  wit."  TENNYSON  seems  crusty.  Perhaps  he  has  slept  on 
port  side  of  sMp.  Repeat  pun  to  Sir  ANDREW,  who  slaps  me  on  the 
back  heartily — (Query,  is  this  behaving  like  a  "  Merry  Andrew  "?) — 
and  says  he  knows  I'm  getting  much  stronger,  because  my  jokes 
are  so  horribly  bad.  Certainly  do  feel  well,  and  send  off  several 
telegrams  to  Emperor  of  China,  Mr.  SHAW,  CETEWAYO,  and  CHAM- 
BERLAIN, asking  latter  whereabouts  the  "  load-line  ".  is  in  a  ship. 
If  I  asked  Captain,  would  betray  ignorance. 

Fancy  ANDREW  CLARKE  has  been  "  getting  up"  his  Tennyson  for 
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UNLUCKY. 

American  Cousin  (last  day  of  Season).  "  WHAT  SPORT  1  'GUESS  I  'VE  BEEN 
FOOLIN1  AROUND  ALL  DAY  WITH  A  TWENTY-FlVE-DoLLAR  POLE,  BLINGINO 
FOUIUF.F.N-CENT  BAITS  AT  THE  END  OF  IT,  AND  HAVEN'T  CAUGHT  A  DARNED 
FISH  I " 


A  BOX  FOR  BOBBY. 

(Bravura.) 

FORKT  lightning  flashes !    Let  it  strike 

Or  spare.    What  odds  ?  I  ax. 
Busts,  bang  aloft  the  thunder,  like 

Ten  thousand  rifle-cracks. 
Down  pours  the  rain,  and  no  retreat 
For  Bobby  on  his  midnight  beat ! 
His  Shelter  snug  has  Cabby  got, 

A  warm,  dry,  cosy  shed ; 
'Cept  porch  or  archway,  Bobby  "s  not 

fto  refuge  o'er  his  head 
To  'fend  him  from  the  rain  and  hail, 
And  chimney-pots  which  rides  the  gale. 

The  Sentry,  on  his  nightly  watch, 

A  box,  if  he  require, 
"Whenever  in  a  storm  he 's  cotch, 

Inside  he  can  retire. 
His  coat  is  red,  and  mine  is  blue ; 
Then  why  not  a  Police-boi  too  ? 

But  lightning  blaze  and  thunder  crash, 

Storm  rage,  and  tempest  blow  ; 
Kain,  hail,  agin  my  helmet  dash  ! 

'Mid  fog  and  frost  and  snow, 
The  pavement  through  the  gloom  I  tramp ; 

Whilst  lurking  for  his  prey, 
The  burglar  hears  my  steady  stamp, 
Thieves  and  garotters  all  decamp, 

And  bolt  away — away ! 


Jordan  in  Jeopardy. 

AT  Constantinople,  the  other  day,  Admiral  INGLEFIELD 
received  an  intimation  that  the  SULTAN  would  grant  him 
an  audience,  "  in  order  that  he  might  explain  the  details  of 
the  Jordan  Valley  Canal  Scheme."  Will  those  details 
include  a  satisfactory  provision  for  raising  the  wind  to  the 
requisite  amount,  and,  out  of  that,  the  allotment  of  a 
sufficiency  of  backsheesh  to  the  Sovereign  of  Turkey  ? 
Because  then  there  will  apparently  be  nothing  to  prevent 
the  Jordan  Valley  Canal  from  becoming  an  accomplished 
fact,  and  to  protect  a  particularly  distinguished  part  of 
the  Holy  Land  from  being  overwhelmed  with  an  inland 
sea.  Swamped  by  a  Joint-Stock  Commercial  Company, 
will  not  the  Vallev  of  Jordan  verily  and  indeed  have 
fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  Philistines  ? 


this  occasion.  Laureate  kindly  gives  a  recitation  of  Morte 
d'Arthur  this  afternoon  to  most  of  crew  in  engine-room.  Stokers 
all  delighted.  Sir  ANDREW  pleasantly  remarks  that  he  was 
"  mouthing  out  his  hollow  oes  and  aes."  After  the  recitation  I  offer 
to  repeat  the  Odyssey  in  original  Greek,  with  running  translation  of 
my  own,  or  the  most  thrilling  bits  of  Jurentus  Jfundi,  with  Italian 
hymn  to  finish.  Stokers  won't  hear  of  it — say  they  're  sure  I  want 
rest.  So  does  ANDKKW  CLARKE.  But  I  must  do  something,  so  I  offer 
TENNVSON  (who's  sitting  on  a  coil  of  rope,  chewing  a  "quid")  five 
minutes'  start  if  he  '11  write  tive  hundred  lines  of  blank  verse  against 
me  in  an  hour,  and  see  who  can  do  it  best.  TENNYSON  doesn't  take 
to  idra.  Wants  to  know  who's  to  be  the  umpire.  I  suggest  DAL- 
IIOUSIE.  TENNYSON  would  prefer  Man-at-the-Wheel.  But  I  don't 
think  Man-at-the-Wheel  quite  impartial,  because  TENNYSON  has 
been  reciting  whole  of  Idylls  of  the  King  to  him  in  private,  and  he 
says  he  likes  'em.  Find  TENNYSON  gives  men  tobacco  while  he 
recites  to  them.  I  '11  try  them  with  my  Italian  hymn,  and  give  them 
snuff.  Captain  has  just  come  to  complain  of  TENNYSON,  because  latter 
trill  distract  attention  of  Man-at- Wheel,  and  Captain  says  we  're 
"  safe  to  run  into  some  rocks."  It  seems  TENNYSON  has  finished 
the  Iili/lts  of  the  King,  and  is  now  beginning  to  give  Man-at-Wheel 
benefit  of  chief  parts  of  In  Memoriam.  Captain  says  he  infinitely 

E  refers  a  mutiny  to  a  Poet  on  board.  He  con  put  a  mutineer  in  irons, 
ut  "  he 's  blessed  if  he  knows  what  to  do  with  a  Poet  Lory."  I  say 
that  the  only  thing  I  can  suggest  is  a  new  Crimes  Act,  to  apply  to 
vessels  at  sea,  and  ask  ANDREW  CLARKE  (who  can  do  everything)  to 
go  and  settle  quarrel.  ANDREW  CLARKE  offers  to  look  at  TENNYSON'S 
tongue,  but  I  don't  see  much  good  in  that.  Finally,  the  Laureate  is 
drawn  off  by  being  assured  that  there  will  be  murder  done  in  the 
engine-room  if  he  doesn't  come  and  explain  to  stokers  what  he  meant 
by  "  a  roaring  moon  of  daffodils." 

In  Kirkicall  Harbour. — Very  glad  to  get  back  here,  safe  and 
sound.  Can't  escape  deputation  of  aggrieved  Crofters.  CLAEKE  tells 
them  my  health  must  give  way  if  T  talk  politics  to  them.  They 
reply  that  their  health  has  given  way  long  ago,  owing  to  poverty  and 


anxiety,  and  won't  I  give  them  a  Scotch  Land  Bill  next  Session  ? 
Make  short  speech  to  them  (Sir  ANDREW  holding  my  pulse  to  see  I  'm 
not  over-exerting  myself),  and  say  I  '11  think  about  it.  They  ask  me 
to  chip  off  a  little  of  paddle-box  with  my  axe,  as  they  would  like  « 
memento  of  their  visit  to  me.  WTiy  shouldn't  TENNYSON  do  a  lyric 
on  the  wrongs  of  the  Crofters  ?  Suggest  the  subject  to  him  for  a 
drama.  He  seems  a  little  gloomy  about  the  drama,  and  says, ' '  IKVTKO 
might  take  it,  but  he  fancies  his  Cup  is  full." 

On  a  fine  September  day  the  Orkneys  certainly  look  lovely.  "  A 
place  for  Lotos-eaters,"  TENNYSON  calls  it.  We  are  having  quite 
a  nice  conversation  on  HOMER,  and  TENNYSON  is  saying  that  the 
land  is  one  "wherein  it  seemeth  always  afternoon,"  when  AJTDBEW 
CLARKE  bluntly  says  he  "  wishes  it  were,  because  then  it  would  be 
alwavs  a  few  hours  before  dinner."  and  begs  me  to  choose  some 


or  a  Tory.    Ah,  here  comes  old  HABCOUKT  in  his  steam-launch,  to 
remind  me  that  at  any  rate  I  'm  not  a  Jf  ~hig .' 


BEADING  ALOUD. 

SPEECH  is  silvern ;  Silence  golden.     Better  hold  your  tongue. — 
Shade  of  Carlylt.        

WHEN  is  a  Door  not  a  Door?    Ask  the  Metropolitan  Board  of 
Works.  

A  GREAT  MISTAKE.— A  Frog  in  a  China  Shop,  mistaking  himself 
for  a  Bull.  

THE  SHAFIBA  MSS.— Surely  an  E  is  wanted  ? 


lit 
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CHILDE    CHAPPIE'S    PILGRIMAGE. 

CANTO  THE  SEVENTH. 

i. 

I  STOOD  in  London,  on  the  bridge  which  lies 
Tall  tower  and  swelling  dome  on  either  hand. 

From  out  the  stream  Saint 

Stephen's  spires  arise, 
St.  Paul's    huge    summit 

dominates  the  land ; 
Between    them    runs   the 

noisy,  wheel- worn  Strand, 
Hushed   now   awhile,  for 

early  morning  smiles 
O'er  the  swift  river,  and 

the  grey,  yet  grand 
Wide-winged  old   city  of 

Titanic  piles, 
Huge  capital  of  our  little, 

lordliest  of  all  isles. 

n. 

She  looks  a  sprawling  Mam- 
moth from  the  river 
Risen,  with  unspanned  bulk 

and  ungauged  powers. 
O'er  league  on  league  the  silver  morn-mists  quiver 
Upon  her  mighty  maze  of  roofs  and  towers. 
And  what  brings  she,  what  are  her  dearest  dowers 
To  wealth-spoilt  golden  youth  ?    The  Comus  feast, 
The  Rahab  lap  piled  high  with  gems  and  flowers, 
The  Circe  draught  proffered  by  Pleasure's  priest. 
Which  lures  the  eager  lip,  and  leaves  the  man— a  beast. 

in. 

But  where  is  he,  the  Pilgrim  of  my  song, 
Who  'midst  this  city  lived  the  life  called  "  fast "  ? 
Doth  he  upon  his  pillow  tarry  long '( 
He  comes  no  more-^those  flutterings  were  his  last ; 
The  butterfly  is  stricken,  netted,  cast, 
Wing-bruised,  bloom-robbed  aside,  a  thing  that  was  ; 
To-day  a  phantasy,  not  to  be  classed 
With  "  form"  maintainers — these  must  let  him  pass, 
Vanish  in  Limbo's  gloom,  sink  in  Despair's  morass. 

IV. 

Scattered  his  substance,  linked  life,  honour,  all 
With — what  ?    A  thing  that  silence  fain  must  shroud, 
"  Gone  to  the  bad,  poor  beggar  !    What  a  fate !  " 
Under  the  very  dingiest  kind  of  cloud." 
'  Thought  he  was  'cuter,  or  at  least  more  proud." 
"  Yes — regular  church  and  ring  affair,  a  crazo 
Most  melancholy, — can't  be  squared,  too  loud ! " 
80  cackle  they,  in  vague  slang-garnished  phrase, 
The  "other  Johnnies," — chums  of  his  exuberant  days. 

v. 

What  profits  prying  into  the  abyss 
Where  plunge  the  witless  dupes' of  flaunting  shame, 
Of  vulgar  Melusines  who  writhe  and  hiss, 
Too  late  detected  ?    CHAITIK  '.s  lost  to  fame. 
\yiin  '11  wipe  the  dirt  from  the  dishonoured  name 
Sn'irfv  in)  more  hears  'i    For  never  more 
Shall  he  who's  area-mated  be  the  same, 
Unlew  high  genius  hush  the  social  roar— 
Genial  whose  spell  to  miss  were  "quite  too  great  a  bore." 

VI. 

But  I  must  end.    My  Pilgrim's  shrine  is  won, 
And  he  and  I  must  part— so  let  it  be. 
His  task  in  life  was  the  pursuit  of  "  Fun  ;  " 
In  Babylon  there  are  thousands  such  as  he ; 
Each  year  breaks  hundreds,  and  the  wrecks  few  see. 
That  venturous  Muse  were  voted  all  too  bold 
Who  golden  youth  in  their  gregarious  glee 
bhould  paint,  or  the  veracious  tale  unfold 
Of  dull  esurient  lives  in  gilded  styes  outrolled. 

VII. 

Upon  the  young  yet  blase  Childe  the  years, 

though  not  very  many,  now  have  done 

Iheir  battering  work.    Not  suffering,  nay.  nor  tears 

•i  i\a     •        '  ™*  f^at  snmp  I»lrs«it  of  Fun. 
Ihe  boy  his  pleasure-hunting  nee  hiilh  run, 


And  he  hath  his  reward,  and  it  is  here — 
That  he  no  more  may  bask  in  Fashion's  sun, 
Or  call  the  lithe-limbed  ballet-dancer  dear, 
Or  flaunt  in  sheeny  hat,  and  tie  starched  stiff  and  clear. 

TUT. 

"  The  bad  "—dull  desert !— is  his  dwelling-place, 
With  one  worn  harpy  for  his  minister. 
Forgotten  by  his  fellows  in  the  race, 
Hating  the  world,  hating  himself  and  her. 
"  Fun  s  "  Nemesis !    And  what  ennobling  stir 
Lives  in  such  paltry  passions  't    Are  they  not 
Sordid  as  savage  orgies  ?    Were  the  whirr 
Of  Ixion's  wheel  more  weary '(    Is  the  squat 
Smart  counter-jumper's  round  a  more  ignoble  lot  ? 

IX. 

There  still  is  pleasure  in  fair  Clieveden's  woods, 
There  still  is  frolic  upon  Thanet's  shore, 
Flirting  at  Prince's,  where  no  "  cad  "  intrudes, 
Song  in  the  Strand,  and  music  in  its  roar : 
But  CHAPPIE  knows  them  all  no  more,  no  more  ; 
From  these  familiar  raptures  he  must  steal, 
From  all  that  he  has  seen  or  been  before. 
To  wander  in  far  Noman's-land,  and  feel 
That  name,  abode,  life,  dress,  are  matters  to  conceal. 

x. 

Roll  on,  thou  shallow  stream  of  Pleasure ! — roll ! 
Ten  thousand  skiffs  float  over  thee  in  vain, 
Prows  prone  to  rapids,  helms  beyond  control ; 
Awhile  they  dance  upon  thy  watery  plain, 
Then  fleet  to  wreck,  and  nothing  doth  remain. 
Save  a  sad  memory  of  the  bitter  groan 
When  one  more  struggler,  slackening  the  fierce  strain, 
Sinks  wave-choked,  weed-encumbered,  stark,  alone, 
Gone  to  the  dogs,  unstayed,  unfriended,  and  unknown. 

XI. 

Childe's  ways  are  not  upon  thee  now,— he  yields 

Himself  thy  spoil,  thy  Sirens  do  arise 

And  mock  him  from  their  midst ;  no  strength  he  wields, 

And  weakness,  born  of  thee,  thy  nymphs  despise, 

Spurning  it  from  their  bosoms.    Who  there  fies 

Alust  lie  in  linen  soft  and  rich  array. 

Mirth,  not  late  maudlin  tears,  in  ardent  eyes. 

lere  let  him  lay 


Let  golden  youth  once  fail  of  golden  pay 
He 's  cast,  like  Israel's  calf,  to  earth.    Thi 


XII. 

With  his  fool  tears  the  dust  wherein  he  falls  ! 
Circe  cares  not  for  those  who  pule  and  quake. 
Her  prey,  the  fry  of  flaunting  capitals, 
Are  heedless  flutterers  who  are  bold  to  slake 
Their  clay  in  her  tierce  draughts ;  their  strength  she  '11  take, 
Then  call  the  Philistines  to  blind  and  mar. 
They  are  her  toys  to  play  with,  flaunt — and  break ; 
For  Pleasure's  victims  ever  captives  are, 
Drawn  by  Armida,  chained  to  Cytherea's  ear. 

xin. 

My  task  is  done,  my  son^  must  cease,  my  theme 
Is  as  an  echo's  echo.    It  is  fit 
Swift  to  dissolve  this  dream  within  a  dream ; 
The  mime  must  be  dismissed  who  here  hath  lit 
Burlesque's  quaint  lamp  of  borrowed  ray.     I  've  writ 
An  apish  whimsy,  yet  of  things  which  now 
Small  bards  may  see  and  sing.     The  visions  flit 
Most  palpably  before  me,  in  the  glow 
Of  London's  flaring  lamps,  now  burning  dim  and  low. 


Farewell !    A  little  word  which  some  I  ween 
Will  welcome ;  some  perchance  may — but,  farewell ! 
Ye  who  have  traced  my  Pilgrim  through  each  scene 
Of  his  life-farce,  if  in  your  memories  dwell 
Thoughts  of  the  follies  of  the  callow  Swell, 
The  vain  and  verdant  "  Johnny,"  not  in  vain 
An  o'ertrue  tale  have  I  essayed  to  sing. 
Farewell !     With  him,  poor  moth,  must  rest  the  pain, 
With  yon — if  such  may  be — the  moral  of  my  strain. 


THE  Chinese  Prime  Minister  is,  it  appears,  named  "  LT."    If  he 
were  our  Premier,  wouldn't  Mr.  LAHOTJCHERE,  M.P.  for  Truth-in- 
the- Well,  go  for  him ! 

0  C./RKEEFCXPENTS     In  ao  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Hatter,  or  Drawings    be  returned,  unless  ac:oci?anici 
-y  <>  Stumped  and  Directed  Envjlope  or  Cover.      Con™,  nf  MS    «v.n,,i^  x.  v»nt  i»S  ;»,«,  s,,^^. 
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A    BLOODLESS    BATTUE. 

IN  THE  NAME  OF  HUMANITY  LORD  BARNDORE  WRINGS  THE  NECKS  OF  ALL  HIS  PHEASANTS,  AND  HAVING  STOCKED  HIS  PRESERVES 
WITH  DUPLICATE  SPECIMENS  FROM  THE  BRITISH  MUSEUM,  INVITES  HIS  FRIENDS  FOR  A  DAY'S  SHOOTING. 


OUR  PARCELS. 

(Further  Correspondence.} 

SIB, — I  have  also,  like  your  Correspondent,  "  A  CONFIDING 
LUNATIC,"  some  reason  to  complain  of  the  working  of  the  new  Parcels 
Post.  Here  is  my  own  experience.  I  have,  from  time  to  time,  been 
in  the  habit  of  despatching  from  this  place  eighteen-pennvworth  of 
jam-tartlets  to  a  clerical  friend  in  the  Seilly  Isles.  This  pastry 
I  have  invariably  packed  with  great  care  in  a  cardboard  case,  left 
open  at  the  ends  to  keep  it  fresh,  and,  for  greater  security,  have 
myscli  di -livered  it  at  our  village  Office,  where  a  highly  intelligent 
youth  takes  sole  charge  of  the  Parcels  Department.  Though  I  have 
in  the  course  of  the  last  five  weeks  despatched  no  less  than  twenty- 
three  of  my  little  cases,  I  have  heard  from  my  chagrined  and  morti- 
fied friend  that  everyone  of  them  has  reached  him  perfectly  empty  ! 
Need  I  say  that  this  has  astonished  me  ? 

I  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  Servant,       A  PUZZLED  VICTIM. 

Sin,— The  most  fragile  articles  can,  as  far  as  my  experience  goes, 
be  conveyed  by  Parcels  Post,  not  only  with  thorough  safety,  but  with 
the  gmytst  facility.  BACCHUS  has  only  to  encase  his  new-laid  egg  in 
e.'ttnii  wool,  envelop  it  in  paper  shavings,  then  add  two  pounds  of 
sifted  Arabian  sawdust,  finally  sealing-up  the  whole,  labelled 
"  Di/iiiiinit,',  trith  i-iire,"  in  a  hammered  steel  oblong  chest — (he  can 
pick  up  one  of  these  anywhere  second-hand  for  about  five-and-thirty 
shillings) — and  he  can  despatch  it  as  soon  as  he  likes  to  his  invalid 
friend  in  Warwickshire  with  absolute  confidence.  Only  the  other 
day  1  sent  a  do/en  sjieeimens  of  the  common  Stable  Moth  (lian<l<  /luriiis 
tcntiiiiii'ii^,  each  done  up  separately  in  this  fashion,  as  a  surprise  to 
an  entomological  uncle  at  Slough,  and  though,  after  having  the  cases 
opened  in  the  hall  by  a  couple  of  local  blacksmiths,  who  brought 
their  blast  furnace,  bellows,  and  a  forge  hammer  or  two  with  them 
for  the  purpose,  he  was  a  little  annoyed  to  find,  that,  owing  to  the 
sawdust  having  pot  loose,  the  whole  dozen  had  arrived  without  their 
heads,  antenna-,  and  wings.  .Still  he  appreciated  fully  the  novelty 
of  the  Parcels  Post,  and  1  have  not  heard  from  him  since. 

Yours.  \e.,  A  CAUTIOUS  PACKKK. 

Sra, — I  have  been  fishing  in  Scotland  for  several  months,  and  on 
Tuesday  fortnight  last,  under  favourable  conditions,  succeeded  in 
landing  rny  first  take — a  magnificent  seven-pound  salmon.  Having 
promised  a  hamper  or  two  during  my  season's  sjiort,  I  at  once 
despatched  my  fish  by  Parcels  Post  to  one  of  my  London  friends,  a 
noted  epicure,  but  by  some  mischance  lie  declined  to  receive  it,  and 
it  was  returned  to  me  addressed  to  Stirling.  Following  me  about  for 
a  week.  I  at  last  came  once  more  into  possession  of  it  at  York.  The 
Hotel  Proprietor,  however,  declining  to  let  it  stay  for  even  a  few 
hours,  with  my  luggage  in  the  hall,  I  again  sent  it  off,  this  time  to  a 
country  friend  in  Cornwall.  Imagine,  therefore,  my  astonishment, 
when  arriving  at  my  residence  at  Camberwell  yesterday,  I  found  that 
owing  to  the  refusal  of  the  Postal  Authorities  at  Exeter  to  transmit 


it  any  further,  it  had  been  returned  to  me  by  night-luggage  service, 
accompanied  from  the  Station  by  the  Local  Sanitary  Inspector,  who 
has  threatened  me  with  proceedings  on  the  part  of  the  Parish 
Authorities.  I  have  now,  apparently,  no  course  open  to  me  but  to 
have  it  kippered.  Comment  is  superfluous. 

I  am,  Sir,  your  obedient  Servant,  PISCATOR. 

SIR, — I  do  not  consider  the  prompt  delivery  of  game  by  Parcels 
Post  an  unmixed  good.  I  received  this  morning  a  Brace  of  grouse, 
both  fine  three-year-old  birds,  that  were  shot  at  post-time  yesterday 
evening  in  the  North,  and  despatched  to  me  forthwith.  Having 
some  aged  relatives  staying  with  me,  I  had  the  game  cooked  for  break- 
fast at  once,  but  with  most  disappointing  results.  So  terribly  tough 
was  the  flesh,  from  mere  freshness,  that  an  uncle  of  mine  instantly 
broke  a  set  of  false  teeth  to  pieces  in  an  effort  to  get  through  it ;  while 
my  wife's  grandfather,  a  hitherto  hale  old  gourmet,  whom  we  had 
persuaded  to  try  a  mouthful  off  the  breast,  had  ultimately  to  be 
taken  out  of  the  room,  choking  and  in  a  fit.  This,  and  one  of  the 
legs,  has  upset  my  wife ;  while  I,  who  somewhat  foohshlv  finished  the 
rest  of  the  birds,  am,  as  I  pen  this,  suffering  acutely  from  cerebral 
indigestion.  Your  dissatisfied  Correspondents,  therefore,  may  take 
warning  from  one  who  wishes  the  Parcels  Post  at  the  bottom  of  the 
Red  Sea,  and  has  determined  next  time  he  gets  a  consignment  of 
game  to  be  in  No  1 1 1  1. 1.  v . 

SLR. — I  had  the  other  day  to  despatch  to  a  friend  in  the  country 
a  small  tea  service  of  Dresden  china,  a  valuable  satin  fan  belonging 
to  MARIE  ANTOINETTE,  and  a  rare  and  exquisitely  finished  ivory 
miniature  of  my  great-grandfather.  These  costly  articles  I  packed 
up  neatly,  but  roughly,  in  a  few  deal  shavings,  and  took  the  oppor- 
tunity of  sending  along  with  them  a  bottle  of  anchovy  sauce,  a  flask 
of  Lucca  oil,  a  hearth-stone  or  two,  and  a  coal-hammer.  Though  the 
whole  were  loosely  done  up  in  a  bit  of  newspaper,  with  all  possible 
care,  they  arrived  in  a  condition  that  showed  the  grossest  carelessness 
in  the  carriage.  The  fan  was  saturated  and  limp  as  a  sponge,  the 
tea  service  in  fragments,  while  owing  to  the  escape  of  the  oil  and 
anchovy  sauce,  nothing  was  left  of  my  great-grandfather,  but  his 
right  eve  and  his  shoe-buckles.  I  have  written  to  the  Postmaster 
General,  but  I  am  told  I  have  no  case.  Such,  Sir,  is  the  treatment 
meted  out  under  this  new  system  to  one  who  always  hitherto  has 
signed  himself,  A  CIRCUMSPECT  Ecosoi! ; 

Sir., — I  don't  think  that  it's  them  Correspondents  of  yours  who 
keep  sending  their  rubbishing  things  through  the  Office  that  has  a 
right  to  grumble.  Look  at  me.  Here  only  yesterday  I  did  my 
twenty-two  mile  with  three  braee  of  blaek  cock,  a  haunch  of  venison. 
fourteen  pound  of  tea,  half-a-dozen  bottles  of  cough  mixture  and 
other  stuff  (some  of  "em  leaking),  a  coffee-kettle,  two  barrels  of 
oysters,  enough  stuff  for  dresses  to  clothe  half  the  county,  no  end  of 
butter,  ladies'  boots,  clotted  cream,  and  a  wasps'  nest  as  had  got 
loose  among  the  lot, — and  all  this  without  an  extra  blessed  half- 
penny. So,  please,  Sir,  I  think  it 's  time  you  might  have  a  line  about 
these  here  Parcels  from  THK  COCSTBY  POSTMAX. 
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THE    FORCE    OF    HABIT. 

(who  iii  acting  <w  Amawtcnsis  to  Mary).  "  Is  THERE  ANYTHING  MOIIE 

YOU  WISH   ME  TO  KAY,    MAHY'I" 

Mn i-ii.  "  No,  HARM,  EXCEPT  JUST  TO  SAY,  PI.KASK  EXCUSE  BAD  WKITIN'  AND 
SFELLIN'." 


THE  WHISTLING  BOBBY. 

A  Sony  of  tlie  Suburbs. 
Am-"  The  initllw'  Thief." 

WHEN  bold  burglarious  BILL 

In  suburbs  loiters  late. 
His  whistle  low  and  shrill 

Is  signal  to  his  mate. 

Who-e.e !     Who-ce .'     Who-ee ! 
"  BOBBY  !  "  the  wise  ones  said, 

"  Come !  this  will  never  do. 
The  whistling  thief  to  equal,  you 

Must  have  a  whistle  too — 
A  loud  shrill  whistle  too ! 

"  You  've  lived  a  long  time,  BOBBY, 

In  danger,  if  not  fear  ;  _ 
Now  you  shall  have  a  whistle, 

That  all  around  may  hear." 
Brave  BOBBY  mutters  "  Fiddle  ! ' 

And  tips  his  mate  the  wink. 
Says  he  to  himself—"  Old  bloke,  you  are 

A  snide  one,  I  don't  think,— 
A  cute  one,  I  don't  think  !  " 

"  BOBBY,  the  Public  seems 

Uneasy  in  its  mind ; 
But  a  pistol 's  an  awkward  thing, 

Which  needless  you  will  find." 
"  That 's  true  enough,  by  day, 

But  perhaps  I  may  remark, 
Though  a  truncheon  may  do  in  a  city  fray, 

It 's  a  different  thing  in  the  dark  ; 
In  suburban  lanes  in  the  dark  ! 

"  Say  SIKES  is  on  his  lay, 

On  a  night  with  ne'er  a  moon. 
Must  I  out  with  my  whistle  and  play 

A  sort  of  a  lively  tune  ? 
What  if  BILL  hears  my  tune  ? 

A  thundering  lot  he  '11  mind. 
He  outs  with  his  '  barky  '  sharp  and  soon  ; 

And  you  can't  charm  bullets  with  wind,— 
Charm  pistol-bullets  with  wind. 

"  BILL  's  not  such  a  fool  as  you  think  ; 

He  '11  '  cop '  my  truncheon,  pat, 
Jam  the  whistle  into  my  mouth, 

And  stretch  the  Peeler  Hat. 
No,  no !  on  a  lonely  beat, 

/  'd  like  more  comrades  near, 
And — something  to  reach  the  Cracksman's  head 

As  well  as  the  public  ear, — 
As  well  as  the  neighbouring  ear  !  r 


OUT-MAWEUVRED. 

(About  the  likeliest  upshot  of  those,  Teutonic  Exercises.) 

Au»lriin<  I,': in'i-ii/  '/it/;i)ifj  Train  for  Tii'iina).  No,  not  pood-bye  ! — 
aiirrmir.'  Most,  delightful  and  instructive  time.  Magnificent 
display,  and — oh,  no,  I  shan't  forget  the  arrangements  concluded 
between  us  :  you  to  help  us  when  attacked,  anil  i-lr,-  ri-rsri ;  and  you 
1  irt  our  foreign  affairs  so  that  we  shall  never  have  a  war  on 
oui-  o\\-n  :H. ",11, it  -only  on  yours  — quite  right.  (Alont  in  carriage.) 
Let  mo  look  at  niv  notes  :  Cavalry  distinctly  deteriorated  ;  discovered 
a  fine  centra]  cellar  for  blowing  up  Berlin  when  we  have  it;  and 
concluded  a  useful  pact  with  Italy  and  Spain.  Only  wish  I  dared 
try  France. 

in  ticniTii!  'inn-king  up).  Here  are  the  plans  of  the  chief  for- 
•Uties  as  to  real  strength  of  Laniheehr— politely 
offered  by  VON  MOI.TKK  himself.     Mustn't  forget  sjwcimens  of  new 
food*  for  campaigns,  and  models  of  new  central  per- 
I'lis-ini:  'light  with  secret-service  money.  Not  much  reliance 

on  our  agreement  with  Austria;  but  can  really  count  upon  Spain 
and  Russia.  (To  Aiili'-ilr-Cumn  mine  to  see  lu'm  (iff.)  Never  forget 
this  auspicious  occasion— now  allies— may  I  say  comrades  for  ever  p— 
Italy  and  Germany — Siamese  twins — rapture  ! 

lliunian  Envoy.  I  have  the  honour,  Prince,  to  wish  you  good-day, 
and  to  assure  you  that  I  shall  transmit  your  message  of  affection  to 
my  august  Master  with  the  greatest  delight.  ( In  h  i*  K,M-(-i,,l  Train . ) 
I  lirouirh  Alsatia.  (hat's  where  we '11  have  them— found  out  all  the 
Alsatian  1<  ield-0fficers  in  the  Army,  and  arranged  to  keep  up  a 
ragnbt  correspondence  with  M.  ANTOINE.  Poor  duffers:  trying  diplo- 

acy  against  us,  and  endeavouring  to  intimidate  us  with  military 


displays!  With  France  behind  them  and  all  Sclavdom  before! 
Wish  I  could  have  condescended  to  a  Republic— but  thou,  Italy,  will 
do  for  the  moment. 

Npiinis/i  (lenrral  (becoming  ghastly  pale  over  his  last  bumper  of 
Champagne  and  porter  with  Chancellor  MEPHlSTOFHELEs).  Eternally 
grateful,  my  dear  Prince.  You  have  given  us  an  opportunity  of  re- 
habilitating ourselves  before  Europe,  by  showing  that  at  last  we  can 
pay  our  Sovereign's  hotel-bills,  and  don't  need  to  positively  sleep  on 
the  throne  in  order  to  prevent  it  from  being  dragged  from  under  us. 
Yes — all  our  troops  at  your  services-even  the  Numancia  Regiment ; 
and  you  can  simply  take  your  pick  of  the  Fleet.  (Back  at  h>s 
lodgings,  irit.li  sal  volatile  and  soda-water).  Ugh  !  the  gross  German  ! 
nearly  poisoned  me.  But  I  have  managed  to  copy  all  the  plans  of 
MOI.TKK'S  campaigns  in  his  library,  and  I  really  think  we  can  do 
something  with  Russia,  who  won't  want  much  money  or  many  men. 
Not  likely  we  're  going  to  Germanicise  ourselves,  with  France  between 
us  and  our  ally  that  mixes  its  wine  with  beer ! 

French  General  (back  in  Paris).  This,  Monsieur  le  Ministre,  is 
the  report  in  brief.  Everybody  doing  Germany,  and  nobody  wanting 
to  have  anything  to  do  with  us. 

liritish  'General.  Shall  have  my  report  ready  in  about  ten  months 
—after  it  has  passed  through  Pall  Mall  and  the  Horse  Guards. 
Nothing  like  deliberation. 

Bismarck.  Tricked  'em  all  again!  What  an  arch-manoeuvrer  I 
am !  And  if  only  Artful  Dodger  could  last  for  ever ! 


LAST  week,  Mr.  Commissioner  KEB.R  observed  that  the  talk  of 
Counsel  in  Criminal  Courts  was  becoming  intolerable.     Perhaps  he 
military   meant  unbecoming  and  intolerable.    It  must  be  Kerr-tailed. 
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MR.  GLADSTONE'S  LITTLE  LUXCII. 

TART  I.— OPINIONS  OF  THE  PRESS. 

Noteg  from  the  Pocket-Book  of  a  Kussian  Editor. — 
"Mr.  GLADSTONE  entertained  the  King  and  ( Jut-en  of  1  >i:x- 
MAIIK  and  the  Sovereigns  of  GREECE  and  Krssn  on  board 
tln>  l'<  inlirokc  Castle  off  Copenhagen.  He  drank  to  all 
present.  Sir  DONALD  CUKRIE  also  returned  thanks. 
After  the  luncheon,  Mr.  TENNYSON  read  extracts  from 
his  works."  Copied  from  a  London  paper.  Capital  sub- 
ject for  an  article  in  "  the  Monster  Caviare  Season." 
English  PIIEMI  KU  proposing  the  Big  Father's  health.  Look 
up  some  of  the  articles  on  the  Duke  of  EDINBURGH'S 
Wedding.  Peroration  to  finish  with,  "  A  friendly  un- 
derstanding between  England  and  Russia  would  by  no 
means  be  a  superfluous  guarantee  of  peace  in  the  pre- 
sent time  of  alarm."  Mem.  —Wonder  how  the  Big 
Father  liked  TENNYSON'S  reading  aloud  ?  The  recita- 
tion, if  it  had  been  given  at  St.  Petersburg,  would  have 
led  to  Siberia ! 

Notes  from  the  Pocket-Book  of  a  German  Editor. — 
The  not -for -a- moment -to -be -expected  visit  of  Heir 
GLADSTONE  to  Copenhagen  may  be  fraught  with  alto- 
gether-ambiguous-and-precariously-unsatisfactory  sug- 
gestions. The  history-making  event  is  one  calling  for 
from-the-inner  -  consciousness  -  born  -  aspirations  -  like  re- 
flection of  a  never-to-bo-too-cautious-nor-too-patriotie- 
fccling  journalist.  Here  is  material  for  one  thousand 
columns  of  ever-to-be-venerated-and-remembered  copy. 
Hut  must  pause  until  instructions  are  received  from  His 
Highness  the  Prince  VON  BISMARCK.  Mem.— Most  para- 
dox-producing incident  was  undoubtedly  the  probably- 
slumoer-inductive  recitation  of  the  Poet-Laureate ! 

Notes  from  the  Pocket-Book  of  a  French  Editor. — 
Sir  GLADSTONE  for  laughter!  Ah,  the  enemies  of  the 
beautiful  France !  But  it  is  a  subject !  Sir  GLADSTONE 
and  France?  No.  France  without  Sir  GLADSTONE.  France 
means  Glory,  Economy,  everything !  France  always 
France  !  Sir  GLADSTONE  !  Bah !  France  always  France ! 
Mem. — France  was  avenged  by  the  recitation  of  Esquire 
TENSON  !  Hut  he  is  drole  that  Esquire  TENSON  ! 

Siitrsfrom  the  Pocket- Book  of  an  English  Editor. — 
Better  subject  than  Wasp-bites !  Homely  tone,  of 
course.  Means  nothing  but  little  family  party.  Reduce 
the  fractions,  GLADSTONE  and  his  Royal  and  Imperial 
guests,  to  the  Common  Denominator  of  BROWN,  JONKS, 
and  ROBINSON.  Mem.-— Idea  for  a  biographical  Magazine 
Article,  "  TENNYSON  regarded  as  a  Practical  Joker." 

PART  II.— IMPRESSIONS  OF  THE  GUESTS  AND  HOSTS. 

Extract  from  the  Diary  of  a  Northern  King. — Rather 
embarrassing,  but  everything  went  off  very  pleasantly. 
Delighted  that  the  English  PREMIER  avoided  politics.  But 
ALEXANDRA  (dear  girl)  said  he  would— "that  he  was 
always  so  nice."  Mr.  GLADSTONE'S  speech  seemed  quite 
short,  too.  Thought,  until  I  looked  at  my  watch,  it  had 
only  taken  a  couple  of  hours  !  His  remarks  about  HOMER, 
the  Hebrides,  and  the  History  of  the  Penny  Postage 
System  most  instructive.  Sincerely  trust  that  Mr.  TENNY- 
SON did  not  notice  that  I  was  asleep,— at  least  I  mean 
that  I  had  closed  i»y  i'i/es  while  he  was  reading. 

Extract  from  the  Diary  of  a  Southern  King. — Not  half 
bad  fun.  Bet  ALEXANDER  that  if  I  could  only  get  him  on 
his  legs  he  would  give  us  a  three-hours'  lecture.  Won 
my  bet,  with  lots  of  time  to  spare.  Scarcely  fair,  though, 
as  I  remembered  his  form  when  I  met  him  in  England. 
However,  for  all  that,  a  very  tine  speech.  Liked  that 
long  bit  about  tree-felling.  Had  no  idea  he  knew  so 
much  about  European,  African,  and  American  forests. 
His  account,  too,  of  Sir  WALTER  RALEIGH'S  and  Captain 
COOK'S  voyages  most  interesting.  By  the  way,  trust  Mr. 
TENNYSON  thought  I  was  only  thinking  when  I  covered 
my  head  with  a  silk  pocket-handkerchief  after  ten  minutes 
of  his  recitation. 

Extract  from  the  Diary  of  a  Czar.—  Mr.  GLADSTONE'S 
speech  excellent.  Wish  I  nad  understood  English  a  little 
better.  DAQMAR  tells  me  that  his  account  of  the  Courts 
in  the  Crystal  Palace  was  most  interesting.  The  lecture, 
too,  he  incidentally  introduced  on  the  rise  of  Punch  from 
its  commencement  to  the  date  of  last-week's  Cartoon  must 
have  also  been  most  amusing.  It  appears  he  was  the  Author 
of  the  celebrated  mot,  "Advice  to  people  about  to  marry," 
but  he  didn't  want  the  fact  "  to  go  beyond  that  table." 
Received  an  annuity  of  £100  a-year  for  it!  Well,  not 
dear  at  the  price !  Trust  sincerely  that  Mr.  TENNYSON 


'THE  GARB  OF  OLD  GAUL." 

Native  (to  risitor  from  the  South).  "An,  YOU'VE  DONNED  THE  KILT  !  QUITK 
KILLING,  I  DECLARE!  BUT  WHY  DO  YOU  WEAR  TIIK  MACDONALU  TARTAN  WHEN 
YOUR  NAME  is  THOMPSON  ! " 

LiO.lt  T.  (icho  has  been  getting  a  good  deal  of  chaff],  "  FR  A  VERY  GOOD  REASON 
— 'CAUSE  I  'VE  PAID  FOR  IT  ! "  [Relira  in  a  huff. 


did  not  notice  my  fatigue  while  he  was  reading.    I  have  no  doubt  that  the 
recitation  was  much  liked  by  those  who  did  hear  it ! 


....  by  their  presence  on  board."    GLADSTONE  in  good 

appear  to  me  that  he  made  enough  out  of  the  menu.  He  had  lots  of  chances 
too;  because  he  gave  incidentally  a  capital  lecture  upon  French,  Spanish,  and 
Chinese  cookery.  However,  his  description  of  ship-building  in  all  its  branches 
was  excellent.  The  Bard'  irnuld  read  again.  Don't  know  how  the  Royalties 

took   it,   because  I  was  fast I  mean,  because  I  was   not  very  closely 

attending  ! 

Extract  from  the  Diary  of  a  Grand  Old  State  »man.— Really  delightful 
day.  My  few  remarks,  too,  seemed  to  give  satisfaction.  Glad  I  had  an 
opportunity  of  saying  my  say  about  the  cosmopolitan  supply  of  coal,  and  the 
probable  future  of  what,  for  the  want  of  a  better  term,  I  called  "Aerial  Navi- 
gation." My  sketch,  too,  of  the  art-treasures  of  Munich  seemed  to  be  appre- 
ciated. Then  the  account  of  my  researches  in  horse-rearing  in  Colorado 
apparently  interested  my  audience.  I  repeat,  a  really  delightful  day.  If  I  had 
had  a  few  hours  more,  I  could  have  touched  upon  a  number  of  other  subjects ; 
but  ALFRED  was  so  impatient  to  begin !  By  the  way,  I  am  rejoiced  to  feel  that 

he  is  so  carried  away  when  he  is  reciting  that  he  never  hear*  my  snore 

1  should  say,  breathing! 

Extract  from  the  Diary  of  a  Grand  Old  Poet.— It  was  fortunate  I  brought 
with  me  a  complete  edition  of  my  works.  I  am  sure,  from  the  rapt  silence 
in  which  they  listened  to  my  poems  (not  a  single  interruption  from  beginning 
to  end),  that  they  would  have  been  cruelly  disappointed  had  I  not  recited 
them  all !  

A  PROPOS  of  onr  having  generously  given  an  extra  "  E"  in  the  dialogue  to  a 
Cartoon,  "  TRUTH  "  wants  to  know  "  where  Punch  gets  his  French  from  ? '  Had 
this  inquiry  been  respectfully  addressed  to  "  Mr."  Punch,  he  might  have  con- 
ceded the  desired  information ;  but,  as  it  is,  he  can  only  remind  "TRUTH  "  that 
"  Truth  is  not  to  be  told  at  all  times,"  and  he  considers  this  as  one  of  the  excep- 
tional occasions  when  "TRUTH "  will  not  be  told. 
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ANOTHER    LITTLE    HOLIDAY    CRUISE. 

More  Sport — Study — Books — Interruption — The  Rifle — How  to  use  it 
—  On  Gulls — And  Shooting — Hutiwnitarianism — At  Rest. 

THE  shooting  having  commenced,  he  "reads  no  more  that  day," 
neither  does  any  one  of  us,  as  self-preservation  being  a  first  law  of 
nature,  and  love  of  sport  or  of  destruction  being  a  latent  instinct  in 
every  Englishman's  constitution,  we  all  want  first  to  take  the  rifle 
from  KLLLICK,  and  secondly  to  have  a  shot  with  it  ourselves.  As 
each  takes  his  turn,  the  crew  act  as  beaters,  pointers  and  setters,  so 
to  speak,  marking  the  game  for  us  (this  can  t  be  a  correct  sporting 
ex]n-.  ssion,  as  it  so  evidently  belongs  to  the  billiard-room),  and 
directing  our  attention  t»  coming  coveys,  or  to  sea-fowl  floating  on 
ttttSwann,  which  would  otherwise  have  escaped  our  less  experienced 
and  generally  somewhat  defective  vision,  for  MELLEVILLE  wears  a 
pince-nez,  CRAYLEY  is  useless  without  his  eye-glass,  KLLLICK  is 
generally  in  a  state  of  biliousness  which  affects  the  clearness  of  his 
vision,  and  I  am  compelled  to  wear  tinted  glasses,  which  soften  the 
glare,  but  give  a  wintry  aspect  to  every  view. 

So,  putting  down  our  books  for  the  day,  as  far  as  serious  reading 
goes,  though  each  of  us  still  carries  his  own  volume  about  with  him, 
and  would  be  very  angry  were  it  mislaid,  or  if  anybody  else  took  it 
up,  we  form  ourselves  into  a  shooting  party,  or  a  rifle-gallery  party, 
and  proclaim  ourselves  the  foes  of  the  wild  fowl,  the  porpoise,  and  of 
the  Sea  Serpent  itself  should  he  dare  to  appear. 

For  my  own  reading  I  have  brought  a  philosophical  work,  in  two 
volumes,  on  "  Inductive  Analogy"  (a  most  interesting  subject,  which 
I  had  intended  to  begin  in  the  train),  and  the  three  first  volumes  of 
RICHARDSON'S  Clarissa  Ilarlowe,  because  of  the  new  sensation  that 
Pamela  gave  me  some  time  ago  when  the  first  of  these  revivals  was 
brought  out,  and  because  Messrs.  SOTHERAN  &  Co.'s  new  edition  is 
in  the  clearest  possible  type,  and  is  a  good,  steady,  well-bound, 
comfortable  and  easily-hekf  book,— but  after  a  quarter-of-an-hour's 
deliberation  as  to  which  I  shall  read,  I  take  the  philosophical  treatise 
and  open  Chapter  One,  beginning  "  Inductive  Analogy  is  to  the 

metaphysician  what "  but  at  this  point  I  am  called  offby  CRAYLEY 

to  look  at  the  scemcry ;  or,  after  I  have  again  settled  down,  by  our 
host,  to  inquire  what  we  would  like  to  do  to-day  in  case  of  reachin" 
shore  sooner  than  we  had  expected ;  or,  when  I  have  made  myself 
quite  comfortable,  that  is  as  comfortable  as  is  possible  out  of  doors, 
whether  on  shore  or  at  sea,  for  reading  purposes,  I  am  startled  by 
the  popping  of  the  rifle  and  an  exclamation  from  KILLICK  in  a  tone 
of  savage  disappointment,  followed  by  a  bitter  sotto  voce  murmur  of, 

Ah !  I  was  precious  near  him  that  time !  "—when  I  feel  mastered 
by  so  strong  a  sporting  impulse,  that  I  fling  philosophy  to  the  winds, 
and  very  nearly  into  the  sea,  and  partly  from  a  desire  of  honest 
emulation  which  has  made  so  many  heroes.and  which  induces  me  to 
hope  that  I  shall  prove  successful  where  KLLLICK  has  failed,  I  ask 
him  to  let  me  have  a  shot  with  the  rifle.  KILLICK  is  the  old  hand, 
and  stands  by  me  as  a  sort  of  sardonic  Caspar,  watching  the  efforts 
of  his  pupil  Rudolph,  in  Der  Freischiitz.  "  Six  shall  achieve,  the 
seventh  deceive,"  was  Zamiel's  arrangement,  if  I  rightly  remember. 
1 1  haven  t  got  the  charmed  bullet  as  yet,  and  the  six  don't  achieve 
lything  except  giving  me  a  headache,  and  the  seventh  doesn't 
leceive  me  by  hitting  anything ;  though,  at  this  point,  MELLEVILLE, 
who  detests  a  rifle  on  board  because  of  the  noise,  but  character- 
ally  keeps  one  for  the  amusement  of  his  guests,  joins  in  the  sport 
—and,  finally,  so  does  CRAYLEY,  who  can't  see  three  yards  before 
it  his  eye-glass,  and  can't  hold  the  gun  and  the  glass  up 

is  fatal  to  all  attempts 


to  his  eye  at  the  same  time. 

at  morning  reading. 

In  the  afternoon,  if  not  sailing  in  pitch-and-toss  water,  we  recom- 

J  our  studious  attempts  after  luncheon,  when  we  are  more 

™H>Sm°Tev,'-1?-klaf[y-att^"ew'and  ^ds*  in  desultory 
onversation.     This  time  I  bring  Clarissa  Harlowe  on  deck  and  am 
nomm^cing  a  desultory  study  of  the  Preface  and  the  descriptive 
ren  as  in  a  play,  which  is  very  exceptional  in  a 


. 
'  "• 


.  •••* 

t  .   e9  Jt£cry  much> 


a 


continues  reading. 


i  got  to 

-ontmut f          '  "*"*  m  a  nasty  humour'  won't  l*t  him  off,  and 
wouldn't  .poily.ur  interest  in  it  on  any  account,  as  it  is  one  of 


the  best  plots  I  've  ever  come  across.  1  'm  not  sure  " — (CBAYLEY 
once  more  gives  a  faithful  representation  of  the  good  St.  Anthony, 
and  pretends  to  be  absorbed  m  the  novel) — "I'm  not  sure  whether 
I  'm  confusing  the  plot  with  another — because  they  are  all  rather 
alike, — but  isn't  there  a  detective — at  least,  I  mean  a  man  comes  in 
with  blue  spectacles  and  a  red  beard,  and  turns  out  afterwards  to  be 
the  detective  whose  wife  has  given  the  poisoned  bracelet ' 

Here  CBAYLEY  can  stand  it  no  longer.  "Look  here,  my  dear 
fellow,"  he  says,  closing  the  book,  and  screwing  his  glass  almost 
fiercely  into  his  eye,  as  he  absolutely  faces  his  tormentor, — "Look 
here,  if  you  want  to  tell  them  the  story,  and  spoil  my  enjoyment  of 
the  book,  say  so,  and  I  '11  go  below — 

But,  before  he  can  carry  out  his  threat,  and  before  KILLICK  can 
retort,  a  diversion  is  created  by  our  host,  in  favour  of  a  line  of  playful 
porpoises,  to  which  he  directs  KILLICK' s  attention,  at  the  same  time 
handing  him  the  rifle  and  cartridges,  which  the  Merry  Young 
Steward,  MAEK  TAPLEY  Junior,  has  most  opportunely  brought  up, 
cleaned  and  ready  for  use,  on  deck. 

Our  rifle-shooting  is  very  harmless.  If  a  gull  or  a  puffin  looks  a 
bit  staggered,  we  are  all  extremely  sorry,  and  the  marksman  apolo- 
gises, so  to  speak,  and  sincerely  hopes  he  hasn't  hit  it.  The  gulls  do 
offer  tempting  shots.  As  a  rule,  we  take  fearless  aim,  knowin.tr  that 
the  effect  of  our  shot,  like  an  effort  of  genius,  will  be  deathless. 
Once,  however,  in  a  calm  I  shoot  at  a  gull  flying,  and  absolutely 
wing  it.  We  are  all  sad  at  heart,  though  we  are  fain  to  acknowledge 
the  excellence  of  the  shot,  which  astonished  no  one  more  than 
myself.  The  other  gulls  utter  plaintive  cries,  and  circle  about  their 
wounded  companion.  It  seems  to  me  that  all  the  birds  of  the  air  are 
"  sighing  and  sobbin'  when  they  heard  of  the  death  of  poor  Cock 
Robin!* 

A  "hand" — nautical  term  for  one  of  the  crew — they  are  all 
"  hands  "—[Sappy  Thought.— a.  Pirate's  crew  would  be  afl  "  legs," 
"  black-legs  "]— is  sent  out  in  a  boat  to  terminate  the  bird's  suffer- 
ings. We  can  hardly  bear  to  wateh  the  proceedings.  MELI.KVII.U. 
turns  away,  KILLICK  looks  on  gloomily,  CKAYLEY  hides  his  emotion 
behind  his  eye-glass,  and,  though  trying  to  keep  up  a  sportsmanlike 
bearing,  with  the  rifle  in  my  hand,  I  feel  very  sad  at  heart.  I 
remember  the  Ancient  Mariner,  and  the  Albatross ;  and,  as  the  man 
returns  with  the  dead  bird — a  ghastly  object — in  the  boat,  I  feel  I 
could  burst  into  tears.  Why  did  he  bring  it  back  ?  It  can't  be 
eaten,  and  there 's  no  stuffer  on  board,  or  any  means  of  preserving  it. 

[Happy  Thought, — If  you  are  going  to  shoot  uneatable  and  curious 

birds,  never  sail  without  a  "  Stuffer  "  on  board.    This  sounds  as  if 

the  crew  were  going  to  pass  some  examination,  and  that  a  "  Stuffer" 

was  identical  with  a     Crammer."    Apropos  of  this,  here  are  the 

materials  for  a  conundrum :  •"  Why  would  this  new  functionary  and 

the  Commodore  to  whom  the  Yacht  belongs  represent  two  celebrated 

places  in  the  Hebrides  ?  "    Because  one  would  say  of  himself,  "  I  am 

ituffer,"   and   the  other,    "  I  Owner."     (Necessary  explanation— 

1  Staffa  aad  lona.")    How  angry  Dr.  JOHNSON  would  have  been  if 

JOSWELL  had  made  this  riddle.     "  Sir,"  said  Dr.  JOHNSON,  "  you  're 

an  ass ! "] 

Alas,  poor  gull !  I  am  as  sad  as  I  was  when  I  winged  a  young 
rabbit— whether  "winged"  is  a  correct,  sportsmanlike  term,  I  am 
not  sure  ;  but  I  never  heard  of  "  legging  "  a  rabbit,  which  is  what  I 
did,  poor  thing !— and  it  cried  like  a  child,  so  that  with  a  nervous 
but  determined  hand  I  had  to  give  him  the  other  barrel,  and  finish 
him.  I  sat  down  on  a  bank,  and  made  a  vow  never  again  to  shoot  at 
a  rabbit  unless  I  was  certain  of  killing  him  outright,  and  at  once.  In 
a  moment  of  excitement  I  have  ridden  recklessly  over  plough  and 
fallow  to  harriers,  and  been  in  at  the  death  of  the  hare.  The  others 
were  rejoicing,  as  at  a  great  victory  over  some  ferocious  and  devas- 
tating wild  monster,  or  like  natives  over  the  body  of  a  man-eating 
tiger;  but  I  pitied  "poor  Puss";  and  when  the  Whip  came  round 
with  the  cap,  I  put  three  shillings  into  it,  instead  of  the  usual  half- 
a-crown,  by  way  of  a  penance. 

I  have  never  been  in  at  the  death  of  a  depredating  'fox,  when 
a  farmer's  delight  is  natural  and  excusable.  In  fact,  I  have  a 
natural  aversion  to  killing  anything,  and  must  indeed  be  roused  to 
an  ungovernable  pitch  of  fury  before  I  can  kill  the  most  persistently 
irritating  fly,  and  even  when  I  have  despatched  him  I  regard  his 
lifeless  remains  with  compassion  for  his  idiotic  obstinacy  in  worrying 
me,  which  brought  about  his  untimely  fate.  Six  creatures  I  can  see 
killed  with  ferocious  pleasure— a  bluebottle,  a  wasp,  a  black  beetle, 
a  rat,  a  horse-fly,  and  a  hornet.  If  anything  happened  to  the  Yacht 
before  I  leave  it,  I  should  set  it  down  to  my  having  shot  the  harmless 
gull. 

After  this,  we"only  shoot  at  inanimate  objects,  such  as  bottles  and 
cigar-boxes. 

Subsequently,  as  sport  is  a  necessary  part  of  a  yachtsman's  life, 
we  take  to  fishing. 

A  -  J     T p 


never  flies  with  such  rapidity  as  when  one  is  sitting  in  a  boat  or  on  a 
bank  with  a  rod  or  line  in  one's  hand. 
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If  you  are  a  crack  shot  and  invariably  kill,  there  is  no  cruelty  in 
sliiHil  inir  game  ;  but  the  best-hooked  fish  dies  a  lingering'  death.  Let 
us  hoi*  that  they  have  no  consciousness  of  pain,  and  that  their 
wripglings  and  jumping  are  mere  involuntary  exhibitions  of 
muscular  ]xi\ver.  Yet  fishing  is  very  fascinating — and  most  fish  are, 
if  well  drosscd.  good  eating.  All  regrets  have  vanished  when  I  see 
them  broiled  for  breakfast,  even  when  the  one  I  caught  is  pointed 
out  to  me  (the  fact  is  so  extraordinary  that  all  the  crew  know  it,  and 
the  Merry  MARK  TAPLEY  Junior,  as  he  places  the  dish  on  the  table, 
points  to  the  small  one  in  the  centre,  and  says  to  me,  with  glee, 

That 's  yours,  Sir," — and  I  ask  that  it  may  be  at  once  handed  to 
me,  when  I  devour  it  with  genuine  relish).  Time,  the  consoler,  heals 
sorrow,  and  in  the  space  between  coming  in  from  shooting  and  the 
dinner-hour,  the  poignancy  of  my  grief  has  vanished,  I  have  become 
hungry,  I  am  ready  to  compare  notes  of  my  prowess  with  my  fellow 
sportsmen  (I  can  be  as  truthful  on  this  subject  as  the  best  of  'em), 
and  when  the  hare  I  shot  appears  on  table,  I  can  cut  him  up  and 
eat  him  with  the  liveliest  satisfaction. 

•  »»••• 

After  a  delightful  sail,  during  which  we  have  had  occasional 
glimpses  of  the  Atlantic,  have  seen  about  twenty  islands  and  one 
inhabitant,  also  two  or  three  yachts,  and  MELLEVILLE,  who  knows  his 
way  about  here,  has  pointed  out  where  the  Whirlpool  is,  which  has  a 


ourselves  to  it,  as  we  Dring  it  with  us,  but  nautical  terms  want  re- 
arranging) we  pipe  all  hands  for  dinner,  which  in  a  few  moments  is 
announced  by  the  Merry  Young  Steward  as  "  being  under  weigh." 

It  is  a  lovely  moonlight  night  as  after  dinner  we  pace  the  deck  in 
the  soothing  tranquillity  of  Lowlandman's  Bay,  only  broken  by 
KILLICK  humming  Casta  Dira,  in  a  very  subdued  tone,  as  he  looks 
up  sadly  at  the  moon,  so  wistful  in  his.  expression  that  he  might  be 
taken  for  the  Man-in-the-Moon,  ejected  for  arrears,  sorrowfully 
regarding  his  native  land,  to  which  he  can  never  more  return  until 
lu1  has  paid  his  rent. 

MELLEVILLE  playfully  inquires,  "  What 's  that  noise  ?  "  On  which 
CRAYIEY  satirically  observes,  that  "  it's  curious  what  an  effect  the 
moon  has  on  some  animals." 

Mia.i.Evii.LE  remarks,  that  he  has  heard  of  "  baying  the  moon," 
and  wants  to  know  from  KILLICK  if  this  is  it  ? 

IVII.LICK  is  ready.    "  Yes,"  he  replies,  "  this  is  Lowlandman's  Bay. ' 

Whereupon  we  invoke  the  shade  of  Dr.  JOHNSON  in  the  Hebrides, 
who  with  nis  Dictionary  did  so  much  to  help  the  punster.  Then  we 
descend.  "No  Cards."  Music. 


CHANGE    FOR    A    SOVEREIGN. 

(S/my  Leaf  from  a  recent  Hamburg  Dress  Diary.) 

8  A.M.— Breakfast  in  my  own  ordinary  Royal  reception  uniform, 
minus  the  under-waistcoat  and  epaulettes,  which! H.R.H.  the  Duke 
forgot  to  return  after  the  dinner  last  night. 

10  A.M.— Summoned  to  call  on  the  EMPEROR.  Borrow  the  full- 
dress  Colonel's  toggery  of  the  West  Brandenburg  Hussars,  of  which 
I  was  made  Honorary  Chief  after  supper  on  Tuesday.  Busby 
doesn't  fit,  and  comes  right  down  over  my  eves  to  my  mouth.  Put  a 
couple  of  Daily  Telegraphs  into  it,  and  hold  my  head  on  one  side. 
( ' \ M  p<  is  savs  but  for  that  I  should  look  ' '  every  inch  a  king." 

NOON. — -Receive  visit  of  ceremony  from  the  Monarch  of  ROT-MANIA. 
He  seems  to  have  got  on  a  British  Field-Marshal's  uniform,  a  German 
helmet,  and — yes,  one  of  mv  missing  epaulettes.  I  give  him  the 
Grand  Cordon  of  the  Golden  Hycena,  and  cleverly  take  my  epaulette 
off  as  I  am  investing  him.  A  pleasant  interview. 

2  P.M.— Off  to  attend  the  Review,  in  the  full-dress  of  a  Servian 
Field-Marshal,  lent  me  by  the  Prince.  Find  at  the  last  moment 
that  he  has  forgotten  to  send  the  high  boots.  Have  to  go  in  slippers, 
and  feel  cold,  but  am  told  afterwards  by  CAMPOS  that  I  looked  all 
right  at  a  distance. 

4  P.M. — Have  received  the  order  of  the  Blue  Pelican,  and  to  don  the 
uniform  of  the  Stagivogitsky  Regiment  for  the  purpose.  Bv  some 
mistake  get  hold  of  that  belonging  to  the  Drum-major.  Find  it 
hopelessly  large,  but  by  padding  with  a  bolster  or  two,  and  taking  in 
here  and  there  with  hair-pins,  make  it  do.  The  German  EMPEROE 
seems  annoyed  at  my  appearance,  but  I  really  can't  help  it.  Hope 
he  won't  strike  me  out  of  the  European  Coalition. 

ti  P.M. — Dinner — but  finding  that  during  my  absence  every  uniform 
I  had  brought  with  me  has  been  borrowed  by  some  magnate  or  other 
for  the  ball  in  my  honour  at  the  Spanish  Embassy  to-night,  have  to 
go  in  my  old  crimson-flowered  dressing-town,  and  a  Portuguese 
cavalry  shako.  Am  cheered  in  the  Unter  den  Linden  in  the  dark,  so 
I  suppose  it 's  all  right. 

8  P.M.— Taken  by  the  Emperor  of  AUSTRO-HUNOAKT  for  the 
Chinese  Minister.  He  proposes  my  health,  and  I  have  to  return 
thanks  in  Pigeon-Spanish. 


10  P.M. — As  soon  as  I  get  home  am  asked  to  lend  my  dressing- 
gown  to  the  Prince  of  BULGARIA,  who  has,  he  says,  to  appear  in  the 
costume  of  the  British  Life  Guards,  and  that  he  has  got  every  bit  of 
it  together  but  the  tunic.  Oblige  him.  Find,  however,  I  have  now 
absolutely  nothing  left  for  myself. 

MIDNIGHT.— To  bed  in  my  great-coat  and  one  cavalry-boot,  and 
the  ribbon  of  the  Order  of  the  Iron  Footstool.  To  sleep,  fancying  I 
am  missing  paper-hoops  on  a  Circus  horse. 


TON-KINO. 

JOHN  CHINAMAN'S  SONG  ON  THE  SITUATION. 
AIR.—"  My  Qu*tn." 

I  AM  not  unwilling  half-way  to  meet  her, 

But  I  know  her  game,  which  I  will  not  play. 
Whether  she  'd  lick  me,  or  I  should  beat  her, 

I  know  not  quite,  but  I  shan't  give  way. 
La  fiance  is  selfish,  ah  !  fie  upon  her  ! 

She  'd  take  all  Annam  under  her  wing, 
And  rob  me  of  all  the  suzerain  honour 

That  I  get  from  thee,  Ton-king,  Ton-king  ! 

France  has  been  going  it  awfully  lately, 

Kicking  up  bobberies  left  and  right  ; 
But  I  rather  think  she  is  erring  greatly, 

If  she  supposes  I  shall  not  fight. 
I  'm  not  so  humble  as  that,  my  Lady  ! 

My  smile  is  calm,  but  I  carry  a  sting  ; 
And  if  shindy  comes,  it  will  find  me  ready 

To  battle  for  thee,  Ton-king,  Ton-king! 

If  France  will  be  courteous,  I  '11  be  lowly, 
For  flowery  blandness  I  greatly  love  j 

But  that  "neutral  zone  "  means  "collaring,"  wholly, 
And  though  I  'm  "  childlike,"  I  'm  not  a  dove. 

My  suzerainty  I  am  game  for  keeping  ; 
France  as  near  neighbour  is  not  the  thing, 

And  men  shall  fall,  and  women 


Ere  I  cease 


l  fall,  and  women  go  weeping. 
to  hold  thee,  Ton-king,  Ton-k 


ing 


A  HARD  ROW. 

SIB,— My  neighbour,  Mr.  PREBENDARY  Row,  writing  to  the  Spectator 
of  September  15,  on  the  "  Blasphemy  Prosecutions,"  said:—  I  have 
the  sheet  which  was  the  subject  of  prosecution  lying  open  before  me." 
After  telling  his  readers  the  contents,  he  goes  on,  "I  labour  under 
a  disadvantage  on  this  occasion,  because  I  dare  not  pollute  your  page* 
by  such  a  description  of  them  a*  would  give  your  readers  a  lively 
idea  of  their  contents,"  &c.,  &c.  "I  can,  therefore,  only  observe 
that  they  stand  far  beneath  the  level  of  the  most  outrageous  carica- 
tures that  have  ever  appeared  in  Punch." 

Now,  Mr.  PREBENDARY  Row  should  be  aware,  unless  he  may  be 
charitably  allowed  the  benefit  of  the  Irish  boy's  saving  clause,  and 
be  considered  as  in  a  state  of  "  inconsavable  ignorance,"  that  no 
comparison  or  analogy  can  be  honestly  and  fairly  instituted  between 
such  coarsely  executed  and  grossly  blasphemous  caricatures  as  he 
has  described,  and  Mr.  Punch's  artistically-drawn  satirical  Cartoons 
on  political  and  social  subjects,  to  which  the  term  "outrageous" 
could  never  be  applied.  Mr.  PREBENDARY  Row,  of  St.  Paul's,  seems 
to  have  yet  to  learn  "  who  is  his  neighbour ;  "  and  so,  Sir,  I  beg  to 
sign  myself  your  neighbour  and  his  namesake, 

PATERNOSTER  Row. 

*»*  We  select  this  out  of  a  heap 'of  indignant  correspondence 
which  Mr.  Row's  letter  has  evoked.  As  for  Mr.  Punch,  he  can  only 
say,  that  not  having  the  slightest  personal  acquaintance  with  Mr. 
Row,  he  is  astoundea  at  the  Prebendary's  familiarity  in  speaking  of 
him  as  "  Punch."  A  person  who  would  be  guilty  of  such  a  breach 
of  good  manners  would  say  anything. 


THE  DUKE  OF  BEDFORD  has  offered  to  sell  Covent  Garden  Market 
and  surroundings  to  the  Corporation.  Of  course  the  Corporation 
won't  buy  it.  But  here  is  a  chance  for  Sir  W.  VKRNON  HARCOOIT  to 
show  London  what  a  Concentrated  Municipality  would  do  if  it  had 
the  chance.  The  Duke  is  tired  of  it.  Now  is  the  time  to  clear  Mud 
Salad  Market  and  make  it  pleasant  to  the  eyes  and  noses  of  our  long- 
suffering  fellow-citizens.  Where  is  the  Hercules  for  the  task  ? 
Couldn't  Sir  WILLIAM  V.  HERCULES  come  to  the  rescue  now,  and 
show  himself  quite  an  At- Home  Secretary?  Send  for  the  First 
Commissioner  of  Works  and  the  astute  B.  MITFORD,  Esq.,  C.B.  The 
men  who  lowered  the  Wellington  Statue  are  capable  of  raising  the 
wind  for  the  clean-sweeping  of  Covent  Garden.  The  youngest 
son  of  an  American  millionnaire  might  buy  it,  and  become  in  our 
estimation  a  second  Peabody,  a  Sweet-Peabody. 


ir>o 
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THE    VIQUEENS    OF    WHITBY. 

(As  FAITHFULLY  PROMISED   LAST  YEAR.) 


AT  THE  GATES ! 

( With  acknowledgments  to  the  Poet  Laureate. ) 

Tax  "Warder  of  the  growing  hour," 
Though  hard  fur  lesser  men  to  mark  • 
Whilst  round  him  all  the  horizon  's  dark 

With  engineries  of  hostile  Power; 

So,  laurelled  Singer,  silver-strong 
Athwart  thy  strain  will  fancy  (lit, 
And  voices  of  the  moment  (it 

With  shifting  echoes  of  thy  song. 

The  Warder,  this,  of  thy  large  dream, 

Tin-  Titan  of  the  iron  soul, 

With  stern  glance  fast  upon  his  goal, 

<  "1.1,  ki  rn  as  liis  own  armour's  gk-am  '? 


Warder  indeed,  firm-based  and  bold, 
Not  moved  by  show  of  threatening  steel, 
Or  subtleties  of  soft  appeal ; 

Grim-jawed  and  of  colossal  mould. 

Few  roseate  chivalries  illume 

The  frank  unfaltering  Teuton's  course  ; 

Few  Lancelot  graces.    Iron  force 
Of  brawn  and  brain,  from  spur  to  plume. 

But  steadfast,  still,  whate'er  befall, 

As  that  Pompeian  Sentinel. 

What  he  shall  ward  is  warded  well, 
Or  temple  gate,  or  city  wall. 

The  gates  he  guards  are  as  the  gates 
Of  that  old  temple,  Janus-named, 
Closed  now.  By  whomsoever  claimed, 

That  post  he  calmly  holds— and  waits. 


Jumis  Patulcius.  Clusius,  both, 
"  Opener  "  and  "  Shutter,"at  his  will ; 
Armed  sentinel  of  Peace,  with  skill 

To  loose  the  dogs  of  war,  though  Iwth. 

So  fancy  limns  him,  who  '11  not  cease 
To  watch  o'er  what  his  brain  upbuilt. 
Still,  with  his  hand  asainst  the  hilt, 

Warding  the  gates  of  War — like  Peace  ? 

Ah !  could  we  trust  the  Singer's  lay, 
Great  Teuton,  stark  in  deed  and  word, 
And  know  you,  strong  te  bring  the  sword, 

As  strong  to  take  the  sword  away ; 

We  'd  gladlier  greet  each  gleam  that  broke 
From  those  steel-keen  unfaltering  eyes, 
Swift  smiter,  who,  if  need  arose, 

"  Wilt  strike,  and  firmly,  and  one  stroke." 


NEW  POLICE  REGULATIONS. 

(Toaaxmpany  the  Presentation  of  the  latest  Arm  for  the  Force;  a  Whistle.) 
1.  Siiorr.n  you  notice  a  Housebreaker  entering  a  mansion  at  mid- 
iy  :l  (,UtVlut  w,mdow-  5"ou  wm  ask  him  Politely  what  business 
^  *  "°  d  at  so 


•l.  Should  the  Housebreaker  refuse  to  answer  you,  or  reply  rudely, 

A"        \'  tl'»t     y°U  -^  ¥ter  mind  ro'ir  own  concerns,  and 

Uw  nnT^T'     f^U.  Produce  a  text-book  upon  the  Criminal 

faffiy.  P  m  What  manner  he  may  bo  guilty  of  a 

him  that"™,,110  tre*r  yTjecturf  ^  contemPt.  you  will  assure 
examination?  *******  ^d  Produce  your  credentials  for  his 

onhim"ld  fhf.  n°us£breaker  be  still  unreasonable,  you  will  call 


5.  Should  the  Housebreaker  still  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  your  admoni- 
tions, you  will  warn  him  that  if  he  enters  the  mansion  with  felonious 
intent,  it  will  be  your  duty,  in  discharge  of  your  official  position,  to 
arrest  him. 

C.  Should  the  Housebreaker  after  this  enter  the  mansion,  seize  all 
the  plate,  slaughter  the  larger  part  of  the  family,  and  tire  with  a 
revolver  half  a  dozen  shots  at  yourself,  you  will  instantly  produce 
the  substitute  you  have  recently  received  for  your  rattle,  and — 
whistle  for  the  thief! 

FANCY  the  hon-or  of  dear  respectable  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM,  -who  is 
rather  short-sighted,  when  she  saw  a  Handbill  on  the  wall  9f  the 
Herringborough  Harbour  with  the  words,  "  Smack  Anna  Maria"  in 
large  letters.  It  was  only  on  close  inspection  that  she  discovered  it 
was  an  Auctioneer's  advertisement  of  the  forthcoming  sale  of  the 
hshing-boat  or  Smack  called  the  Anna  Maria.  "  Still,"  as  she  said 
to  LAVINIA,  "it  was  startling,  my  dear,  to  anyone  who  doesn't 
happen  to  be  nautical." 
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HOLIDAY    ECHOES. 

DRAMATIS  PEHSON.E— Several  hale-looking,  bronzed,  weather-beaten 
Holiday-makers.  One  Pale-facea  Stay-in-Town. 

I', de-faced  Stay-in-Town.  Hullo,  JONES  !  Back  so  soon?  Thought 
you  were  off  for  months.  And  where  have  you  been,  and  what  have 
you  been  doing  ? 

Junes.  Oh,  I  have  been  up  in  Yorkshire,  shooting. 

/'.  .V.  How  capital!  Splendid  county,  Yorkshire;  grand  open 
scenery ;  vast  expanse  of  moorland ;  bracing  air,  that  puts  your 
nerves  right  for  ever ;  good  plain  food.  Why,  you  must  be  as  sound 
as  a  bell  T 

Jones.  Oh,  yes,  I  daresay.  Of  course  people  talk  like  that,  and  I 
have  no  doubt  to  a  certain  extent  they  are  right ;  but,  you  see,  I 
wasn't  living  in  a  very  quiet  house. 

1'.  S.  l!ut  in  that  magnificent  air  and  scenery  you  didn't  want 
quiet  and  an  indoor  life. 

Jones.  No;  and  we  didn't  want  brandies-and-sodas  in  the  morning — 
or,  rather,  I  think  we  did  ;  but  it  was  a  moot  point — at  any  rate,  we 
had  them.  And  then  there  was."  Boy"  always  at  lunch,  and  a  peg 
or  two  before  dinner,  and  an  admirable  cellar :  and  what  with  the 
grogs  in  the  smoking-room,  we  never  got  to  bed  before  two  or  three. 

A  S.  Then  I  fear  I  was  a  little  hit  premature  when  I  congratulated 
you  on  your  perfect  state  of  health. 

Jones.  Well,  yes— no — hardly.  I  feel  a  little  upset,  you  know- 
rather  shaky,  and  all  that ;  but  I  have  not  the  remotest  doubt  but 
that  when  I  have  settled  down,  and  had  two  or  three  weeks  in  London, 
I  shall  bo  every  bit  as  well  as  when  I  started.  'Morning ! 

P.  S.  'Morning !  Here 's  BROWN  back  in  London  again !  How 
brown — no  pun ! — you  are  looking !  How  are  you  ? 

Brown.  Among  the  middlings,  thanks — only  among  the  middlings. 

P.  S.  But  you  have  had  a  holiday  ? 

Jirown.  Oh,  yes.    I  have  been  yachting  off  the  Devon  coast. 

P.  S.  Lucky  man!  Good  boat,  fine  weather,  jolly  company. 
What  could  be  more  delightful  ? 

Brown.  I  suppose  it  sounds  rather  pleasant.  Yes,  we  had  a 
rattling  boat  and  fair  weather,  and  a  very  good  lot  of  men  on  board. 

P.  S.  You  must  have  inhaled  enough  ozone  to  last  you  your  life- 
time. I  think  to  be  on  a  yacht  with  a  good  topsail  breeze,  when  the 
water  goes  bowling  past  you  and  the  weather  copper  is  high  out  of 
water,  and  the  sea  is  eddying  in  the  lee-scuppers,  and  as  you  bound 
along  over  the  waves  you  feel  that  every  moment  the  breeze  is 
driving  all  the  musty  old  cobwebs  out  of  your  brain,  is  one  of  the 
most  invigorating,  health-producing  sensations  the  world  has.  All 
cares  seem  to  fall  from  you.  You  fear  no  knock  at  the  door,  dread 
no  ring  at  the  bell.  Your  duns  have  ceased  from  troubling,  and  your 
callers  are  at  rest.  You  get  no  telegrams,  and  despise  newspapers. 

Brown.  Of  course,  of  course,  from  the  land-point  view  of  yachting ; 
but  our  host  was  a  very  bad  sailor,  and,  consequently,  we  spent  a 
good  deal  of  time  in  harbour. 

P.  S.  That  doesn't  matter  so  much  in  Devonshire,  as,  wherever 
you  land,  you  have  a  lovely  walk  in  every  direction. 

Brown.  We  didn't  land  much. 

P.  S.  Then  what  did  you  do  ? 

Brown.  We  generally  used  to  g/>  below  in  the  cabin  and  play  Loo, 
and  you  know  its  usual  accompaniments. 

P.  S.  But  you  weren't  always  in  harbour.  Hang  it,  you  must 
have  gone  out  to  sea  sometimes. 

Brown.  Only  in  calms. 

P.  S.  Even  then  you  got  the  pure,  unadulterated  sea  air  ? 

Brown.  In  a  way;  for,  you  see,  we  generally,  in  a  calm,  used  to 
go  down  below  in  the  cabin  and  play  Loo,  and  it  was  hot,  thirsty 
weather. 

P.  S.  Your  trip,  then,  won't  have  done  you  so  much  good  as  I  had 
hoped. 

Jiroini.  Oh,  I  am  not  very  bad;  and — hullo,  it  is  a  quarter  to 
twelve  !  I  must  be  off.  I  have  got  to  see  mv  Doctor  at  the  hour. 
My  liver  is  very  wrong,  but  I  have  no  doubt  ne  will  put  me  right 
soon,  and  then  I  shall  be  as  well  as  ever  I  was.  Glad  to  have  seen 
you.  Good  bye ! 

P.  S.  Good-bye !  What,  ROBINSON  ?  How  goes  it  ?  All  well  at 
home,  I  hope. 

Rubinson.  No,  no  ;  I  am  sorry  to  say  we  have  dreadful  trouble  at 
home.  All  the  children  are  down,  my  wife  is  nearly  dead  from 
fatigue  and  grief,  and  I  myself  have  been  up  nursing  them  the  last 
two  nights. 

P.  S.  Goodness  gracious !    What  is  it  ? 

Robinson.  The  Doctors  hardly  say  definitely,  but  it  is  some  form  of 
typhoid. 

P.  S.  Nasty,  beastly  thing.  However,  if  they  will  only  pull 
through  quick,  you  can  get  them  all  down  to  the  seaside. 

Robinson.  That 's  where  we  have  just  come  from. 

P.  5.  What  place  ? 

Robinson.  (The  reader  may  fill  this  in  according  to  his  oicw 
libellous  taste.) 


P.  S.  But  surely  that  is  a  town  where  the  .death-rate  is  next  to 
nothing,  and  which  is  always  held  up  to  admiration  by  nine  out  of 
every  ten  medical  men  '( 

Robinson,  It  is.    That 's  why  we  went  there. 

P.  S.  Was  there  an  epidemic  raging  ? 

Robinson.  No ;  or  if  there  was,  we  got  it  all  to  ourselves. 

P.  S.  Then  how  do  you  account  for  it  P 

Robinson.  You  see  we  are  different  to  the  natives.  Drainage  has 
no  power  to  affect  them  or  their  death-rate.  It  has  on  us.  After 
lodging  six  days  over  an  open  sewer,  all  the  youngsters  were  taken  bad. 

P.  S.  How  very  sad  !  But  what  do  the  Doctors  say  P  I  trust  they 
are  hopeful. 

Robinson.  I  am  happy  to  say  they  hold  out  tolerably  nattering 
expectations.  They  consider  that  now  we  have  got  the  children  back 
to  our  own  well-ventilated  and  well-drained  nouse,  they,  having 
naturally  strong  constitutions,  will  not  be  long  in  coming  round. 
Bye!  bye! 

P.  S.  Bye !  bye !  old  man.  What,  you,  GREEN  !  Heard  yon  were 
on  the  Continent. 

Green.  How  are  you  ?    I  got  back  last  night. 

P.  S.  How  far  did  you  get  r1 

ffreen.  Oh,  not  very  far — Antwerp,  Brussels,  Cologne,  up  the 
Rhine,  Baden,  Strasbourg,  and  home  by  Paris. 

P.  S.  Not  a  bad  little  round.    Did  you  enjoy  yourself  ? 

Green.  Thoroughly. 

P.  S.  I  am  glad  to  hear  that.  By  Jove,  it  is  a  comfort  to  find  one 
man  has  had  a  good  holiday.  What  are  you  fifoing  to  do  to-night  ? 
One  can't  offer  much  to  a  man  fresh  from  the  Continent ;  but  even  in 
London  one  can  give  a  fair  approach  to  a  French  dinner,  and  the 
Gaiety  is  open  again. 

Green.  Ugh!  Thanks  awfully,  old  Chappie.  But  I  am  going 
down  into  the  Weald  of  Sussex  this  afternoon. 

P.  S.  What  on  earth  for  ? 

Green.  Well,  you  see.  what  with  travelling,  and  table-d'hotes  and 
cafe  life,  and  seeing  Galleries,  I  am  a  little  bit  off  colour.  So  I  am 
just  going  down  to  do  a  good  week's  walking  in  the  country.  Get  up 
early,  go  to  bed  early,  do  five-and-twenty  miles  a  day,  live  on  nothing 
but  chops  and  bread-and-cheese,  drink  a  little  beer,  and  only  one 
glass  of  whiskey  at  night,  and  I  believe  I  shall  come  back  to  town 
as  fit  as  a  Leger  winner.  So,  farewell ! 

P.  S.  Farewell !  Why,  SMITH,  it  is  an  age  since  I  saw  yon ! 
What 's  the  matter  P  Why  this  lameness  ?— why  these  crutches  P 

Smith.  Ireland. 

P.  8.  Ireland  ?  You  don't  own  any  property  there  ?  Oh,  I 
remember,  you  told  me  you  had  rented  a  salmon  river  over  there. 
Surely  they  didn't  shoot  you  for  that  ? 

Smith.  Shoot !  I  wish  they  had ;  it  might  have  finished  me  off  at 
once.  Got  wet  through  fishing,  and  have  been  in  agonies  ever  since. 

P.  S.  You  had  no  sport,  then  ? 

Smith.  Yes,  admirable,  till  this  infernal  thing  "got  hold  of  me. 
Well,  I  can't  stop  here  chattering,  I  am  just  going  to  try  a  Turkish 
bath ;  it  can  but  kill  or  cure. 

P.  S.  It  doesn't  seem  to  have  improved  his  temper.  Hullo, 
WIGOY,  anv  news  ? 

Wiggy.  Heard  about  CHARLEY  THOMPSON  ? 

P.  S.  No — what  of  him?  I  saw  him  just  before  he  went  off  to 
Switzerland ;  he  was  going  to  climb  some  inaccessible  mountain  with 
some  unpronounceable  name.  Did  he  get  to  the  top  ? 

Wiggy.  I  don't  know  whether  he  got  to  the  top.  He  fell  to  the 
bottom  right  enough. 

P.  S.  Hurt  ? 

Wiggy.  Two  thousand  feet  of  crevasse  don't  usually  do  you  much 
good.  He  was  killed  on  the  spot, — smashed  to  pieces. 

P.  S.  Lord,  how  sad !  Really,  what  dreadful  holidays  my  friends 
seem  to  have  had !  I  grumbled  at  the  time,  but  now  I  feel  perfectly 
thankful  that  I  have  had  to  stay  in  Town.  After  all,  London  is  the 
healthiest  and  safest  place  in  the  world. 

[Exit  round  corner,  is  run  orer  by  a  Van  Jrirvn  by  a  drunken 
driver,  and  is  removed  to  Charing  Cross  Hospital. 


Unnatural  History. 

THE  Daily  Telegraph  has  added  to  our  knowledge  of  Natural 
History  in  a  truly  remarkable  manner.  In  a  leading  article  on  the 
21st  inst.  it  remarked  that — 

"  To  race  a  pony  against  a  pigeon  votAfeof  course,  be  a  foregone  conclu- 
sion in  favour  of  the  latter ;  but  it  has  justbeen  shown,  by  a  race  which  has 
taken  place  at  Bedworth,  that  a  pigeon  can  fly  rather  more  than  double  as 
fast  as  a  pony." 

This  beats  dog-and-man-tighting  hollow.  If  the  Editor  of  the  D.  T. 
has  seen  a  flying  pony,  let  him  exhibit  it  at  the  Aquarium,  and 
FARINI  and  BARNUM  are  not  "  in  it."  On  second  thoughts,  we  once 
had  a  pony  that  flew— no,  that  melted  away  before  we  had  time  to 
pocket  it.  But  we  '11  bet  another  pony  the  D.  T.  didn't  mean  this. 
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AN  UNUSUAL  OPPOR- 
TUNITY. 

LABI-HELPS  can  hardly 
expect  to  retire  speedily  on 
a  competency  if  their  re- 
muneration is  in  harmony 
with  that  indicated  in  the 
following  advertisement 
which  appeared  in  the 
Daily  Telegraph : — 

"DEQUIRED  immediately, 
J-V  in  a  small  preparatory 
boarding-school  for  ooys,  a 
useful  cLiTin-tir.it.il  person  as 
LADY-HELP,  &c.  She  must 
be  an  early  riser,  healthy, 
quick,  and  active.  No  servant 
kept,  but  woman  once  each 
week  to  scour  and  clean.  Boy 
kc]>t  for  boots,  knives,  win- 
dows, &c.  Salary,  £12  per 
annum  and  £2  for  laundress. 

Fourteen  pounds  per  an- 
num to  cook,  dust  the  room, 
mend  the  boys'  clothes,  and 
assist  in  their  education, 
would  hardly  be  called  an 
extravagant  stipend.  If 
we  remember  rightly,  3fr. 
ll'ttckford  Squeers,  of  Do- 
theboys  Hall,  gave  Mr. 
Nicholas  Nickleby  an  an- 
nual salary  of  £5,  but  then 
he  had  to  do  nothing  but 
teach.  After  reading  the 
above  advertisement,  we 
are  struck  with  the  mu- 
nificence of  Squeers,  and 
are  convinced  Nicholas 
must  have  been  extrava- 
gantly overpaid. 


CONCERNING  AN  EGYP- 
TIAN Ass.— RIAZ  PASHA  has 
been  elected  to  the  Legis- 
lative Council  to  represent 
Cairo.  As  he  has  been 
rather  down  lately,  this  is 
a  rise  for  RIAZ. 


FRANCE    TO    CHINA.— 
"  You  Hanoi  me  much." 
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\        \ 

LE  COMTE  DE  PARIS. 
Lt  NOVVSAU  "Casf"  as  LA  UfAtsorr  DS  FRAXCS,  WHO,  WHEN  FRENCH  TASTE 

RKQTJIRKS   IT,    18  PREPARING  TO  GIVE  IT  A  FlLLIP. 


RAMBLING  ROXDEAUX. 
AT  TABLE  D'HOTE. 

AT   Table  d'Jwte,  I  quite 
decline 

To  sit  there  and  attempt 

to  dine ! 
Of  course  you  never  dine, 

but  "feed," 

And  gobble  up  with  fear- 
some greed 

A  hurried  meal  you  can't 
define. 

The  room  is  close,  and,  I 

opine, 
I  should  not  like  the  food 

or  wine ; 

While  all  the  guests  are 
dull  indeed 

At  Table  d'hSte .' 

The  clatter  and  the  heat 

combine 

One's  appetite    to  under- 
mine. 
When  noisy  waiters  take 

no  heed, 
But  change  the  plates  at 

railway  speed — 
I  feel  compelled  to  "  draw 
my  line  " 

At  Table  d'hOte  ! 


"  THE  President  of  the 
British  Association,"  read 
out  Miss  LAVINIA,  "de- 
livered an  address  on  Pure 
Mathematics."  "  I  'm  de- 
lighted to  hear  it,"  said 
Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM,  "  and 
I  only  wonder  that  any 
others  were  ever  allowed  in 
our  schools.  But  go  on,  mv 
dear,  to  the  next  telegraph.'' 
"The  Flushing  Mail,"  con- 
tinued LAVINIA,  quoting 
from  the  Times.  "  Dear 
me !  "  interrupted  Mrs.  R., 
"what  a  very  bashful 
person  he  must  be !  But 
it's  a  shame  to  make  a 
public  show  of  him,  though. 
Where  is  he,  my  dear  ? 
At  the  Aquarium  '?  " 


SONG  OF  A  SCIOLIST 

AT  SOUTHPORT. 

"  It  is  difficult  to  give  an  idea  of  the  vast 
pxtcnt  of  modern  Mathematics.  This  word 
'.\t,.nt  >  is  not  the  right  one;  I  mean  extent 
crowded  with  beautiful  detail— not  an  extent  of 
in.  n-  mill., unity,  such  as  an  objectless  plain,  but 
or  a  tract  of  beautiful  country  wen  at  first  in  the 
dMiii.ce,  l.ut  which  will  Wr  to  be  rambled 
through  and  studied  in  every  detail  of  hillside 

J  valley,  stream,  rork,  wood,  and  flower.     But 
m  finythmgelse,  so  for  a  mathematical  1 1 

in  he  perceived,  but  not  explained  "— 
ro/fewr  faytey  {„  /„,  i'n.x,,i,.ntwi  AUrtn 
K  Til I  1SS  AM<Kiation,  «'  Southport, 

An !  highly  lucid, 
„       ,    And  simple— doosiJ .' 
tarth  s  hills  and  valleys,  and  its  floods  and 
greenery ; 

What  are  they  really, 
\v.l  v  ,Vmpar?d  (ideally) 

,r  i  matlcs  superior  scenery  ? 

Talk  not  of  mountains, 

p        ,  V  .stl?am,s  and  fountains. 
tor  what  u  land  or  water,  and  what  is 
wood. 


To  contemplations 
Of  sweet  equations 
As  seen  by  CAYLEY,  or  known  to  SPOTTIS- 

WOODE  ? 

Oh  !  faith  'tis  ravishing, 

When  Science,  lavishing 
Her  fairest  formula,  her  sweetest  symbols, 

On  Sciolistic  ones, 

(Though  eulogistic  ones) 
Whokno  w  of  theorems  as  much  as— thimbles, 

Declares,  oracular, 

The  charms  spectacular 
Of  EUCLID'S  Eden,  by  so  few  attainable, 

Like  axioms  ever, 

Despite  endeavour, 
Though  very  obvious,  are  unexplainable ! 

Why,  goodness  gracious ! 

Were  laws  veracious 
Of  her  who  Mnemosyne's  elder  child  is, 

As  sweetly  simple 

As  girlhood's  dimple, 
Or  clear  as  the  poetry  of  OSCAR  WILD*  is, 

Space  non-Euclidian 

In  lines  Ovidian 
Might  be  illumined  by  rhetoric  spangles— 

And  Bards  be  planning 

(Like  ran  and  CANNING) 
\Varm    dithyrambics    on    the    lines    and 
angles. 


But  no,  thank  goodness ! 

Mere  rustic  rudeness 

Won't  plumb   "  four-dimensional    space," 
though  it  try,  Sir. 

The  Muses — minxes  !— 

Will  find  the  Sphinx  is 
Still  firmly  planted  on  X  +  i  Y,  Sir ! 

Those  same  "least  factors" 

Seem  great  thought-exactors, 
And  will  scarce  be  tracked  by  the  Sciolist 
silly  'uns, 

Though  GLAISHER— rum  thing ! — 

Has  been — doing  something 
With  the  missing  three  out  of  the  first  nine 
millions! 

Oh,  blissful  duty 

To  explore  the  beauty 
Of  elliptic  and  multiple  theta  functions ! 

The  mathematics 

Must  inspire  ecstatics 

Which   should   thrill    an    ^Esthete    with 
"  intense"  compunctions. 

Hut  you  "  can't  explain  it !  " 

Then  how  very  vain  it 
Must   be    for    a   Sciolist   to    follow   you, 
CAYLEY ! 

Though  I  much  respect  you, 

Yet  in  intellects. 
I  'm  a  splitting  chaos — so  I  '11  bid  you  Vale  ! 
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CONSEQUENCES! 

First  Country  Doctor.  "  COULD  YOU  COME  TO  MY  PLACE,  BROWN,  TO-MORROW  MORNINO  J " 
Second  Ditto.  "ALL  RIGHT,  OLD  MAX.     WHAT  is  IT!" 

First  Country  Doctor.  "  WELL,  I  'VE  HAD  A  CASE  OF  '  ENDOCARDITIS,'  WHICH  I  'VB  VERY  SUCCESSFULLY  TREATED  WITH 
LAUIA  MAJALIS,'  AND  I  WANT  YOUR  HELP  WITH  THE  '  POST  MORTXM  ' ! " 


COXVAL- 


MEMS.  OF  A  MINUTE  PHILOSOPHER. 

THE  ages  of  Conquerors  and  Comprehensive  Thinkers  are  gone. 
These  are  the  days  of  the  Minute  Philosopher.  /  am  a  Minute  Philo- 
sopher. It  is  a  delicious  destiny. 

I  am  known  everywhere — and  yet  nowhere.  I  have  so  many  aliases, 
you  see.  Have  you  met  with  such  individuals  as  "  A  Citi/en. 
'"  Lookcr-On,"  "  The  Uncle  of  Ten,"  "  Matilda-Jane,"  "  Bachelor," 
"A  Mothcr-in-Law,"  "Anti-Humbug,"  "  Sanitas,"  "  A  Brit.-n," 
"  liusticus,"  "Indignant,"  "One  who  Knows,"  "Another  who 
Knows  Better,"  "Constant  Subscriber,"  "A.  B.,"  "X.  Y.  Z.,"  &c., 
&c.,  &c.  'f  They  're  all— MK  ! 

****** 

The  world  is  now  governed — or  rather  arranged — by  Confesses, 
Associations,  Handbooks,  Lectures,  and  Letters  to  the  Papers. 
Especially  Letters  to  the  Papers.  I  have  been  writing  a  Letter  to 
the  Papers.  It  is  on  a  most  imjiortant  subject.  I  'm  all  in  a  tremble 
to  see  that  letter  in  print,  lest  any  fellow  1'hilosopher — there  are  such 
lots  of  us  you  know — should  have  been  beforehand  with  me.  I  saw 
old  r'rsTii.n;  drop  something  into  the  Editor's  box  just  as  I  came  up 
with  mi/  budget.  I  hope  he  hasn't  hit  on  the  same  subject.  My 
subject  is  "  Door-Scrapers  as  ZNMMMMfoff  of  Disease."  Everyone 
will  at  once  see  how  essential  to  the  Public  well-being  it  is  that 
scientific  scrutiny  and  legislative  enactment  should  be  brought  to 
bear  on  Mi  hitherto  shamefully-neglected  subject.  Mv  letter  will  no 
doubt  elicit  a  long  and  interesting  correspondence  in  the  Unit;/  ]>,!,<- 
iiator,  as  did  my  epistle  on  "  The  Rational  Structure  ami  DiftnbutioH 
of  H'aistciHit  Stttttmt,"  last  year.  I  shall  have  no  sleep  to-night ! 


Relation  to  the  Decadence  of  Modern   Sculpture"     Subtle,  but  not 
striking !     See  how  mine  goes !    More  Mems.  next  week. 


SONGS  OE  THE  STREETS. 
THE  REAL  REASON. 

"  A  foreigner,  acquainted  only  through  the  medium  of  translations  with 
the  works  of  the  Author  of  Xattelat,  might  bo  puzzled  In  determine  why  the 
name  of  SAMUEL  JOHNSON  is  still  with  the  English  nation  a  household  word, 
.  .  .  The  reason  is  a  very  simple  one." — Daily  Teltgraph. 

THET  may  call  Doctor  JOHNSON  a  bear  and  a  bore, 

And  smile  at  his  pompous  inflation  ; 
They  may  laugh  at  his  lexicographical  lore, 

And  BOSWELL'S  absurd  adulation  ! 
But  they  're  bound  to  admit,  'mid  the  bustle  and  strife 

That  throbs  in  this  busy  replete  street, 
That  he  said  one  good,  thing  in  the  course  of  his  life — 

'Twas,  "  Let  us  go  walking  in  Fleet  Street '. ' 

If  they  like  to  abuse  him  for  lapping  up  tea, 

Or  port  at  the  THKU.I  -'  down  at  Streatham: 
If  with  all  his  opinions  they  fail  to  agree, 

Then  all  1  can  say  is— why,  let  'em ! 
They  may  jeer  at  Irene,  vote  Jtasselat  "  rot," 

The  JlanMer  revile  in  this  neat  street ; 
But  there's  one  observation  will  ne'er  be  forgot, 

'Tis,  "  Let  us  go  walking  in  Fleet  Street '.  "' 

They  may  carp  at  his  "  Lives"  and  his  verse,  if  they  please, 

And  sneer  at  his  taste  and  his  breeding : 
And  his  e---ays,  all  written  in  pure  Johnsonese, 

They'll  reckon  as  pondeTOM  reading. 
But  I  think  his  detractors  can't  question  his  claim 

(  Oh,  whisper  it  in  this  discreet  street  ! 
To  monuments,  memoirs,  distinction,  and  fame, 

Is,  "  Let  us  go  walking  in  Fleet  Street ! " 
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AN  OLD  POSTMAN'S  STOEY. 

"  'Tis  true,  vour  honour !  I'm  fair  dead  beat,  so  I  '11  snatch  a  rest  on  this  country  stile, 
For  I  've  trudged  and  tramped  with  loaded  back  from  county  town—  'tis  many  a  mile, 
Up  at  the  hour  when  the  cock 's  awake,  and  shuffling  home  when  the  bat 's  on  wing, 
A-calling  here,  and  a-calling  there,  with  a  wait  for  a  knock,  and  again  for  a  ring  ; 
A  pleasant  life  do  you  call  it,  Sir  ?  to  skirt  the  hedges  and  brush  the  dew. 
To  scare  the  pheasant,  and  wake  the  thrush,  and  mark  the  spot  where  violets  grew. 
Well,  it's  all  very  well  for  the  folks  in  town,  who  come  down  here  just  to  take  their  rest ; 
But  with  chaps  like  me,  when  my  labour 's  done  and  I  long  for  leisure,  then  bed's  the  best. 
It  wasn't  so  bad  in  the  days  gone  by,  with  letters  tied  up  in  a  handy  pack, 
A  stick,  a  satchel,  a  pair  of  legs,  a  sense  of  duty,  a  big  broad  back  ; 
But  now  it 's  different  quite,  look  here,  when  the  grave  is  ready  and  sexton  host, 
Let  them  bury  me  quiet,  and  put  on  the  stone,   '  His  back  it   was  broke  by  the  Parcels 
Post.'    ' 


"  I  'm  not  so  mad  with  new-fangled  ways  as  DICK  at  the  inn  with  his  yard  of  clay. 
I  've  seen  the  scythe  and  sickle  give  in,  and  the  railroad  come  in  the  farmer's  way ; 
The  flail  isn't  heard  in  the  old  rick-yard,  OT"1  *^"  J«i»»  nt  mnoliinorir  f^o-htmic  tVio  ™ 


nag, 


, 

They  can  forward  old  women  their  physic  and  stuff,  in  reply  to  an  order  on  halfpenny  cards, 
And  the  men  can  get  baccy  sent  up  by  the  pound,  and  the  women  their  finery  easy  by  yards. 
But  what  I  do  say,  it 's  a  little  too  hard  to  make  an  old  messenger  give  up  the  ghost 
Because  he  is  doomed  to  be  spoke  in  the  wheel  of  the  Juggernaut  Car— called  the  Parcels  Post  t 

"  I  've  a  son  in  town,  as  handy  a  lad,  though  I  shouldn't  say  so,  as  ever  you  see, 

And  he  sorts  the  packets  and  parcels  out,  that  are  driven  to  trains  and  handed  to  me, 

And  he  tells  his  father  that  London 's  full  of  one-horse  carriages  painted  red, 

He  owns  his  business  hours  are  stiff,  but  he  gets  his  meals  and  he  likes  his  bed ; 

They  tempt  the  lad — though  he's  good  as  gold — as  very  few  young  'uns  are  tempted  now, 

Witn  money,  and  jewels,  and  stamps,  and  cheques,  which  a  fool  might  lose,  but  a  rascal 

'stow;' 

And  they  give  him  a  salary,  on  my  word,  that  a  labouring  lad  might  fairly  scorn, 
For  Master  HODGE  has  the  air  to  breathe,  and  never  sees  gas  whether  night  or  morn, — 
Still  I  think  on  the  whole  that  the  boy  up  there  has  a  happier  life — though  I  'd  better  not 

boast — 
Than  the  labouring  hack  with  a  weight  on  his  back,  who  is  driven  to  death  by  the  Parcels 

Post! 

"  It  stands  to  reason,  why  just  look  here,  'tis  in  rural  beats  where  the  shoe  must  pinch, 
The  orders  come  from  the  '  boss '  in  town,  but  the  patient  messenger  he  daren't  flinch. 
"We  've  asked  for  a  lad,  or  a  horse  and  cart,  why  even  a  tricycle  many  could  ride, 
But  never  a  word  to  our  mute  appeal  that  travels  to  town  from  the  country  side. 
They  groan  and  growl  in  the  London  prints  of  packages  broken  and  strings  undone, 
And  kick  up  a  fuss  about  chocolate-drops  they  nave  counted  out,  and  are  short  by  one ! 
But  they  never  can  picture  a  man  as  I,  of  age  threescore — well,  and  nearly  ten — 


'So  if  I  am  late  who  dares  complain?  and  if  I 'am  wear)'  I  must  sit  down 
Like  this  on  a  stile  for  a  minute  or  two,  in  my  daily  tramp  from  the  county  town. 
Sometimes  I  envy  the  birds  that  fly,  from  branch  to  branch,  in  the  air  that's  free 
1  follow  the  flight  of  the  butterfly's  wing,  and  the  honeyed  content  of  the  burden'd  bee ' 

!  song  of  the  labourer's  lad  as  he  rides  the  waggon  or  follows  the  plough 
And  the  robin  looks  up  with  his  curious  eyes  as  I  rest  for  a  minute  to  mop  my  brow 

the  morning  mist  I  am  off  and  away,  to  hurry  despair  or  to  hasten  fate 
caving  parcels  of  patterns  for  girls  at  the  Hall,  and  letters  of  love  at  the  Rectory  gate  • 
But  when  your  Parliament  rings  with  cheers  and  the  good  news  travels  from  coast  to  co'ast 
at  of  triumph -just  loose  one  chain  from  the  back  of  the  slave  of  the  Parcels  Post'" 


AN  ALL-ABSOEBING  SUBJECT. 

(In  (he  Silly  Season.) 

The  Maze,  Vague  Hollow. 

SIB, — As  wasps  are  so  numerous  this 
year,  a  sovereign  recipe  for  the  cure  of  their 
stings  is  invaluable.  I  can  give  one.  Take 
twenty  pounds  of  oranges,  half  a  hundred- 
weight of  sugar,  and  a  bottle  of  brandy, 
and  mix  thoroughly.  When  quite  assimi- 
lated, boil  for  twenty-four  hours,  and  then 
strain  off  the  impurities.  Allow  the  mix- 
ture to  cool  in  a  dry  place,  and  bottle  in 
two-gallon  jars.  Cover  the  place  containing 
the  sting  with  some  of  the  concoction,  and 
a  speedy  cure  will  be  secured. 

Yours  respectfully, 

Accmucy. 

P.S. — As  I  like  to  be  exact,  I  beg  to  say 
the  above  is  either  an  excellent  recipe  for 
wasp-stings,  or  marmalade— I  forget  which. 

The  Factor!/,  Smart  Avenue. 

SIB, — The  only  reliable  cure  for  wasp- 
stings  is  the  Anti-Poison  Rat-Killer  and 
Insect  Neutraliser.  It  may  be  obtained  in 
boxes  at  one  shilling  and  three  halfpence, 
three  shillings  and  sevenpence  halfpenny, 
and  four  guineas.  It  is  cheaper  to  purchase 
the  latter,  as  the  price  of  the  Government 
stamp  is  therein  included.  The  largest  box, 
too,  insures  a  speedier  cure  and  more  instant 
relief  than  the  smaller  ones.  I  need  scarcely 
say  that  my  advice  is  given  in  a  thoroughly 
disinterested  spirit.  I  beg  to  subscribe 
mvself,  THE  PATENTEE. 

P.S. — Be  sure  you  ask  for  the  right 
article,  and  do  not  be  satisfied  with  spurious 
and  noxious  imitations. 

The  Bou-er,  Pigsrille-on-Stye. 

Sis., — For  many  years  I  have  made  the 
stings  of  wasps  my  constant  study.  Every 
day  in  the  summer  and  winter  months  I 
have  the  walls  of  all  the  rooms  in  my  house 
coated  with  a  thick  concoction  of  garlic. 
The  carpets  are  once  a  week  washed 
thoroughly  with  parsley- water,  and  all  over 
the  place  liquorice-root  is  kept  constantly 
burning.  The  garden  is  thickly  sown  with 
onions,  and  all  my  food  is  flavoured  with 
peppermint.  Finally,  I  have  a  vaporiser  in 
the  hall,  which  distributes  camphor  in  all 
directions.  By  these  simple  means  I 
scarcely  ever  get  stung  by  a  wasp. 
Believe  me,  yours  very  sincerely, 

A  ROSEBUD. 

P.S. — I  may  explain  that  the  insect  in 
question  has  a  very  sensitive  sense  of  smell. 
Only  a  mad  wasp  would  approach  my 
dwelling,  and  a  mad  wasp  has  rarely  brains 
enough  to  sting. 


TWILL  NOT  DO. 

"  Why  has  not  man  a  microscopic  eye  ? 
For  this  plain  reason,  Man  is  not  a  fly." 

S\xfi  POPE  with  complacent  optimistic  dogmatism.    But  that's  all 

d  on  the  head  now.    Since  Science  turned  social  detective 

.Man  A//.T  a  microscopic  eye,  or  its  equivalent    The  ignorance  which! 

;  ™g  ""T  n°  Tn  '?,,lot     "  A  PRACTICAL  CHKMIST  "  assures  us 

that  the  Turkey-red  twill  which  is  largely  used  for  lining  dressing- 

wns  and  making  children's  frocks,  is  heavily   loaded  with  the 

Hilundes  of  calcium  and  magnesium,  which  absorb  wafer  "eagerly  " 

rora  the  atmosphere,  insuring  a  damp  state  of  the  clothing  except  in 

the  driest  Weather.      Delicious!     How  little  did  we  know,   when 

imng  our  (seemingly)  snug  dressing-gown  that  we  were  clothing 

onelTM  with  rheumatism  as  with  a  garment.    Oh,  that  twill  be 

>  there  anything  m  our  daily  life,  from  socks  to  champagne, 

irom  drains  to  dressing-gowns,  that  is  not  a  serious  danger  to  health  '( 

of ^tk :<>       r  !m.?R  W'^h  thi9  detective-delineated  modern ' '  Dance 
Death     continually  going  on  around  us  ? 

I.". \L  LUNCH.— Bacon  and  Fry. 


RAMPANT  RIBBONOSITY. 

A  MAN  no  longer  wears  his  heart  upon  his  sleeve,  but  he  carries  a 
certificate  of  good  morals  in  his  button-hole.  We  read  in  the  Daily 
News  (Sept.  20)— 

"  At  Boscombe  Down,  Wilts,  yesterday,  the  first  anniversary  of  the  'Red 
Ribbon  Army '  was  celebrated.  The  Army  is  composed  of  '  moderate 
drinkers.'  A  dinner  was  given,  and  the  iill'air  was  one  of  great  rejoicing." 

The  following  little  song  might  have  been  sung  on  the  occasion : — 


Moderation  is  Carnation, 
Abstinence  is  Blue : 


If  ribbonless,  1  must  confess, 
I  wonder  what  are  you  ? 


He  who  wears  no  ribbon  whatever  in  the  present  day  is  'most 
assuredly  open  to  the  gravest  suspicion.  No  doubt  the  adoption  of 
these  decorations  is  an  excellent  thing — for  the  Ribbon  Trade. 


"My  Nephew,"  said  Mrs.  RAMSIIOTHAM,  "is  unable  to  take  a 
holiday  this  Autumn,  as  he  is  officiating  as  local  tennis  for  the  Vicar 
of  Snorton-cum-Slumborough." 


TO  CORRESPONDED >      In  no  ca.e  can  Contribution.,  whether 
bT  •  Stamped  and  Directed  Knvelooe  or  Cov.r 


MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,   unlen  accompanied 

CnniAfl     nf    VR       ollnlll^     >la     IT*YI»     K«     tliD     fi  a  „  ,1  „ ,  „ 
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PAINFUL  MEETING  BETWEEN  MRS.  STANLEY  GREEN  AND  MRS.  DE  LA  POER 
BROWN,  WHO  HAVE  ALWAYS  MADE  A  POINT  OF  CONCEALING  FROM  EACH  OTHER 
THE  NAME  AND  ADDRESS  OF  THEIR  DRESSMAKER. 


A  STARTLING  INVENTION. 

THE  baby  does  not  seem  to  take  to  the  electric  feeding- 
bottle.  He  is  now  in  strong  convulsions. 

From  the  fact  that  my  new  electric  razor  nearly  severed 
my  jugular  vein  this  morning,  I  conclude  that  the  cur- 
rent most  be  turned  on  a  little  too  strong. 

It  certainly  i»  a  great  blessing  to  have  one's  coffee 
ground,  the  carpets  dusted,  the  not  water  brought  up- 
stairs, all  the  clocks  in  the  house  wound  up,  and  the 
front-door  slammed  in  the  face  of  the  Tax-Colleetor, 
simply  by  turning  a  small  handle  down  in  the  wine- 
cellar. 

We  really  must  impress  on  onr  next  housemaid  that 
the  proper  way  to  light  the  Swan  burner  in  the  hall  is 
not  oy  grasping  both  wires  firmly,  previous  to  applying 
a  match  to  the  ends, — or  the  hospital  Authorities  may 
refuse  to  receive  any  more  of  our  cases. 

Now  that  the  electric  boot-cleaner  has  torn  the  but- 
tons from  my  best  out-door  pair  of  boots,  and  scorched 
all  the  French  polish  off  my  dress-shoes,  I  think  we 
may  call  the  contrivance  an  unqualified  success. 

I  am  sure  my  mother-in-law  would  like  to  sleep  in  the 
room  with  the  "  New  Patent  Electric  Surprise  Bedstead  " 
in  it. 

The  "  Little  Marvel "  machine  which  turns  me  out  of 
bed,  puts  my  clothes  on,  gives  me  mv  breakfast,  and 
propels  me  in  the  direction  of  the  railway  station  five 
minutes  before  the  morning  train  starts,  had  better  be 
set  for  half-past  nine  o'clock  to-morrow. 

The  "  Electric  Family-Prayer  Reader  "  must  certainly 
be  out  of  order,  as  it  has  given  us  the  same  chapter  of 
Genesis  for  the  last  three  mornings. 

Judging  from  the  livid  appearance  of  the  cook,  who  is 
now  lying  insensible  under  the  kitchen  table.  I  fancy 
that  in  trying  to  light  what  she  calls  "  that  there 
dratted  lamp,  she  must  have  unintentionally  "  com- 
pleted the  circuit." 

THE  colour  specially  emblematic  of  the  Esthete  is 
sage-green.  Could  anything  be  more  appropriate? 
Just  a  tinge  of  the  sage  and  very  much  of  the  green  for 
the  pupil,  trot  for  the^'  master  "  the  proportion  of  colour 
is  reversed. 


NO  PLACE  LIKE  HOME. 

(An  Apology  for  the  Refusal  of  an  Intended  Favour.) 

MY  DEAR  MOUNTJOLLY, 

IF  I  could  possibly  have  the  pleasure  of  accepting  the  kind 
invitation  you  have  so  often  repeated,  to  stay  with  you  for  a  holiday, 
at  your  fine  old  country  mansion,  I  certainly  would.  I  thank  you 
for  it  verv  much  indeed.  But  it  is  quite  impossible  for  me  to  leave 
In  iino  with  any  pleasure,  or  indeed  any  comfort  at  all.  No  doubt  a 
change  of  air  and  scene  would  do  me  an  immense  amount  of  good  ; 
and,  if  there  is  any  move  I  can  imagine  I  should  like  to  make,  it 
would  be  a  transition  from  duckweed  Cottage  to  Hernshaw  Hall. 
But  even  (hut  would  be  absolutely  intolerable  to  me.  Why  ?  Because 
I  could  not,  I  assure  you,  make  myself  at  home,  as  you  kindly  say  I 
might,  without  becoming  intolerable  to  you  and  everybody  else 
about  me. 

At  home,  in  the  first  place,  I  am  accustomed  to  lie  in  bed  of  a 
morning  as  long  as  I  choose,  generally  thinking  some  subject  or  other 
out,  sometimes  until  it  is  very  late,  so  that  I  am  not  up  and  down 
until  mid-day.  To  breakfast  with  any  degree  of  comfort,  I  must 
breakfast  alone,  have  nobody  to  mind  and  nothing  to  distract  my 
attention  from  my  repast,  and  from  reading  the  newspapers.  By 
way  of  condiment  to  my  food,  I  always  use  garlic,  partly  because  I 
like  it,  partly  for  its  pulmonic  properties,  and  it  would  be  selfish  of 
me  to  satisfy  this  taste  otherwise  than  quite  by  myself.  Besides, 
garlic,  chopped  fine,  pervades  the  house. 

Alone,  indeed,  I  require  to  be,  reading  or  writing:,  the  greater  part 
of  almost  every  day,  and,  whenever  I  wish,  to  be  able  to  light  a  pipe, 
and  smoke  a  whiff  of  tobacco.  I  need,  also,  a  sitting-room  or  study 
so  far  apart  from  the  rest  of  the  house  that  I  may  remain  out  of 
toning  any  ordinary  conversation,  especially  small-talk  interlarded 
with  tittering  and  laughter. 

You  fancy,  perhaps,  that  I  should  as  a  rule  at  least  moke  mvself 
tolerably  pleasant  at  dinner,  because  you  may  have  usually  found  me 
so.  But  that  was  when  I  was  dining  out,  which  I  only  do  just  now 
and  again,  on  occasion.  I  am  then,  perhaps,  able  to  sustain  a 
temporary  part  in  society,  and  seem  lively  and  even  brilliant  for  a 

VOL.  I.ITTV. 


little  while,  being  to  that  extent  under  the  influence  of  intoxicating 
liquors,  Champagne  and  other,  which  would  not  do  every  day  ;  and 
the  slightest  excess  commonly  costs  me  a  headache  the  next  morning. 
Dining  daily  with  other  people  I  should  be  dreadfully  dull ;  more- 
over, I  could  not  stand  having  to  dress  regularly  for  dinner. 
Furthermore,  I  must  dine  at  my  own  time,  and  can't  observe  a 
stated  dinner-hour,  or  any  other  hours. 

As  soon  as  I  have  dined  I  habitually  smoke  my  pipe  again,  and 
for  the  rest  of  the  night  alternate  smoking  with  reading.  As  to  the 
practice  of  going  upstairs  into  a  drawing-room,  and  listening  to  trivial 
singing  and  playing  the  piano — it  would  be  penal  servitude  to  me.  I 
should  very  soon  desire  a  glass  of  grog,  and  to  be  off  to  bed.  The  fore- 
going avowals  I  trust  will  serve  to  convince  you  that  to  accept  your 
generously- proffered  hospitality  would  be  only  to  abuse  it,  and  form- 
very  bad  form,  indeed— the  grossest  ingratitude  on  the  part  of  your 
truly  thankful,  but  sincere,  and  thoroughly  candid  friend, 

_____  Sxrr.oLES. 

LITIGATION  AND  LOGIC. 

SOME  space  has  been  filled  in  the  first  of  the  Papers 
By  an  action  of  import  to  dressmakers,  drapers, 
And  tailors, — of  course,  without  saying  that  goes  ; 
For  the  suit  is  a  suit  with  relation  to  clo'es. 

Mis-stated,  however,  a  little  this  case  is 

In  being  reported  as  "  Hips  versus  Braces." 

Lot  it  ''Hips  rersus  Shoulders"  be,  Logic  implores. 

Or  "  Belt  rersus  Braces  "—to  go  on  all  Tours. 

The  points  of  support  one  another  may  sue. 
The  supporters  impload  the  supporters  with  due 
Consistency,  but,  'twixt  the  former  and  latter, 
AY.*/'  Prius  is  quite  an  incongruous  matter. 

Yot  "  Belt  tersus  Braces  "  suggests  a  late  cause, — 
It  reminds  every  reader  of  BELT  rerius  LA  WES  ; 
And,  although  as  for  "  keeping"  it  yields  satisfaction, 
Must  make  us  all  yawn  who  remember  that  action. 
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A    LIKELY    IDEA! 

Gallant  'Bus-Driver  (enticingly).  "  OUTSIDE,  LADY  ! " 


SOMETHING  LIKE  A  FELLAH ! 

SCENE — The  Dwelling  of  ALI  MUDDLEPA,  not  a  score  of  Miles  front 
Cairo.  ALI  discovered  on  the  paint  of  going  into  the  cotton- 
field.  Enter  SMITH  PASHA,  abruptly. 

Smith  Pasha.  Ah,  my  dear  Sir,  the  very  man  I  wished  to  see ! 
Glad  to  have  caught  you. 

Alt  (grovelling  in  the  dust).  What  does  my  Lord  require? 
(  Whining.)  I  am  very  poor. 

Smith  Pasha  (raising  him).  "What  do  I  require  of  you  ?  First,  to 
get  up  from  that  abjectly  humble  position.  Do  you  not  know,  my 
good  friend,  that  you  are  my  equal  ? 

Ali  (laughing).  My  J/ord  is  witty  !  But  I  am  very  poor,  and  want 
to  go  to  my  work  ?  Can  I  not  tempt  my  Lord  to  depart  in  peace 
on  the  gift  of  a  goat  ? 

'h  Pasha.  Nonsense !    I  have  come  here  to  make  an  English- 
man of  you.    So,  pull  yourself  together,  and  listen  to  me. 

Ali.  My  Lord's  will  is  my  will.  But  I  am  very  poor,  and  cannot 
pay  much. 

•h  Panha.  Pay  much!    You  are  to  pay  nothing.    All  you  will 
have  to  do  is  to  vote. 

Ali.  Very  well,  my  Lord.    My  Lord  will  vote  forme. 
Smith  P<IX>HI.  No,  that  won't  do.     You  must  be  independent,  and 
think  for  youriclt'. 

Ali  (joyfully).  Ah,  then,  I  need  not  vote  !  Oh,  thanks,  my  Lord, 
thanks  !  [  Hemiiiies  his  grovcllini/. 

Smith  Pasha  (angrily).  Stand  up,  Sir !  You  shall  not  spoil  my 
blacking!  (An  bursts  into  tears.}  Well,  you  must  not  be  so  sensi- 
tive !  What  are  you  howling  for  ? 

Ali  (between  his  subs).  I  thought  my  Ix>rd  was  going  to  beat  me  ! 
Smith  Pasha  (indignantly).  Beat  you !    Why,  that  would  subjecl 
me  to  a  charge  of  assault  and  battery  !     The  Belgian  Judges  would 
soon  be  down  upon  me ! 

-  /  //.  The  Belgian  Judges,  my  Lord !  Why,  how  could  they  do 
anything  when  I  can  offer  them  no  backsheesh  f 

Smith  Pasha.  Bucksheesh  !  Why,  you  would  get  committed  for 
contempt  of  Court !  Fancy  trying  to  bribe  the  President  of  a  Court 
of  Justice ! 


Ali  (tearfully}.  I  could  have  done  so  once,  my  Lord,  but  now  I.am 
very  poor.  „  , 

Smith  Pasha.  Oh,  nonsense !  But  you  must  do  something  tor  the 
benefit  of  the  community  ? 

Ali  (hesitatingly).  I  am  so  poor,  my  Lord  ;  but  .  thmk  1  mignt 
spare  a  calf  if  my  Lord  would  then  let  me  go  ! 

Smith  Pasha  (sternly).  Be  a  man,  Sir,  and  don  t  talk  folly! 
Come,  now,  you  surely  can  serve  upon  a  Jury— give  a  verdict  to  say 
whether  a  prisoner  is  'innocent  or  guilty,  don  t  you  know  '. 

All.  But  why  should  I  do  that,  my  Lord  ?  It  would  only  offend 
the  Judge,  if  he  had  arranged  with  the  prisoner. 

Smith  Pasha  (emphatically).  Haven't  I  told  you,  bir,  that  tne 
Judge  cannot  be  bought !  . 

Ali  (submissively).  As  ray  Lord  pleases  !  I  am  my  Lord  s  slave  I 
Smith  Pasha  (aside).  On  my  word,  I  believe  he  is  hopeless  !  btay, 
I  will  give  him  a  last  chance.  (Aloud.)  After  all,  my  poor  man, 
your  education  is  answerable  for  your  want  of  public  spirit.  How- 
ever, I  think  you  will  still  do  for  a  Vestryman.  Procuring  paying 
contracts  for  your  friends,  and  utterly  ignoring  the  convenience  of 
the  ratepayers,  are  simple  acts  enough— eh '(  Surely  you  could  per- 
form such  duties  as  these  'f 

Ali.  I  would  try,  ray  Lord ;  I  would  try  ;  but  surely  such  work 
would  be  better  done  by  an  Englishman  ? 

Smith  Pasha.  No  doubt !  So  it  would  !  Well,  I  can't  waste  any 
more  time  upon  you,  as  I  have  to  see  some  of  your  neighbours  about 
a  new  School  Board,  a  projected  Tramway,  and  a  plan  for  Gasworks. 
1  suppose  that  your  neighbours  are  much  the  same  as  you,  eh  t 

All  (proud/i/).  No,  my  Lord  ;  I  am  more  learned  than  my  neigh- 
bours. If  I  were  not,  why  should  they  call  me  The  btar  ot 
Wisdom"?  (Returning  to  his  submissive _  manner.)  lour  pardon, 
mv  Lord !  May  my  tongue  be  cut  out  for  its  boasting ! 

Smith  Pasha.  They  call  you  "  The  Star  of  Wisdom!  Then  they 
must  be  a  bright  set!  Well,  good  day.  May  look  in  again  by- 
and-by.  [Exit. 

AU  (grovelling).  All  good  wishes  follow  you,  my  Lord!  (After  a 
pause.)  And  yet  he  has  left  me  without  taking  my  ealt  or  goat ! 
That  is  good.  Allah  be  praised !  So  once  more  to  my  labour ! 

[Returns  to  his  cotton-crop,  and  entirely  forgets  English  Reform, 
as  the  scene  closes  in  upon  British  Occupation  in  Egypt. 


OCTOBER  6,  1883.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


169 


»i'       '?.  S 


r 


A    POPULAR    MOVEMENT. 

"  I  looked  towards  Burnham, 
And  anon,  methought,  the  wood  began  to  move." 

THE  Civic  Dic.xiTAr.iF.s  PF.I:FOT:M  THE  CF.I;K.MONV  ox  Drinr, \TIXO  THEIU  r.KcF.NTi.v-Ac-Qrn:r.ii  PP.OPERTY,  Brp.xir.xM    P.r.rc  in  s, 

TsK    AMI     Kv.loVMKNT    OF   THE    PriH.Ir    FoP.    K\ 


SEKVAXTS  OUT  OF  LIVERY.— In  spite  of  the  wishes  of  the  Livery, 
the  Court  of  Aldermen  have  refused  to  make  Mr.  HAHI.F.Y  Lord  Mayor 
I'.li'ct.  Tlieir  course  was  very  simple.  They  bejran  with  a  foul  with 
the  chosen  of  Castle  Baynard,  and  ended  with  a  KOWI.KK. 

MRS.  UAMSBOTHAM  thinks  the  LOUD  MAYOR  and  Corporation 
deserve  the  greatest  thanks  for  throwing  open  to  the  Public  Kurnham 


Beeches,  "which,  from  its  name,  ouzht,"  she  ^rivs,  "to  become 
a  highly  popular  bathing-place,  and,  perhaps,  quite  the  rival  of 
Margate  t\inds." 

OBVIOUS.— The  English  Government  has  placed  Sir  EVT.LYN  BARIXO 
at  the  head  of  affairs  in  Keypt.  1'his  shows  that  we  do  not  intend 
that  there  should  be  anything  over-Baring  in  our  policy  there. 
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A    GLASS    AT    THE    GLOBE. 

"  I  warrant  'twill  prove  an  excuse  for  the  glass !  "— School  for  Scandal. 
MB.  GRUNDY'S  Glass  of  Fathion,  in  spite  of  certain  defects,  is 
clever  piece,  capitally  played,  and  well  worth  seeing. 
The  Author  had  got  hold  of  a  good  subject  for  Comedy,  but  he 
unfortunately  took  too  serious  a  view  of  its  treatment,  ~ 

-" — ipted 


except  to  meet  ner  ajnance,  Tom  Stanhope  (very  well  played  by  Mr. 
SMILY),  and  even  then,  she  wouldn't  nave  hid  herself   benini 


- 


and  has 

attempted  to  be 
severely  serious, 
when  he  should 
only  have  raised  a 
genuine  laugh  in 
which  all  alike 
could  most  heartily 
have  joined.  The 
"serious  motive" 
is  not  sufficiently- 
important  to  sus- 
tain the  interest, 
and  the  strikingly 
dramatic  scenes 
are, — with  one  ex- 
ception in  the 
Second  Act, — made 
so  melodramatic  in 
tone  and  action  by 
^v*'A-  vfj  *«»-«~\vA'fl^™  ^•p^a'**1  Miss  LINGARD  as 

0"<    Jtf.  R     m  to  sive  them  the 

**./    "-*tr        «nr  appearance  of  hav- 

ing  been  "  written 

up"  specially   for 
Organic  Life,"— a  suggestion  for  a  new  turn  to  be  £gr  performance. 

The  exception 
above  mentioned 
where  Miss  LINGARD  is  not  only  seen  at  her  best  in  this  piece,  but  we 
venture  to  say  at  her  best  altogether,  is  in  the  interview  between 
Colonel  and  Mrs.  Trevanion  in  the  Second  Act.  Here  we  have 
nothing  but  praise  for  her,  as  we  should  have  for  the  Colonel  through- 
out, did  not  Mr.  LETHCOURT  represent  him  as  such  a  very  brusque 
unpleasant  person,  own  brother,  in  fact,  to  that  wooden-headed,  steel- 
jointed  Colonel  (we  think  he  is  a  Colonel,  and  an  Indian  Colonel,— 
thty  generally  are  in  these  pieces)  in  Impulse  at  the  St.  James's. 

The  Glass  of  Fashion,  if  the  idea  had  only  struck  Mr.  GRTTNDY  in 
time,  ought  to  have  been  what  is  now  known  as  a  "  Criterion  Piece ; " 
and,  without  detracting  one  whit  from  Mr.  SHINE'S  excellent,  because 
most  natural,  performance  of  the  rich  Brewer  who  has  married  a 
Countess,  and  who  wants  to  "have  Society  at  his  feet,"  yet  how 
immense  Mr.  W.  HILL  would  have  been  as  the  proprietor  of  the 
newspaper  worried  by  threatening  letters,  actions,  writs,  and  all  the 
ills  that  the  conduct  of  his  Editor  has  entailed  upon  him.  If  the 
Editor  had  only 

been  Mr.  WYND-  C   H-J  (  5 

HAH,  and  had 
these  two  parts 
been  evenly 
balanced,  Mr. 
STANDING  the 
Colonel,  and  Miss 
ROKIE  the  Wife, 
then  with  Mr. 
lii.LHBoHM  TREE 
as  the  Polish 
Prince  Borow- 
tki,  and  that  most 
piquante  and 
clever  of  little 
women,  Miss  L. 
VESJTE,  in  her 
present  part  of 
Pea  0  'Utilly, 
and  MUs  C'.ui- 
LOTTA  LECLEKCQ 
as  Lady  Coombe. 


She  lingers,— no,  she  Lingard  on  the  threshold. 
Venne?    J<ow  !    Curtain. 


Bun! 


«*i»  jji4L*y    \sinsmtjc* 

the  piece  would  have  gone  with  roars  of  laughter  from  beginning  to 
end.  As  it  is,  indeed,  the  portions  that  go  best,— and  these  cannol 
go  better,— are  just  those  where  the  fun  comes  in,  and  where  the 
dialogue  is  so  carefully  pointed  that  every  line  tells. 

Putting  aside  the  lirst  Act  as  patchy  and  comparatively  uninter- 
esting, the  other  three  Acts  are  very  good  both  as  to  dialogue  and 
construction. 

It  is  a  pity  that  the  ingenious  contrivance  of  substituting  one 

r  lor  the  other  did  not  receive  a  little  more  attention  from  the 

ior,  either  when  writing  or  when  rehearsing,  as  some  sort  of 

sason  ought  to  have  been  invented  to  account  for  P»g  QfRMly  not 

going  away  with  her  sister.    Why  Peg  should  stop,  we  cannot  we 


ixcept  to  meet  her  affianc 


curtain.    This  is  not  hypercriticism,  but  only  a  regret  that  what  is, 
as  it  stands,  so  good,  should  not  have  been  perfect. 

Mr.  TREE'S  make-up  as  Prince  Borowski  is  admirable ;  his  identity 
s  completely  obliterated ;  it  is  even  difficult  to  recognise  him  by  his 
eyes.  It  is  not  a  pleasant  part,  and,  no  doubt,  to  raise  it  above  the 
evel  of  the  usual  conventional  foreign  scoundrel  with  broken 
English,  Mr.  TREE  over -accentuates  the  repulsiveness  of  the 
character  in  the  Studio  Scene,  where  he  exhibits  "  not  love,"  as  Mrs. 
Trevanion  truly  says,  but  passion— of  such  a  kind  as  Mr.  CLAYTON 
•bought  it  right  to 
jortray  in  his  scene  as 
Joseph  Surface  with 
Lady  Teazle.  I  am  not 
sure  but  that  both 
artists  are  correct  in 
heory,  but  the  piece 
should  be  a  Tragedy, 
;hat  is,  tragic  motives 
should  be  at  work,  to 
warrant  such  a  display 
of  brutal  energy. 

Mr.  SHINE'S  John 
Macadam  grows  upon 
us  as  the  piece  pro- 
ceeds. It  is  a  very 
natural  piece  of  acting, 
sut,  for  all  that,  the 
manner  of  the  Actor, 
lot  of  the  character  he 
is  playing,  appears  to 
be  hard.  Still,  it  is 
very  funny;  and  the  funnier  the  scenes  between  him  and  his 
Editor  become— the  greater  the  difficulties  in  which  he  finds  him- 
self, the  more  we  regretted  that  it  had  not  occurred  to  Mr.  GRUNDY 
to  make  this  into  a  farcical  comedy,  when,  we  believe,  it  would  have 
achieved  as  great  a  success  as  Our  Boys. 

As  it  is,  with  "the  return  of  the  native"  to  town,  the  Comedy 
ought  to  have  a  considerable  share  of  public  favour  accorded  to  it. 

The  Theatres  are  all  waking  up  after  their  summer  rest.  Mr. 
HARRIS'S  Freedom  has  come  to  an  end  at  Drury  Lane.  The  next 
piece  will,  we  hope,  be  Paydom.  His  advertisement  raises  our 
curiosity,  the  piece  being  announced  as  founded  on  facts  "  privately 
known  to  the  Authors. '?  What  can  these  be  ?  Some  startling  dis- 
closures about  the  Messrs,  GATTI,  or  about  Messrs.  PETTITT  and 
MEHRITT  (with  all  the  "  i's"  and  "  t's  "  possible),  or- but  we  dare 
not  venture  upon  further  surmise.  We  have  been  authoritatively 
informed  that  there  is  to  be  a  real  horse  on  the  stage,  and  a  real 
murder.  We  firmly  credit  both  statements. 


Mr.  Shyin'  making  a  Hit. 


THE  POLITICO-PECUNIARY  BAROMETER. 

(From  Daily  Observations  on  the  Stock  Exchange.) 


CAUSE. 

THE  King  of  SPAIN  is  coldly 
received  in  France. 

Prince  VON  BISMAECK  snubs 
the  Chinese  Ambassador. 

The  Emperor  of  GERMANY  has 
a  cold. 

lliots  in  Austro-Hungary. 

Illness  of  the  President  of  the 
Swiss  Republic. 

The  SULTAN  is  reported  to  have 
a  toothache. 

The  President  of  the  French  ] 


EFFECT. 
Grey  shirtings  are  depressed. 

Little  Peddlington  Railway 
Shares  fall  3  per  cent. 

Rise  of  5  in  the  Debentures  of 
the  American  Wooden  Nutmeg 
Association. 

Fall  of  2  in  the  Cremorno  Gar- 
dens Syndicate. 

Flatness  of  the  Shares  of  the 
Royal  Welsher  Slate  Company 
(Limited). 

The  Alexandra  Park  Enter- 
tainment Company  make  a  call  of 
£5  per  Share. 

Rise  of  18  in  Mexican  Railway 


Republic  goes  out  shooting.  j  Company's  Ordinary  Shares. 

The  President  of  the  French  I      Fall  of  18  in  Mexican  Railway 
Republic  goes  out  fishing.  (  Company's  Ordinary  Shares. 

{Rise  in  Foreign  Stocks ;  fall  in 
British    Consols;     buoyancy   in 
Indian   Mines;    and    great   and 
general  depression  in  the  Silver 
Market. 


Ms.  PEAHCE  is  building  a  ship  to  cross  the  Atlantic  in  five  days. 
We  're  reducing  our  periods  of  astonishment.  It's  only  a  five-days 
wonder  now.  0,  COLERJDOE  and  COLUMBUS  !  Wonderful  Pearce  un 
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SURVIVAL  OP  THE  FITTEST. 

(Latest  development,  as  imagined  by  Our  Ovcricrought  Contributor.) 

"  The  Sherills  of  London  and  Middlesex  were  yesterday  occupied  ii 
I'Mimining  a  number  of  persons  who  had  written,  oflering  themselves  at  can 
didiiles  I'nr  (lie  citlii'i-  of  Hangman.  The  Sheriffs  having  seen  all  the  oandi 
dates,  five  were  icqiui-tcd  to  remain." — Daily  Paper. 

SCKNE — A  room  in  the  Old  Bailey.  The  Sheriffs  discovered  seatec 
at  a  table  on  which  are  several  plaster-casts  of  heads,  and  a  pil 
of  rope.  To  the  right  .a  full-sized  temporary  gallows.  Opposit 
tlifin,  finishing  a  stiff  Examination  Paper,  the  fire  selected  Can 
didates,  two  of  whom,  unable  to  write,  are  assisted  by  pricat 
Secretaries. 

The  Sheriff1  of  London  (collecting  the  papers).  Now,  then,  we'l 
take  you  in  n'r«  race,  one  at  a  time.  So  into  the  next  room  four  o 
you,  and  mind — no  listening  at  the  door ! 

[Four  of  the  Candidates  slouch  and  retire 

The  Sheriff  of  Middlesex.  Well— cr.  Let  's  see  ?— ah  !— hum- 
that  is— to  be  sure !  (Pleasantly.)  Have  you  now — er — ever — 
hong  anybody  ? 

The  Shi-riff  of  London. — Professionally. 
The  Sheriff  of  Middlesex.  Quite  so.     Professionally.  [Smiles 

Candidate  -Yii  m/«r  Out:  Well,  your  "Worships,  that's  just  where 
it  is.  I  can't  say  as  'ow  it  was  what  you  'd  call  right  down  perfessional 
though  I  'ave  tried  the  iob  five  times.     (Looks  carefully  round  the 
rotun.)    And  as  I  've  always  carried  this  'ere  ready-  noosed  in  m; 
pocket,  ever  since  the  Commissioners  said  I  was  all  right,  and  let  mi 
out  of  the  Asylum — (Produces  two  yards  of  rope  arranged  with  a  slip- 
knot)— I  thought  if  your  Worships  would  like  to  see  what  I  could  do — 
[Gives  a  war-whoop.     The  Sheriffs  dash  wildly  under  the  table 
and  ring  a  dustman's  bell,  until  Candidate  Number  One  t 
removed  bi/  serni   Ushers.     Order  being  restored,  and  tht 
Sheriffs,  after  having  htitl  a  pint  of  Champagne  a-piece  anc 
hidden  thrfirc-irant,  an  inkstand,  and  a  bust  of  BLACKSTCHTE 
i/i  the  waste-paper  basket,  the  Second  Candidate  a  summoned 
d/i<i  requested  to  detail  his  experiences  as  briefly  as  possible. 
CoiuKdatt  Ji~uni/M>r  Two  (briskly).  Well,  no,  Gents, — I  never  have 
myself,  though,  I  've  been  watching  it  for  ti  ve-and-thirty  years  so 
as  to  be  ready  whenever  I  had  a  chance.    This  is  my  idea.     (Th* 
Sheriffs  grow  interested,  and  nod  approvingly.)    It 's  to  do  it  like 
Punch  and  Judy. 

[Is plucked  on  the  spot,  and  instantly  replaced  by  Number  Three. 
Sheriff  of  Middlesex  (referring  to  Examination  Papers — severely). 
I  see  you  are  a  humanitarian. 

Candidate  dumber  Three.  I  am.  Sir.  That  is  my  sole  reason  for 
applying  for  the  post  of  Public  Hangman.  I  should  exceedingly 
like  occasionally  to  try  to  hang  someone  painlessly,  and  if  one  of  you 

Gentlemen  now,  would  kindly  step  up  here [Mounts  the  scaffold. 

The  Sheriff  of  London.  Up  there?  Hum!  ha!  We  think  perhaps 
a  Common  Councilman  would  serve  your  purpose  better ;  ana— er — 
ahem  ! — we  will  be  happy  to  assist  you  in  the  process. 

[Rings  bell.  A  Common  Councilman  is  instant!;/  brought  in, 
bound  hand  and  foot,  and  placed  under  the  drop,  loudly 
and  violently  protesting. 

Candidate  Sunder   Three  (explaining).   There  is  not  the  least 
cause  for  apprehension— a  mere  experiment.         [Tries  to  hang  him. 
Common  Councilman.    Look  here!     If  I  *m  hung,  by  Jove,  it's 
murder ! 

[Shouts  frantically  for  help  ;  and,  after  a  desperate  struggle, 
in  tfltivh  tin'  plaster-casts  are  useii  freely  as  missiles,  escapes 
icith  Candidate  Number  Three  and  the  Two  Sheriffs  to 
the  nearest  Police-Court,  where,  having  all  taken  out  cross- 
SII//I//IO/MI-.V  tigninsl  each  other,  and  made  it  up  afterwards, 
the  Sheriffs  return,  and  find  Candidate  Number  Four  sus- 
pended on  the  galhncs  in  the  examination-room. 


The  Sheriff  of  Middlesex.  Dear  me!  and  his  papers  were  quite 
promising!  However,  there 's  one  left.  (Summons  Candidate  Number 
Five.)  Well,  now,  just  tell  us  what  you  know  about  the  matter. 

Candidate  ATumMr  Five.  Well,  it  was  this  way,  your  Worship. 
We  got  practising  a  little  bit  in  a  friendly  way  together,  and  I  said, 
"  I'd  got  a  new  dodge ;"  and  so  says  he,  "Show  it  me,"  says  he; 
and  I  done  it. 

The  Sheriff  of  London  (rising).  And  very  nicely  done,  too. 

The  Sheriff  of  Middlesex.  Quite  so.  This  admirable  practical 
zeroise,  taken  in  connection  with  your  very  well  answered  papers, 
decides  us — the  post  is  yours. 

Candidate  \umber  Five.  Thankee,  kindly,  your  Honours  !  I  hope 
[  may  live  long,  and  have  lots  of  work,  and  enjoy  myself ! 

The  Sheriffi  (both  together).  I'm  sure  we  hope  you  may. 

[They  shake  him  heartily  by  the  hand]  as  the  Curtain  falls. 

NEW  TITLE  FOE  FRANCE  (rendered  appropriate  by  the  fusty  "little- 
ness of  her  recent  Policy. —La  Petite  Nation. 


HURRAH,    FOR    THE    PRINCESS! 

"The  Princess  of  WALKS  has  won  two  millinery  rietories  this  ye«r— both 
on  the  ride  of  common  sense.  She  has  banished  the  crinolette,  in  spite  o: 
Paris.  She  has  retained  the  small  bonnet  in  fashion,  still  in  spite  of  Paris.' 

I laily  Kewi. 
AIR — "Bonnie  Dundee." 

YE  Girls  of  the 
Nation,  pray 
listen  to  me. 

Now  the  crino- 
lette 's  doomed 
by  a  Koyal 
decree, 

You  must  all  give 
it  up,  if  in  fash- 
ion you  'd  b« — 

And  take  to  the 
bonnet  deli- 
oiously  wee ! 

"  Hurrah,  for  the 
Princess!"  shoul 
matron  and  lass. 

They  all  of  them 
say,  as  they  gaze 
in  the  glass, 

"  On  a  point  such 
as  this  we  all 
clearly  agree — 

For  we're  all  for 
the  bonnets  so 
bonny  and 
wee!" 

In  the  Park,  or  the  Row,  in  the  square,  or  the  street, 
The  neat  little  head-dress  you  '11  hnd  bad  to  beat ; 
At  the  smart  morning  concert  or  five  o'clock  tea, 
There  is  naught  like  the  bonnet  so  winsomely  wee  ! 
"  Hurrah,  for  the  Princess! "  &c.,  Ac. 

There  are  toques  beyond  rapture,  and  hats  beyond  praise ; 
There  are  coalscuttle  tilts  of  our  grandmothers'  days — 
lake  Our  Artist  has  drawn — but  there 's  nothing  I  see 
That  can  equal  the  bonnet  coquettishly  wee ! 
"  Hurrah,  for  the  Princess  I  "  &c.,  &c. 

Now  three  cheers  for  the  Princess !  and  never  forget 
She  has  banished  for  ever  the  vile  crinolette ! 
And  the  sweet  British  Maids,  from  Penzance  to  Dundee, 
Are  in  love  with  those  bonnets  enchanting!}-  wee ! 
"  Hurrah,  for  the  Princess !  "  &c.,  &o. 


MKMS.  OF  A  MINUTE  PHILOSOPHER. 

BKK.V   to  the  weekly  meeting  of  the  Up-in-a-Balloon  Society. 
Horious  time !    I  'm  a  member  ("  JOHN  PARTLET,  M.U.B.8.,"  looks 
well,  and  few  know  what  it  means).    Old  FuariLVO  there.    Wants  to 
fet  elected,  as  he  has  no  "  initials"  yet,  whereas  /  can  claim  at  least 
i  dozen.     I  read  a  paper  on  "Drops  and  Drains."    Neat  title. 
Combines  Anti-Alcoholic  principles  with  a  policy  of  Sewage,  thus 
affording  a  icitle  field  for  discussion,  which  is  the  great  thing  in  these 
matters.    Compel  people  to  give  up  their  "drops"  (or  "nips")  and 
attend  to  their  drains,  I  maintained,    and  you've  done  all  that 
requires  to  be  done.     There 's  a  recipe  for  universal  health  and  hap- 
)iness — Civilisation    in    a    nutshell!      The   only   difficulty  is  the 
ompulsion.    Until  people  get  rid  of  their  confounded  love  of  what 
hey  call  "liberty,"  we  Minute  Philosophers  shall  never  fulfil  our 
nanifest  destiny  of  putting  the  Universe  to-rights.    The  Up-in-a- 
Jalloon  Society  alone  is  quite  equal  to  the  task — if  they  'd  only  let 
is  do  it.     But  the  obstinacy  of  the  unphilosophical  mind  is  inscru- 
able.     We  had   a   splendid  discussion,   ranging  over  the    whole 
Jncyclopiedia,  from  "  Alcohol"  to  "  Zymotic  Diseases."    Frsiixro, 
f  course,  made  himself  obstructive.    Pretended  he  couldn't  see  the 
onnection  between  my  thesis  and  his  precious  "  Braces  and  Garters," 
ind  so  held  my  recipe  for  Civilisation  imperfect.    I  sat  upon  him, 
lowever,  and  I  believe  we  should  have  come  to  a  general  agreement 
and  a  practical  conclusion — if  there  had  been  time. 


SAID  the  SPEAKER  recently,  "  As  I  grow  older  I  love  Flowers  more 
nd  more."  The  Second  Magistrate  at  Bow  Street  was  delighted. 
)f  course,  the  SPEAKER  meant  flowers  of  speech ! 

WHY  is  a  Maharajah  more  likely  to  be  a  poor  than  a  rich  man  ? 
iecause  he  is  an  Indi-gent. 
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ALL    IN    THE    DAY'S   WORK. 

"  AND  LOOK   HERE  !      I  WANT  TOU  TO  TAKE  MY   FRIEND  HERE  AND   MYSELF  JUST  FAR  ENOUGH  TO   BF.   UP  TO   OUR  CHINS,    YOU   KNOW, 

AND  NO   FURTHER  !  " 


ALEONSO  THE  BRAVE. 


ON  his  royal  rounds 

An  aspiring  King  goes. 
Terrier  among  hounds, 

Chick  amidst  flamingoes, 
Well  may  take  an  air 

Sapientlv  modest  . 
La  Belle  Prance  a-scare  ? 

Incident  of  the  oddest  ! 
Chateaux  en  Espagne 

liuilds  the  young  ALFONSO, 
Garbe-d  (i  In  1'hlan. 

Why  should  he   have   done 


Ask^  the  fretful  dame. 

Madam,  hush  this  panic  ! 
What  is  in  a  name, 

"r  fM-up  Germanic  ? 
By  each  midge  you're  probed 

As    by    spear  -  thrust.      Bless 

us! 
One  might  deem  vou  rol>ed 

In  the  shirt  of  "V 
Seeing  how  you  fume, 

KMT  in  the  fidgets. 
Is  it  then  your  doom 

To  he  mocked  by  midgets  ? 
You,  self-styled  la  Grande  f 

Maladroit  civility 
(Quite  a  rAUrnunuli', 

Rage  at?    Imbecility: 
Why  should  the  attire 

Of  the  aspiring  Kinglet 


Raise  your  ready  ire, 

Ruffle  one  light  ringlet  ? 
Brave  ALFONSO  !    Yes, 

Prince  had  need  be  plucky 
In  unwelcome  dress, — 

(Really  most  unlucky,) — 
To  approach  a  dame 

So  to  tantrums  given, 
1  By  mad  greed  of  fame, 

Vanity,  envy  riven. 
Why  with  dignity 

Thus  play  piteh-and-toss  all  ? 
And  in  BISMARCK'S  eye ! 

He,  astute,  colossal, 
Hath  you  "upon  toast," 

While,  with  fury  frantic, 
Thus  you  rave  and  boast, 

Howl,  and  play  the  antic. 
Say  ALFONSO  deems 

WILLIAM'S  gift  most  "fetch- 
ing," 
Say  he  hath  his  dreams 

Spain's  shrunk  p»werof  stretch- 
ing 
To  its  ancient  scope  ; 

Say  that  BISMARCK  nourishes 
Much  malicious  hope ; 

What  avail  these  flourishes, 
Spurts  of  girlish  spite, 

Snaps  ot  small  agression  ? 
Better  calm  polite, 

Peace,  and?  self-possession ! 


Mi<  ]MM.M\s  MKM.— Goose-day  was  kept  with  the  usual  festivities 
at  Merchant  Taylors'. 


SUBSIDISED  SCIENCE. 

THOUGH  the  general  reader  of  light  and  screaming  literature  must 
have  felt  a  good  deal  depressed  at  the  sudden  termination  last  week 
of  the  labours  of  the  British  Association,  still  he  must  have  gathered 
some  comfort  from  the  cheery  and  handsome  manner  in  which  the 
whole  affair  was  wound  up. 

The  grants  of  money  to  the  various  scientific  branches  for  the 
ensuing  year  were  no  sooner  proposed  than  they  were  approved  of 
with  enthusiasm,  and  in  a  very  short  time  cheques  were  literally 
flying  all  over  the  place.  At  first  sight  there  may  appear  to  have 
been  a  little  capriciousness  in  their  distribution,  as  some  of  the 
subjects,  for  no  very  serious  reason,  appear,  in  the  matter  of  endow- 
ment, to  have  come  off  considerably  worse  than  others. 

For  instance,  while  Mr.  R.  ETHT.RIDGE  was  offered  £75  down  to  go 
off  to  Japan  to  see  an  earthquake, — a  very  fair  allowance  for  a 
return-ticket  third-class, — and  Sir  J.  HOOKER  declined  to  be  got  rid 
of  in  "the  mountains  of  Equatorial  Africa"  under  a  cool  £500, 
Professor  E.  HALL  was  set  down  for  a  paltry  £15  for  investigating 
the  "  Circulation  of  Underground  Waters,"  a  very  disagreeable  and 
hazardous  piece  of  business  ;  and  if  the  Association — as  it  probably 
did — refused  to  throw  in  his  diving-dress  as  well,  one,  we  should 
say,  likely  to  .be  conducted  by  the  learned  Professor  at  a  positive 
financial  loss. 

Again,  £10  was  considered  ample  pay  to  Professor  PRESTWICH  for 
what  looks  like  a  most  exhausting  and  irritating  enterprise — the 
pursuit  of  "  Erratic  Blocks  ; "  while,  under  the  head  of  "  Mechanical 
Science,"  Sir  F.  BKAMWELL  had  to  close  the  list  with  a  modest  five- 
pound  note  for  himself.  This  surely  is  a  little  shabby. 

Still,  spite  these  capriciously  fantastic  bits  of  economy,  the  success 
pf  the  Association's  efforts  has,  on  the  whole,  been  undeniable,  and 
it  is  highly  satisfactory  to  know  that  nearly  all  the  members  of  the 
Committee,  who  were  sent  quite  off  their  heads  by  Professor  CAYLEY'B 
opening  address,  are  now  said  to  be  so  far  improving  as  to  be  only 
occasionally  delirious.  Indeed,  some  are  already  looking  forward 
with  a  feeble  smile  to  taking,  with  the  sanction  of  their  friends,  an 
active  part  in  the  forthcoming  proceedings  of  the  Association  al 
Montreal,  next  year.  We  wish  them  every  success. 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON   CHARIVARI.— OCTOBER  C,  1883. 


ALFONSO   THE   BRAVE. 


KING  OF  SPAIN-  (/«  n,lnn  T'mf,>rm\    "WHAT!     XOT  LIKK  MY  COSTUME,  MADAME  I     WHY— BISMARCK  SAID  IT 

WAS  LOVELY!" 
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ANOTHER    LITTLE    HOLIDAY    CRUISE. 

Sailing — Ditemsion — Music — Evenings  below — Arrival — Oban — 
Ashore— Norelty, 

CUAYLKY  always  has  a  glass  out  looking  for  Ben  Nevis.  He  is  quite 
annoyed  at  not  seeing  it  somewhere.  • 

"  I  know  it 's  there !  "  he  exclaims,  quite  pettishly,  after  keeping 
a  telescope  to  his  eye  for  a  quarter-of-an-hour,  as  though  Ben  Nevis 
were  playing  hide  and  seek  with  him,  and  getting  out  of  his  way  just 
for  the  fun  of  the  thing. 

MELLEVII.LK  politely  explains  that  Ben  Nevis  is  not  visible  for  the 
same  reason  that  the  British  Fleet  couldn't  be  seen  by  Tilburina. 

KILLICK  gives  it  as  his  geographical  opinion  that  Ben  Nevis  is  in 
Wales."  Maps  are  instantly  produced,  and  the  exact  situation  of 
lie -n  Ni'vis  settled. 

"  Well,"  says  KILLICK,  "  I  suppose  I  was  thinking  of  some  other 
Ben.  Let  me  see,  isn't  there  a  Ben  Davis  somewhere  ?  I  'm  sure 
I  've  heard  the  name,  but,  at  this  moment,  I  can't  remember  whether 
it 's  a  man  or  a  mountain." 

MI:IXEVILLE  fancies  that  he  has  heard  the  name  before  in  legal 
circles,  and  inclines  to  the  opinion  that  the  Ben  in  question  is  not 
a  mountain  in  Wales,  but  an  eminent  Solicitor.  "  But,"  he  adds,  by 
way  of  compromise,  probably  of  Welsh  extraction." 

Being  referred  to,  I  am  unable  to  solve  the  difficulty.  A  quotation 
occurs  to  me — "  Davis  sum,  non  CEdipits  " — but,  as  I  don't  quite  see 
how  to  bring  it  in,  I  leave  it  in  a  pigeon-hole  (so  to  speak)  to  be 
called  for  when  wanted.  If  my  own  name  had  been  DAVIS,  the 
quotation  would  have  been  most  apt.  Might  tell  it  of  a  Gentleman 
in  a  railway-carriage  whose  name  happened  to  be  DAVIS,  and  who 
had  been  appealed  to  by  strangers  to  decide  the  point. 

Our  .Errnint/it  <»i  Hoard. — Our  host  is  a  fair  musical  amateur, 
understanding  the  theory  of  the  art,  up  in  all  the  modern  contro- 
versies as  to  Music,  an  fait  with  the  works  of  the  best  Composers, 
ancient  and  modern,  with  a  general  cosmopolitan  liking  for  whatever 
is  tuneful  and  melodious  all  round.  He  has  German  proclivities,  is  a 
strict  mathematician,  a  scholarly  classic,  and;  bringing  all  this  learn- 
ing and  talent  to  bear  on  Music,  he  is  scientifically  musical,  but 
slightly  inaccurate  in  illustration. 

CRAYLEY  is  a  first-rate  listener  to  music,  with  his  gloss  in  his  eye, 
and  always  sideways,  like  a  parrot  hearing  a  tune.  His  memory  fails 
him  for  names  of  airs  and  their  Composers,  and  it  usually  plays  him 
false  after  he  has  once  started  an  air.  He  has  all  the  notes,  out  he 
wants  tuning.  He  says  that  he  learnt  Music  in  his  early  child- 
hood— when  he  detested  nothing  more  thoroughly  than  music-lessons, 
from  the  fact  of  their  having  mulcted  him  of  his  play-time. 

"  It  teas  play-time,"  puts  in  KU.I.K  K,  an  interruption  of  which 
CRAYLEY  takes  no  sort  of  notice. 

CRAYLEY  now  plays,  he  says,  sometimes  when  he  is  alone ;  remind- 
ing KILLICK  (he  tells  me)  of  the  Cockney,  in  one  of  SEYMOUR'S  cari- 
catures, who  "  liked  to  go  a  'unting  all  by  himself,  'cos  then  nobody 
can't  laugh!"  Very  nearly  being  "a  difficulty"  here  between 
CRAYLEY  and  KILLICK. 

My  own  musical  knowledge  is,  like  Mr.  Sam  Welter's  knowledge 
of  London,  "  extensive  and  peculiar."  It  consists,  whether  vocally 
or  instnimentally,  of  "  snatches  "  generally. 

KILLICK  is  an  obstinate  Musician.  Whatever  he  plays,  and  how- 
ever he  plays  it,  that  must  be  right, — no  matter  what  the  weight  of 
evidence  might  be.  He  has  composed  and  published  three  songs, 
words  and  music,  all  his  own  ;  and  under  the  non  tie  plume  of  "  VAX 
TRAVERS,"  has  written  the  words  which  have  been  set  by  rising 
Composers.  He  is  invariably  obstinate  at  the  piano,  and  so,  when 
any  one  of  us  asks  him  to  play  some  particular  tune,  he  will  pay  no 
attention  to  the  request,  but  will  at  once  proceed  to  play  some- 
thing totally  different. 

With  these  elements  of  harmony  among  us,  we  are  never  at  a  loss 
for  an  entertaining  evening.  As  we  can  all  play,  the  one  who  gets 
rirst  to  the  piano  sticks  to  it  until  he  is  either  forcibly  removed,  or 
yields  to  a  united  protest  from  the  majority. 

The  one  who  is  at  the  piano  is  never  permitted  for  any  length  of 
time  to  play  what  he  likes,  unless  that  tune  happens  to  suit  everybody 
else's  taste.  As  a  rule,  no  sooner  has  KILLICK,  who  generally  gets  to 
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minable  French  novel  and  smoking  a  pipe,  and  to  whom  it  can  be  a 
matter  of  no  sort  of  consequence  what  tune  is  being  played  as  long  as 
it  doesn't  disturb  him,  says,  "  I  wish  you'd  play  that  thing  from— 
dear  me — what's  the  name  of  the  Opera" — KJLLICK  gives  no  sign  of 
attention — "  oh,  you  know  it — with — who's  the  great  tenor  singer  in 
it?"  "Sins  REEVES?"  suggests  our  host.  "What  Opera?"  I 
«•!'  "  Oh,"  says  CRAYLEY,  quite  annoyed  with  us  for  not  remember- 


ask. 


ing  what  he  can't  recollect—  it  begins  " — here  he  tries  to  hum  it, 
but,  getting  mixed  up  with  KILLICK'S  tune  on  the  piano,  he  declares 
it 's  impossible  to  recall  it  while  KILLICK  is  plaving.  "  Well !  "  says 
KILLICK,  suddenly  stopping,  and  looking  round  defiantly.  "  Xoiv— 


what  is  it  ? "  But  CRAYLEY  is  not  prepared,  he  can't  even  call  to 
mind  how  the  tune  starts. 

And  so  he  is  a  failure,  much  to  KILLICK'S  delight,  who  "  chortles 
in  his  joy." — he  is  the  only  man  I  ever  heard  really  "  chortle,"  which 
is  a  sound  something  between  a  half  hiuirh  and  a  sly  chuckle, — and 
our  host  avails  himself  of  the  opportunity  to  ask  KII.I.ICK  if  he 

remembers  the  duet  from  Lohengrin,  beginning but  just  at  this 

point  M  KI.I.KVI  I.M.'S  memory  plays  him  a  trick,  and  he  can't  for  the 
life  of  him  recollect  what  a  second  ago  he  could  have  hummed  or 
played  perfectly.  He  tries  a  few  notes,  throwing  them  out  as  a  bait 
to  attract  the  real  ones  from  somewhere  in  KILLICK'S  musical  know- 
ledge-box. KILLICK,  however,  only  shakes  his  head  impatiently  to 
signify  that  he  can't  make  out  what  MELLEVILLK  means,  and  sets 
to  work  to  play  just  what  pleases  himself,  without  reference  to  any- 
body else,  whereupon  he,  our  host,  and  myself  commence  an  animated 
discussion  on  the  music  of  the  hist  five  years,  each  giving  his  own 
illustration  in  humming  of  things  he  likes  best.  CRAYLEY,  unable 
to  pay  any  very  close  attention  to  his  novel,  puts  it  down,  and  joins 
in  our  conversation,  which  we  all  know  must  be  very  trying  to 
KILLICK,  who,  however,  dare  not  leave  off  playing,  or  one  of  us 
would  at  once  possess  himself  of  the  piano.  So,  without  stopping 
to  get  down  fresh  music,  he  sings  and  plays  some  songs  from 
memory,  and,  as  they  are  entirely  uncalled  for,  his  audience  make 
a  point  of  keeping  up  a  conversation,  which  becomes  more  and 
more  animated  every  minute.  The  piano  wins  as  a  rule,  unless  one 
of  us  asks  another  to  "  sing  something,"  to  which  the  immediate 
response  is,  "  Yes ;  if  you  don't  mind  playing  it  for  me," — whereupon 
somebody  taps  KILLICK  on  the  shoulder,  and  says,  "  I  say,  old  boy," 
in  the  most  genial  and  polite  tone,  "just  let  MELLEVILLE  come  and 
accompany  CRAYLEY  :— he 's  going  to  sing  "—and,  with  a  very  bad 
grace,  KILLICK  quits  his  chair  at  the  piano,  and  "  he  plays  no  more 
that  night." 

Later  on.  we  get  to  cards,  when  CRAYLEY,  who  is  very  par- 
ticular on  the  score  of  health,  looks  at  his  watch,  which  examina- 
tion invariably  results  in  his  asking  everyone  else  "  What  the  real 
time  is,"  and,  having  struck  a  balance  in  favour  of  bed-time,  he 
retires  for  the  night.  This  punctuality  he  seems  to  consider  a 
panacea  for  his  indulgence  during  the  day  in  everything  which  he 
says  at  the  time  he  oughtn't  to  take,  but  which  he  can't  resist — 
specially  pastry  with  jam,  rich  cake,  and  any  kind  of  fruit,  fresh  or 
preserved.  His  rule  of  health  seems  to  be,  "It  doesn't  matter  what 
you  eat  or  drink,  if  you  only  go  to  bed  early  every  nig^ht."  How- 
ever, as  nearly  every  morning  he  complains  of  having  suffered 
from  nightmare  (in  which  he  has  been  thrown  down  precipices,  and 
never  arrived  at  the  bottom),  or  has  risen  with  a  headache,  or  sees 
black  specks  floating  before  his  eyes, — the  only  remedy  at  breakfast 
for  this  oeing  chops,  ham,  jam,  heavy  Scotch  cake  hot  and  honey, — it 
doesn't  seem  as  if  this  regularity  in  retiring  to  bed  early  was  so 
entirely  successful  as  he  would  have  us  believe. 

We  arrive  at  Oban.  MELLEVILLE  doesn't  know  whether  we  shall 
stay  here  any  time  or  not.  Whereupon  KILLICK  describes  this  as 
"an  Oban  question."  CRAYLEY  looks  as  disgusted  as  Dr.  JOHJTSON 
might  have  done  if  BOSWELL  hod  ventured  on  such  ajeu  de  mot. 

With  great  alacrity  we  go  ashore  to  take  exercise,  make  inquiries 
at  the  post-office,  wander  about  and  look  at  the  shops,  and  subse- 
quently dine  at  the  hotel.  It  is  quite  a  novel  sensation  to  dine  at  a 
large  table  in  a  gorgeous  room,  attended  upon  by  waiters  in  white 
ties.  It  is  as  if  we  nod  suddenly  discovered  civilisation.  But  also, 
curious  to  observe,  how  glad  we  all  are  to  be  once  more  ashore.  But 
we  've  got  the  Hebrides  still  before  us. 


VERY  HYMNPUDEST.  —  The  hymn  in  Italian  by  Mr.  GLADSTONE 
has  stirred  up  a  few  Italians.  Tney  say  they  don't  want  his  hymn : 
let  him  keep  his  hymn  to  hymnself.  ITALIA  says  she  has  got  a 
hundred  and  fifty  hymns  that  are  all  hers.  The  probability  of  the 
PREMIER'S  reading  "the  Lessons"  in  church  on  Sunday,  always 
attracts  a  large  audience — beg  pardon,  we  should  have  said  congrega- 
tion, but  that  the  account  next  day  reads  much  the  same  as  a  report 
of  a  "  Patti  night "  at  the  Opera,— and  if  "  in  quires  and  places  wht  re 
they  sing  "  the  PREMIER  could  only  be  induced  to  give  a  solo  of  his 
own  in  Italian,  with  translation  into  English  by  the  clerk,  what  a 
rush  there  'd  be  for  stalls,— no,  beg  pardon  again,— pews  and  free 
seats!  There  are  "stalls"  at  theatres,  operas,  cathedrals,  and 
stables,  not  in  parish  churches. 


A  CORRESPONDENT  forwards  to  us  the  following  Advertisement 
which  appeared  in  the  Times  of  Sept.  15th  : — 

T  OST,   between   Folkestone   Harbour  and  near  Tunbridge-Wells,  a 
JU    GOLD  PUZZLE  RlXQ.    Suitable  REWARD  giren.    Apply,  &c. 

He  adds,  "  I  should  have  sent  it  to  you  before,  onlv  that  I  've  been 
wasting  my  valuable  holiday  in  looking  for  it."  He  deserves  the 
"  suitable  reward,"  and  we  wish  he  may  get  it. 
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RAMBLING  RONDEAUX. 

AT  ETRBTAT. 
A  Drvrco  Belle !     Pray  who 

is  she, 
For    swimming    thus    armed 

cap-a-pie  T 
(The  sea  is   like  a  sea  oi 

BRETT'S.) 
A   graceful   girl    iu   trou- 

screttes, 

And   tunic    reaching   to   the 
knee. 

Her  voice  is  in  the  sweetest 
Her  laugh  is  full  of  gladsome 

Her  eyes  are  blue  as  violets — 
A  Diving  Belle ! 

I  wonder  what  her  name  can 

be? 

Her  sunnv  tresses  nutter  free, 
And  with  the   ripples  she 

coquets ! 
First  one  white  foot,  then 

two,  she  wets. 

A  splash !    She 's  vanished  in 
the  sea— 

A  Diving  Belle ! 

IT  was  Goose-day  when  At- 
PHONSO  the  Brave — we  givi 
the  "  PH  "  in,  but  will  mak< 
it  an  "F"  if  preferred. — ar 
rived  in  Paris.  Some  pholks 
or  folks,  not  too  friendly  to 
ALFONSO,  say  he  is  a  peti 
crecf,  or  Anfflice  "  Masher.' 
For  ourselves,  we  don't  believ 
it,  but  were  it  so,  his  titl 
would  clearly  be  His  Mash 
ersty,  which  he  can  date  from 
Michaelmash  Day. 


A  CHANGE  of  title,  which  w 
should  like  to  see  our  belovec 
"  Mud-Salad  Market "  deserv< 
would  be  from  Cqvcnt  Garde 
Market  to  Convenient  Market 
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ATENTS  AND  PENNIES. 
COVENT  Garden  Theatre  is 
lie  only  playhouse  in  London 
hat  can  fairly  claim  to  be 
loyal.  It  works  under  a 
latent  granted  by  CHARLES 
HE  SECOND  to  KnilGBKW  and 
(AYKXANT,  and  though  Drury 
,ane  makes  a  doubtful  claim 

0  half  of  this  patent,  there 
s  no  question  as  to  Covent 
jarden    possessing  it.      This 
jeing  the  case,  the  'ARHY  of 
he  period  ought  to  feel  doubly 
grateful  that  he  is  admitted 
nto  this  Temple  of  Music  for 
omething  very  like  a  penny, 
f  the  money  were  tendered  at 
he  door  it  would  not  be  re- 
ceived, except  in  the  form  of 

1  ten-and-sixpenny    season- 
ticket;   and  a  ticket  at  this 

irice,  extending  over  three  or 
'our  months,  reduces  our  groat 
Opera-House  to  something  like 
a  "Penny  Gaff."  Is  not  this 
Penny -wise  and  Pound-foolish  ? 


HUXLEY'S  MOTTO.  —  "  The 
Oyster 's  mv  world."  And  a 
wonder-world  it  is,  too;  as  any 
one  may  see  who  looks  into  the 
first  number  of  the  English 
Illustrated  Magazine.  Six- 
pence a  peep  is  all  Messrs. 
MACMILLAN  charge ;  and  Mr. 
SWINBURNE'S  "  Les  Cas- 
mtettex,"  though  not  exactly  a 
"  Song  of  Sixpence,"  is  more 
than  worth  all  the  money. 
Sing  a  Song  of  Sixpence 

In  a  novel  manner  ; 
Six-and-forty  pages 

All  for  a  "  tanner." 
When  the  "Mag."  is  opened, 
Pictures  choice  you  'II  see. 
Isn't  this  a  rare  cheap  dish 
To  serve  to  the  B.  P.  '< 


TOAST    FOR   THE  TRINITY 
HOUSE.— "  Our  Buoys !" 


SOME  SINGULAR  DISCLOSURES. 

{Highly  interesting  to  Travellers  by  Rail.) 

THEHF.  is  considerable  mystery  attached  to  the  so-called  "  Bye- 
Laws  "  of  Railway  Companies.  The  public  generally  knows  them 
only  through  vague  and  menacing  references  thereto  upon  the  backs 
of  tickets,  and  on  occasionally  visible  notices  and  posters.  Very 
dreadful  things  would  seem  to  be  possible  under  cover  of  the  extra- 
legal  authority  they  are  supposed  to  confer ;  and  the  mild-spirited 
traveller  generally  has  a  disquieting,  indefinite  sense  of  what  may, 
in  certain  or  uncertain  contingencies,  be  done  to  him  "  in  accordance 
with  the  Company's  Bye-Laws."  An  observant,  if  gentle,  Railway 
traveller  of  many  years'  experience,  furnishes  the  following  as  being 
clearly  among  the  chief  canons — whether  written  or  unwritten — of 
this  mysterious  code : — 
1.  FARES. —  Ttcice  one  are— for  Jiailirai/  purposes— anything  the 

Directors  may  please,  from  two-and-a-half  upwards. 
Under  this  elastic  rule  some  very  amusing  arithmetical  feats  are 
]<jssilile.  A  fourth  dimension  of  space  would  not  more  confuse  the 
calculations  of  the  ordinary  commercially-trained  mind  than  does 
the  Railway  rule  of  proportion.  Under  it  the  distance  travelled  is, 
of  course,  no  sort  of  criterion  of  the  charge  to  be  made— none  what- 
ever. That  is  the  humour  of  it.  This— so  to  say — transcendental 
treatment,  lends  to  Railway  matters  all  the  subtle  charm  of  the 
unexpected,  and  floors  the  inquisitive  firadyrinds  among  the  Public 
who  are  always  wanting  to  apply  rules  and  draw  inferences  and 
things.  If  the  fare  from  one  Station  to  another  is  sixpence,  you 
must  not  go  concluding  that  the  fare  to  a  third  Station,  midway 
between  the  two,  will  therefore  be  threepence  or  thereabouts — 
nothing  of  the  sort ;  it  will  probably  be  the  same,  and  possibly  more. 


In  fact,  the  Euclidian  "  therefore  "  is  totally  inapplicable  to  Railway 
arrangements,  which  are  not  based  upon  ordinary  mathematic 
accepted  logic.    For  instance,  in  railway  journeys  the  whole  is  nc 
necessarily  equal  to  the  sum  of  its  parts ;  it  may  be  more  or    2ss, 
according  to,— well,  it  is  impossible  to  say  tchat  it  is  according  to,— 
chance,  caprice,  humour,  rule  of  thumb,  whatever  you  please  or  don  t 
please.    One  thing  only  is  certain— it  is  not  according  to  reason. 
2.  TIME.— Time  is  a  figment  of  men's  fancy,  and  has  no  fixed  measure. 
Time  is  treated  by  Railwaydom  in  the  same  transcendental  way 
as  Space  and  Number.    Railway  Time  is  a  figment.     It  is  also  a 
joke.    The  mind,  however,  must  be  what  the  higher  criticism  call! 
"detached"  to  appreciate  that  joke.     The  passenger  who,  bein 
informed  that  a  certain  train,  which  it  is  important  for  him  to  catch, 
starts  at  5'30,  who,  emerging  from  the  refreshment-room  a 
exactly,  sees  three  clocks  pointing,  respectively,  to  5_2o,  o  2J,  a, 
r,-H4,  who  dashes  to  the  gate,  only  to  be  mformed  that  the  tram 
started  five  minutes  ago,— this  traveller  will  probably  not  have  his 
mind  sufficiently  detached  "  to  enjoy  the  humour  of  the  situation. 
That  is,  of  course,  the  traveller's  own  fault,— or  misfortune.     Ihe 
Company  provides  all  the  materials  of  the  jest,  but  no     Bye-Law 
can  compel  the  Public  to  appreciation.    Otherwise  Theatres  con 
journals,  'party  speeches,  and  Art  criticisms  would  be  superfluous, 
the  Railway  Companies,  under  cover  of  this  particular  Rule  at  theirs, 
supplying  enough  "  fun"  for  the  whole  community. 
3.  SPACE.— Space  is  Infinite  Elasticity,  and  has  no  measure  but  the 
mind  and  conscience  of  Railwaydom,  of  which,  indeed,  it  is  t/ie 
type. 

This  law— or  definition— will  only  appear  transcendental  to  those 
who  have  never  travelled  by  rail.  The  Schoolmen  who  debated!  he 
question  as  to  how  many  angels  could  dance  on  the  point  ot  a  n<  lie, 


<».  i  Dunn  G,  188.3.] 
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RAILWAY    PUZZLE. 

HOW  TO  CIUM  ANY  NUMBER  OF  PERSONS  INTO  A  SECOND-CLASS  COMPARTMENT "  INTENDED  TO  ACCOMMODATE  ElOHT  PA88ENOEB8 
rxeoMFORTABLY.  THF.  OFFICIALS  ON  THE  LONO  JoCRNEY-DUE-NoRTH  LlNES  HAVE.  ON  OCCASION,  NEARLY  SUCCEEDED  IN  SOLVING  THE 
I'KOHI.F.M.  WITH  OTHER  LINES,  ON  SUCH  SPECIAL  OCCASIONS  AS  GREAT  RACE  DAYS,  THIS  PUZZLE  HAS  ALMOST  CEASED  TO  OFFER 
ANY  DIFFICULTY. 


•would  find  a  kindred  and  congenial  theme  in  the  question,  "how 
many  third-class  passengers  can  be  crammed  into  a  first-class  car- 
riage ?  "  It  could  never,  of  course,  be  decided — which  would  be  the 
beauty  of  it.  The  Rule  itself  is  designed  with  an  ingenious  aptness 
which  is  subtly  exquisite.  Under  it  a  compartment  constructed — 
avowedly— to  accommodate"  ten,  may  be  made  to  contain  thirty 
and  upwards.  There  must  be  an  esoteric  Bye-Law  of  this  sort,  or 
else  appeal  to  the  exoteric  rule  painted,  in  plain  letters,  in  the  com- 
partment, itself,  would  surely  confound  even  the  conscience  of  a 
Railway  Director.  Which  it  does  not.  U.  E.  D. 

4.  CLASS. — Cltixs  in  m>  unreal  or  arbitrary  distinction,  maintained — 
theoretically,  or  lit  pleasure—. for  Unum-ial  purposes.  I/x  relation 
to  r/inn/e  in  li.rt'1/,  hut  as  to  accommodation  shifting,  or  non- 
ffistent  at  official  trill. 

The  contemplation  of  this  Bve-Law  will  throw  light  on  many 
quest  ions  that  have  long  puzzled  the  gentle  pas-nigi-r.  and  even 
elicited  from  him  many  pathetic  but  fruitless  plaints.  The  ride — 
like  charity — covers  a  multitude  of  (Railway)  sins.  In  its  light  the 
sight  of  a  score  of  low,  foul-mouthed  third-class  betting-men 
crammed  into  a  first-class  compartment  with  two  or  three  mild  citi- 
zens or  gently-born  Ladies  who  have  paid  high  tirst-elass  fare  for 
the  sake  of  essential  quiet  and  comfort, — this  sight,  I  say,  no  longer 
confounds,  though  it  may  displease.  Xo  rational  person  will  hence- 
forth ask  why  one  railway  carriage  should  be  clean  and  comfortable, 
while  another,  of  the  same  "  class"  (nominally)  is  dirty  and  purga- 
torial. The  question  rather  is,  Why  should  it  it  not  be  thus,  if  it 
suit  the  interest  or  caprice  of  the  managers  of  the  line  ?  The  word 
"class" — in  the  sense  of  the  Bye-Law— explains  all  anomalies  and 
discrepancies.  If  you  fancy  that  in  paying  for  a  first-class  ticket, 
you  secure  the  exclusive  possession  of  so  much  space  (tchich  see)  in  a 
well-appointed  first-class  carriage,  to  the  exclusion  of  crowding, 
uncleanliness  in  person,  garb,  and  speech,  noise  and  nastiness  gene- 
rally, why,  you  are  much  mistaken,  that  is  all.  And  though  natural 
distaste  of  such  surroundings  may  be  permitted  you,  in  silence,  yet 


any  outspoken  disappointment  or'disgust  must  spring  from  ignorance 
of  the  above  Law,  and  of  the  esoteric  meaning  of  the  terms  in 
Railwaydom's  vocabulary. 

Various  other  minor  members  of  the  great  mysterious  "  Bye-Law  " 
family  has  our  Correspondent  deduced  from  long  experience  by  the 
aid  of"  plain  logic.  Some  of  them  may  be  given  to  the  public  on  a 
future  occasion.  These,  however,  are  the  leading,  and,  so  to  say, 
covering  enactments  of  the  secret  and  terrible  code.  Their  publica- 
tion may  explain  many  maddeningly  puzzling  experiences  of  the 
Railway  traveller,  and  —  perhaps  —  lead  that  long-suffering  and 
befogged  personage  to  intelligent  and  effectual  revolt. 


"Dr.  CARPENTER  expressed  the  very  deep  interest  with  which  1 
INtciH'd  to  these  communications,  because  they  w<  nt  to  the  very  funda 


Report  from  Southport. 

he  hid 

tiun  of  life  that  they  had  been  gradually  coming  to  from  the  days 
when  he  was  taught  that  cells  were  everything." 

THK  days  when  he  was  taught  that  "  cells  were  everything,"  must 
have  been  his  schooldays,  when  a  sharp  boy  premised  every  answer 
with  "  bar  sell !  "  as  a  precautionary  measure.  Dr.  CAXFBRB  will 
still  find  that  "  cells  are  everything,"  or  nearly  so,  if  he  goes  into 
the  Stock  Exchange  when  there 's  not  much  business  doing. 


In  a  Concatenation  Accordingly. 

Mr.  MARTIN  Trrrr.R  is  announced  as  about  to  deliver  a  Lecture  on 
"Flying"  before  the  Balloon  Society.  Illustrated  experimentally, 
of  course.  Mr.  Trrri-K's  Muse  may  be  a  little  pedestrian,  perhaps, 
but  his  Pegasus  can  probably  fly  high  enough  to  satisfy  those  most 
trustful  of  enthusiasts,  the  believers  in  aerial  navigation.  At  any 
rate,  if  Mr.  TFPPEE'S  hippogriff  won't  rise,  we  trust  that  his  Testi- 
monial trill. 
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SOME    STARTLING    BAGS    ON    THE    MOORS! 


BACK  TO  LONDON. 

BACK  to  London,  in  September, 
When  they  're  threshing  out  the  wheat, 

Pleasant  is  it  to  remember 
How  your  holidays  were  sweet. 

Now  those  halcyon  days  are  past, 
All  Lawn  Tennis  setts  you  won  done, 

And  you  're  glad  to  be  at  last— 
Back  in  London. 

Back  to  all  accustomed  duties, 
Dearer  for  the  hours  of  play, 

Visions  of  the  sea-side  beauties, 
Seem  like  dreams  of  yesterday. 

Haply  with  reluctant  mind. 
Now  you  know  all  rural  fun  done, 

Yet  you  're  glad  yourself  to  find 
Back  in  London. 

Town  looks  pleasant  after  places 

That  were  just  a  trifle  slow  ; 
All  the  old  familiar  faces 

Greet  you  wheresoe'er  you  go. 
Holidays  are,  you  '11  agree, 

Very  like  a  child's  plum  bun  done, 
And  you  're  very  pleased  to  be 
Back  in  London. 


MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  has  taken  the  greatest  interest  in 
the  reports  of  the  British  Association  meetings.  She 
wants  to  know  if  Bacteria  is  the  scientific  name  for 
lumbago,  as,  if  so,  she 's  got  it. 


MY  LONG  WAKAYSHUN. 

I  FINDS  myself  a  spending  my  Long 'Wakay shun  of  a  hole  week  at 
Surbiton,  of  all  places  in  the  world.  Scrumpshus  Surbiton,  as  its 
ushally  called,  and  quite  rite  too,  for  I  never  seed  with  my  pare  of 
old  eyes  such  a  swell  place.  As  I  m  told  they  calls  the  Town  where 
they  makes  the  werry  best  silk  welwet  the  City  of  Paleasses,  so  I 
shoud  call  this  reelly  bntiful  place  the  Burrow  of  helegant  Willars. 

There  doesn't  seem  !to  be  such  a  thing  as  a  Porehouse  or  a  pore 
person  in  the  hole  place,  and  that's  jest  what  I  likes.  I  dislikes 
with  a  most  bitter  dislike  anything  like  powerty !  They  're  a  reglar 
complanin  lot  is  the  pore,  at  the  best  of  times,  and  not  the  least  use 
in  the  world  to  an  Hed  Waiter.  They  don't  want  no  waiting  on, 
they  don't.  They  can  wait  on  theirselves,  they  can,  and  likes  it 
better,  and  as  to  harf-crowns,  they  don't  seem  to  know  the  proper 
use  on  'em,  even  wen  they  as  'em. 

I  chose  Surbiton  with  one  eye  to  pleasure  and  one  to  busyness. 

id 


howdaciously  expensive  one  wen  I  strikes  the  ballanse. 

I've  took  lojjmgs  with  a  werry  respectable  Gent  in  the  Sweep 
line,  and  I  offen  has  a  ride  with  him  of  a  mornin  in  his  little  hoarse 
and  shay  when  he  gos  his  perfeshnal  rounds,  and  its  quite  emusiug 
to  me  to  jinc  him  in  his  musical  and  plaintif  cry  of  Sweep  !  Sweep  i 
jost  like  two  overgrown  Blackbirds  whose  woices  has  got  jest  a  leetle 
ropy.  We  was  a  little  bit  unlukkv  at  fust  as  we  had  the  Plummers  in 
the  house  for  2  daysj  and  all  I  will  say  is,  that  if  the  other  Hartysans 
of  the  town  is  all  like  the  Plummers,  they  must  be  remarkable  fine 
spesimnms  of  noisy  humannity.  "  Hammer  an  Tongs"  was  nothin 
to  'em.  WILLIAM  says  there's  a  line  of  SHAKSPEEE'S  as  discribes 
'em  ecksakly:  "Guns,  Trumpits,  Blunderbusses,  Drums,  and 
Thunder '. ''  We've  been  all  right  since,  ekscept  jest  a  little  trubbel 
with  the  Painters  up  stares,  so  1  mustn't  grumbel. 

To  return  to  my  muttins,  as  the  French  says,  I  should  think  Surbi- 
ton must  be  about  as  neer  to  what  I  should  expec  Parrydiee  to  be,  as 
you  can  reasonably  expec  only  12  miles  from  London.    In  the  firsl 
place  we  've  got  jest  49  trains  a  day  to  take  us  home,  and  tho'  q: 
course  I  shan't  want  one  on  'em,  excep  wen  I  goes  away,  and  then  v 
will  be  a  pretty  job  to  know  which  to  choose,  still  its  a  great  cumfi 
to  know  that  there  they  is  if  you  happens  to  want  'em,  and,  as  I'm 
pretty  close  to  the  line,  I  has  the  pleasure  of  hearing  'em  parse,  up  or 
down,  about  every  live  miunits  all  day,  and  nearly  all  nite  two. 

In  the  nex  place,  if  you  're  a  trew  born  Harrystocrat  you  haven 
not  no  need  not  even  to  see  so  much  as  a  wulgar  Shop.     The  lord  o 
the  Mazmen  won't  have  no  shops  in  this  trewly  grand  place,  exce- 
what's  acJiully  wanted  for  people's  wants,  and  them  few  he's  hai 
all  stuck  up  close  to  the  Railway  Stayshun  ;  so,  excep  when  you  're 
going  away,  you  needn't  even  'know  as  there  is  sitch  a  thing  as 


Wulgar  Shop  in  the  hole  Burrow,  which  must  be  a  great  blessin  to 
11  the  Hole-sailors  and  Re-tailors  from  London,  who  lives  here,  and 

who  must  natrally  hate  the  site  of  such  low  places. 

My  son  WILLIAM,  who  is  with  me,  is  werry  fond  of  boting,  but  as 
f  corse  we  can't  elord  to  pay  such  prises  as  they  askes  here,  he 's 

made  a  werry  nice  erangement  with  the  Ferryman  to  let  him  row  the 
ustummers  backards  and  forrards  all  day  long  for  nothing,  and  i 
nkludes  taking  me  over  and  back  on  the  same  lib'ral  terms,  and  tho 
here  aint  quite  so  much  wariety  in  it  as  some  giddy  youngsters 

might  want,  we  offen  gits  up  quite  a  little  egsitement  when  WILLIAM 
UQS  slap  into  a  houtngger  or  a  rangdang. 

I  soon  made  acquaintance  with  a  gentleman  s  gentleman,  as  1 
'ormerly  knowd  at  the  "  Albion,"  and  over  a  frendly  glass  he  told 

me  a  good  deal  about  the  Swells  as  lives  in  the  lordly  Manshun 
louses  as  one  sees  on  every  side  of  him.  He  says  as  they  're  that 
mrtickler,  that  no  one  as  keeps  a  carridge  and  pair  would  think  of 
!ondiscending  to  speak  to  a  pore  devil  as  only  kep  a  coach  and  one. 
Chat  no  Hole-sailor  from  London  ever  so  much  as  looks  at  a  Re- 
tailor, and  a  perfeshunal  Gent  cuts  'em  both.  And  what  they  does, 
heir  wives  and  families  does  too,  and  a  great  deal  more,  even  down 
o  the  little  childun.  Some  of  the  prineeple  servants  thort  of  carry- 
ng  it  out  a  step-father  among  theirselves,  but  they  wasn't  quite  such 
'ools  as  that  cums  to,  and  so  you  sees  even  a  Butler  assosheayting 
quite  f  amilyear  with  a  Footman,  or  even  a  Groom,  if  he 's  a  good 
emusin  sort  of  feller. 

They  've  got  a  capital  dodge  here  of  letting  out  the  botes  by  the 
week  or  the  munth  at  rejuced  prises,  and  why  ?  Becoz  they  knows 
werry  well  from  long  egsperience  that  the  young  Swells  gos  it  at  such 
a  pace  when  they  fust  comes  down,  rowing  from  morning  to  nite, 
that,  after  about  3  days,  their  pore  hands  is  so  covered  with  blisters 
that  they  can't  even  look  at  a  skull  without  a  shudder.  Old  JOK  says 
it 's  quite  lovely  to  see  the  pace  as  they  goes  at  it  for  the  fust  few 
days  compared  with  the  gentle  paddle  arterwards. 

1  had  a  good  long  look  at  the  Dear  in  Booshy  Park  as  I  walked 
through  the  railins  and  wonderd  which  nice  bit  of  Wenson  wood 
fall  to  my  share.  ROBEM. 


ORDER  FOE  CEREMONY  OF  THROWING  OPEN  BrRNHAM  BEECHES  TO 
THE  PUBLIC.— The  Bucks  Volunteers  will  be  present  in  full  uniform, 
greater  bucks  than  ever.  The  Aldermen  will  group  under  the  trees, 
and  will  receive  the  LORD  MAYOR  with  their  verybest  bows.  The  biggest 
tree  will  be  christened  "Jumbo,"  because  of  its  enormous  Trunk. 
The  chief  part  of  the  ceremony  will  consist  iu  the  significant  action 
of  the  LORD  MAYOR,  who,  as  representing  his  high  office  and  the 
Corporation,  will  "  turn  over  a  new  Leaf."  The  place  of  arrival  will 
be  Slough,  and  the  Luncheon  will  be  Eton.  "  Ver  mm  semper  nret 
will  be  proposed  as  the  Motto  for  the  toast  of  absent  friends,  coupled 
with  the  name  of  Sir  W.  VERNON  HARCOUHT.  Mr.  Punch  says, 
"  Bravo,  LORD  MAYOR  and  Corporation  !  " 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS.— la  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unless  accompanied 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelope  or  Cover.       Copies  of  MS.  should  be  kept  by  the  Senders. 
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HIPS    V.    BRACES. 

SKETCH  OP  Two  GENTLEMEN  WHO  CANNOT  AOREE  ON  THE  QUESTION. 


HISS  OWN  IDEA! 

(Moral  Philosophy  of  Sage  and  Onion*.) 

1 1  I-SKD  in  the  streets  the  King  of  SPAIX, 

Who  came  expecting  acclamation, 
Felt,  probably,  some  little  pain 

When  he  was  met  with  execration. 
Well— some  there  are  whose  hisses  me 

Would  rather  than  their  plaudits  natter  ; 
Proud  of  the  former  I  should  be, 

Ashamed  to  have  deserved  the  latter. 

WLen  people  hi*me,  what,  whilst  I 

Applaud  mysefrP — as  I  do  ever. 
Their  noise  can  only  signify 

That  I  've  done  something  good  or  clever. 
And  so  whene'er  I  'm  hissed,  I  say, 

1 1  iss  on  ;  for  honour  1  'm  your  debtor ; 
1 1  :inl  as  you  're  able  hiss  away ; 

!  I  i>s,  hiss,  the  more  you  hiss  the  better ! 

DIOGENES  TUHHOTTSE. 


CKUMBS  OF  COMTOBT  FOR  THE  ALDEHMAW  AND  BAIEB 
WHO  WAS  BBED  TJP  IN  THE  Crrr.  —  Judging  from  the 
bitterness  shown  by  the  "Livery,"  who  would  have 
selected  the  Gay  Bachelor  Baker  Mr.  Alderman  HADLET 
for  the  Mayoralty,  that  Livery  must  be  very  '_'  livery  " 
indeed :  quite  jaundiced.  Mr.  Baker  HADLEY  is  natur- 
ally, and  professionally,  crusty  about  it;  but  the  Munici- 
pal Patres  Contcripti  do  not  consider  him  as  sufficiently 
the  Upper  Crust  for  the  elevated  position.  Never  mind, 
Mr.  Alderman  and  Baker !  You  can,  if  this  is  any  crumb 
of  comfort  to  you,  tell  your  brother  Aldermen  that  their 
conduct  is  unchristian,  and  you  can  say  to  them,  as  a 
Baker,  "Dough  as  you  d  be  done  by."  Or  you  can  make 
light  of  your  own  discomfiture,  and,  d  propoi  of  its 
having  been  Michaelmas  Day  when  you  were  rejected, 
you  can  say,  pleasantly,  that  "  the  Geese  have  saved  the 
City."  Well,  well ;  it  to  be  a  bachelor  be  your  fault  and 
misfortune,  Mr.  Alderman  HADLEY,  may  you  speedily 
become  a  qualified  Benedick,  —  may  you  live  till  you 
marry  — and  after.  So  farewell,  Baker :  As  oven  as  we 
think  of  thee,  Baker,  we  will  say,  "May  Oven  bless 
thee!" 


ONWARDS  !   OR,  A  LITTLE  FURTHER  STILL. 

(Projected  S.  E.  R.  Alterations  and  Arrangements  for  the  ensuing  Month.) 

1.  Tho  1010  P.M.  train  from  Charing  Cross  to  Lewisham  will,  in 
future,  be  90  instead  of,  as  usual,  55  minutes  behind  time  at  New 
Cross. 

•2.  Aii  additional  siding  will  be  opened  five  miles  from  Edenbridge, 
for  the  convenience  of  passengers  by  the  8'15  P.M.  train  to  Canter- 
bury, who  will  not  be  able  to  get  there  till  11 '22  the  next  morning. 

3.  The  up  day  Parliamentary  from  Dover  will  not  proceed  further 
than  Merstham  Tunnel ;  but  passengers  getting  out  in  the  dark  will 
bo  allowed  to  grope  their  way  out,  and  be  taken  as  far  back  again  as 
Ashl'ord  in  a  coal-truck  on  paying  the  regular  excess-fare. 

4.  The  8'17  train  from  Strood,  the  7'9  from  Hastings,  the  8'lSfrom 
Chislehurst,  the  ii'15  from  Paddock  Wood,  the  10'20  from  Greenwich, 
the  6'30  from  Margate,  the  Continental  Express,  ami  the  five  local 
suburban  trains  that  have   hitherto  all  arrived  at  Cannon  Street 
station  together  at  3 '49  P.M.,  will,  on  and  after  the  first  of  next  month, 
be  joined  by  the  ~i'l~>  and  il'52  from  Croydon,  the  Hastings  Mail,  and 
seven  new  supplementary  fast  trains,  crossing  them  at  intervals  on 
the  up  and  down  line.    N.B. — Passengers  by  these  trains  going  out  of 
their  minds  and  jumping  off  the  Company's  viaduct  into  Southwark 
Street,  will  be  permitted  to  do  so  on  showing  their  certificates. 

5.  The  third-elass  tickets  of  drunken  dustmen,  quarrelsome  sweeps, 
familiar  card-sharpers,   foul-mouthed    costermongers,   and    raving 
excursionists,  will  be  available  at  all  the  Company's  Stations  for  a 
journey  in  any  tirst-ehiss  carriage,  provided  always  not  less  than 
fifteen  endeavour  to  crush  into  a  comportment  already  occupied  by 
six  quiet  and  respectable  first-class  passengers. 

6.  The  Company  will  not  hold  themselves  resjxinsible  for  the  con- 
dition of  their  rolling   stock,   and   the    attention  of    travellers   is 
specially  directed  to  the  new  Bye-law,  which  enjoins  that  in  the 
event  of  the  bottom  of  a  carriage  coming  out,  the  occupants  will  imt 
be  allowed  to  follow  it  on  to  the  three-fool    «ay  without  paying 
twice  the  amount  of  their  original  fares,  plus  the  difference  het\'u  .11 
the  point  of  their  une\ .  nt  and  their  ultimate  destination. 

7.  For   the    convenience   of    suburban    passengers    visiting   the 


theatres,  a  train  of  horse-boxes,  fitted  up  with  straw,  will  leave 
Charing  Cross  at  midnight,  and  be  shunted,  as  circumstances  require, 
in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  Spa  Road  or  Blackheath. 

8.  Season  ticket  holders  found  strangling  the  Traffic  Manager  or 
stray  Directors  unawares,  without  being  able  to  furnish  any  suffi- 
ciently satisfactory  reason  for  their  conduct  will  be  prosecuted  by 
the  Company's  Solicitors. 

9.  The  General  Meeting  of  the  Company  will  be  held  on  the  5th  of 
November  next,  and  as  a  very  important  resolution  connected  with  the 
carrving  about  of  the  Chairman  in  his  own  chair,  with  an  evening 
display  of  fireworks,  will  be  proposed  to  the  Shareholders,  it  is  to  be 
hoped  that  they  will  attend  in  full  numbers. 


"SANITAS  SANITATUM." 

"  The  angel  of  death  is,  so  to  speak,  hovering  orer  a  doomed  land,  and  he 
descends  on  those  spots  which  are  the  foulest." — Sir  Richard  Ttmple'i 
Addreti  at  the  Social  Science  Congrett. 

THE  Angel  of  Death,  quoth  Sir  RICHARD,  comes  down 

On  spots  that  are  foulest  in  every  town ; 

Then  flush  out  your  sewers  and  clean  all  your  drains, 

And  see  that  no  refuse  among  you  remains ; 

Be  spruce  as  a  school-boy  made  smart  by  pomatum, 

And  write  on  your  shields  "  Sanitas  sanitatmn." 

Remember  that  dirt,  which  top  often  one  sees, 

Is  the  herald  of  deadly  zymotic  disease, 

That  fever  and  dirt  are  convertible  terms, 

Since  the  one  brings  the  other  bv  fostering  germs  ; 

In  your  clean  bill  of  health  let  there  be  no  erratum, 

And  write  at  the  top  "  Sanidii  sunihititni." 

When  he  wanders  abroad,  many  a  tourist  has  known 

All  the  wonderful  smells  of  the  town  of  Cologne  ; 

Bo  take  warning-  by  that,  and  for  ever  decline 

To  be  classed  with  that  sewer-gassv  place  on  the  Rhine  ; 

Let  your  cities  be  sweet,  is  tlie  hard's-  ultimatum, 

And  stick  to  the  text,  "  fiiinitit*  tanitatum." 
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THE    HUNTING    SEASON. 

Rector.  "Is  THAT  THE  PARCELS  POST,  JAMES?    UK'S   EARLY   Tins    MOUSING,  ISN'T   HE?"    (Mine  wit/wut,   laying  oj  Dogs,   Ac.) 

"aL!  £•«<<*&  "YES,  SIR.     POSTMAN  KAYS  AS  HOW  THE  YOUNG  'OuNDS,  A  COMIN'  BACK   FROM  CUBBIN',  FOUND  'IM   NEAR  THE 
KFNNELS,  AND  RUNNED  'IM  ALL  THE  WAY  'ERE.     THEY  WAS  CLOSE  ON  'IM  WHEN  HE  GOT  IN  !    THINKS  IT  WAS  A  PACKET  o  RED  Eurai 

IN   THE   BAO     SIR!      I  SEE  THE  RUN   FROM  THE  PANTRY  WINDOW  "—(with  enthusiasm}—"  A   BEAUTIFUL  TEN   MlNUTES     BU  bT,    b  R  ! 


ANOTHER  LITTLE  HOLIDAY  CRUISE. 

Episode  of  the  Pilot. 

"  THE  piano 's  out  of  tune,"  says  CRAYLEY,  with  his  nose  close  to 
the  music,  picking  out  the  notes  of  "  The  Lust  Chord"  through  his 
eyeglass. 

"Of  course  it  is,"  retorts  KILLICK,  "  with  you  thumping  on  it  all 
the  morning." 

In  MKLLKVILLK'S  absence  ashore  I  come  in  as  peacemaker.  I  throw 
oil  on  the  troubled  Musicians. 

"  Let's,"  I  say,  as  suggesting  something  very  slily,  "  let's  get  it 
tuned." 

"How?"  asks  CBAYI.F.Y. 

"By  a.  tuner,  of  course,"  answers  KILLICK,  immediately  adding, 
"  You  don't  think  anyone  was  going  to  ask  you  to  do  it '(" 

CRAYLEY  pretends  to  ignore  KILLICK'S  question,  and,  appealing'  to 
Heaven  by  a  slanting  upwards  glance  through  his  eyeglass  at  the 
cabin-skylight,  be  asks  me — 
"  Is  there  a  tuner  on  shore  ?  " 

"  I  should  think  so,"  I  reply.  1  had  for  the  moment  forgotten 
that  we  were  at  sea. 

"Will,  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that."  says  KILLICK.     "We're  in 
Scotland,  you  know,  and  the  national  instrument  is  the  Bagpipes." 
"  \Vell.  Bagpipes  are  tuned,"  says  CRAYLEY,  superciliously. 
"  You  don't  know  that"  returns  KILLICK.    "  You  don't  play  them, 
thank  goodness!     And  if  there  is  only  a  tuner  for  Bagpipes,  lie 
won't  he  able  to  do  the  piano." 

After  some  argument,  we  settle  to  fro  ashore  and  hunt  up  a  tuner. 
'  Don't  bother  the  Commodore  about  it,"  says  KILLICK.    "  There 's 
a  lot  of  trouble  on  the  old  man's  mind" — (he  is  quoting  a  comic 
song ;  his  words  and  music  perhaps '.) — "  this  morning  about  the 
necessity  of  having  a  Pilot." 
This  is  new  to  me.     I  had  associated  Pilots  only  with  "  fearful 


nights,"  with  Bays  of  Biscay,  with  Arctic  Expeditions,  with  ship- 
wrecks, life-boats,  and,  in  fact,  with  marine  dangers  of  an  aggravated 
and  alarming  character  generally. 

It  is  news  to  CRAYLEY,  too.  KILLICK  is  master  of  the  situation  as 
far  as  knowledge  of  the  subject  goes,  and  he  avers,  on  the  authority 
of  the  Captain,  and  from  having  been  in  these  waters  before  (so  I 
understand  him  to  say),  that  a  Pilot  in  the  Hebrides  is  a  necessity, 
and  without  one  we  shall  probably  come  to  grief.  By  all  means, 
then,  a  Pilot.  ,  . 

MELLKVII.LE  has  already  gone  ashore  to  secure  one ;  so,  as  he  i 
fully  occupied,  we  agree  to  start  on  a  secret  mission,  say  nothing  to 
anybody,  and  have  the  piano  tuned  in  MELLEVILLE'S  absence,  so  that 
at  night  he  will  be  both  gratified  and  astonished. 

On  landing  we  flatten  our  noses  against  various  shop-windows,  and 
hesitate  on  various  door-steps,  not  being  quite  certain,  in  the  absence 
of  any  evidently  musical  establishment,  where  to  go  for  what  we  want. 
KILLICK  suddenly  calls  to  mind  that  when  he  was  last  here  the 
place  to  get  a  pianoforte-tuner  was  either  at  the  Chemist's  or  at  a  toy- 
shop. He  is  very  nearly  right.  The  Chemist  directs  us  to  the  toy-shop. 
There  are  dolls,  carts,  wooden  soldiers,  tin  sailors,  comic  white 
rabbits  playing  tambourines,  baits  for  fishing,  conj  uriug  tricks,  tackle, 
walking-sticks,  books,  puzzles,  stationery,  magic-lanterns,  and 
nothing,  except  some  toy  musical  instruments,  such  as  drums, 
trumpets,  and  musical  glass  boxes,  to  suggest  that  a  pianoforte- 
tuner  is  anywhere  on  the  establishment,  unless  the  man  behind  the 
counter  is  himself  of  that  persuasion.  But  he  doesn't  look  it.  He 
hasn't  got  a  tuning  face. 

CRAYLEY  undertakes  to  conduct  the  negotiation,  on  condition  that 
KILLICK  doesn't  interfere. 

KILLICK  confides  to  me  his  opinion  that  CEAYLEY  is  "  sure  to  make 
some  muddle  of  it." 

CRAYLEY  commences  the  business  he  has  in  hand  by  inquiring  the 
|  price  of  fishing-tackle.  From  this  by  easy  stages  up  to  musical  toys, 
-without  buying  anything,  he  is  about  to  arrive  at  the  inquiry  as  to 
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THE    APPLE    SHOW. 

KINO  PIPPIN  WITH  HIS  I'UIME  MINISTER,  "  THE  GLADSTONE  VARIETY."    Tun  APPLE  GATHERING  MOST  APPLE-LT  EKPRESF.NTED  BY  A 


CELEBRATE!! 


a  pianoforte-timer,  when  KILLICK,  no  longer  to  be  repressed,  outs  in 
with  the  question  point-blank.  CU.VYI.I-Y.  thus  interrupted,  stares  at 
him  sideways,  through  his  eyeglass,  as  if  he  had  never  seen  him 
before  in  all  his  life,  and  were  resenting  the  impertinent  interference 
of  an  utter  stranger. 

The  Proprietor  of  the  Shop  doesn't  know  where  the  tuner  is  at 
present.  As  far  as  I  can  make  out,  he  is  either  on  a  tuning  voyage, 
calling  in  at  the  different  islands  and  tuning  the  pianos  of  tin- 
inhabitants,  or  he  is  on  the  same  errand  inland,  and  is  touring  about 
tuning  everywhere,  and  restoring  harmony  generally.  When  ne  will 
be  back  there  is  no  knowing.  He  is  absent  at  present,  and  it  may  be 
for  years,  or  it  may  be  for  ever.  There  is  not  another  pianoforte- 
tuner  to  be  found  at  this  minute.  There  may  be  others,  but  the 
Proprietor  of  the  Shop,  and,  presumably,  of  the  pianoforte-tuner,  is 
not  aware  of  their  existence.  However,  all  that  can  be  done,  politely 
intimates  the  Shopkeeper,  shall  be  done,  and  if,  in  the  meantime,  we  > 
can  console  ourselves  with  some  newly-invented  spinning-bait,  or  a 
book  of  views  of  the  country  (where  the  pianoforte-tuner  has  gone), 
or  anything  in  the  toy-line, — why,  there  is  an  almost  inexhaust- 


ible store  at  our  disposal.  We  thank  him,  linger  over  a  few  toys, 
inspect  a  brown  horse  on  wheels  dubiously,  aud  gradually  retire. 
That  Toyman  will  not  bless  us ;  but  perhaps  he  will  make  up  for  our 
want  of  enterprise  in  sticking  it  on  to  the  Tuner's  charge,  should  he 
ever  appear,  which  is  of  all  probabilities  the  most  improbable. 

Further  inquiry  is  useless.  We  give  up  the  pianoforte-tuner,  and 
return  to  the  ship. 

Here  we  tind  MKT.T.F.VII.IK.  He  has  Pilot  on  the  brain ;  and  he  has 
rather  a  headache  in  consequence.  He  is  evidently  much  bothered 
and  anxious.  The  Captain  seems  a  bit  fidgety.  So  we  say  nothing 
about  our  search  for  a  tuner,  and,  after  sympathising  with  MELLE- 
VII.I.K,  we  descend  to  our  cabins. 

There  is  a  gloom  over  us.  If  the  Pilot  doesn't  appear,  we  shall 
remain  here  ever  so  long ;  if  he  does,  we  are  off  at  once. 

The  Commodore  has  issued  orders  to  this  effect,  and  the  Captain, 
who  is  a  man  of  few  words,  and  always  ready  to  make  himself 
agreeable  and  useful,  cheerfullv  assents.  The  Captain,  it  appears, 
is  not  personally  acquainted  with  the  Pilot  who  is  to  come  aboard  at 
some  time  or  other.  MELLEVII.I.E  has  not  seen  him ;  he  is  taking 
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THE    ORIGIN    OF    GLOVES. 


SIB,— Having  read  some  letters  in  the  Papers  about  the  origin  of 

? loves,  and,  not  agreeing  with  any  of  the  opinions  therein  expressed, 
send  you  a  sketch  of  my  idea  on  the  subject. — Yours,    FBOTJ-FBOU. 


SIB,— This  is  my  noshun  of   the  orrid-gin  (what  sort  'a   that :') 
o'  gloves.  Yours,  ^  REGLAB  SPAB-TANXEU. 


him  on  trust ;  and,  as  he  tells  us,  in  all  his  experience  of  yachting, 
he  has  never  yet  had  a  Pilot  on  board. 

I  am  reading  Clarissa  Harlotee,  Vol.  II.  (latest  edition),  and 
beginning  to  think  that  that  smug  old  Mr.  RICHABDSON,  Author 
and  Tunbridge- Wells  Shopkeeper,  must  have  had  exceptional  views 
on  the  best  way  of  inculcating  morality,  when  a  noise  attracts  my 
attention.  A  boat  is  alongside ;  and  I  catch  the  sound  of  MELLE- 
VILLE'S  voice  welcoming  some  new  arrival. 

I  tumble  up  the  companion  to  see  what  is  going  on.  The  Commo- 
dore is  speaking  to  a  respectably-dressed  man  of  a  rather  nautical 
appearance.  He  catches  sight  of  my  head,  and  beckons  me  to  him. 

•'  Just  pay  the  cab,— I  mean  the  boat,"  he  whispers  to  me  ;  "  it 's 
the  Pilot.  I  'm  going  to  have  a  talk  with  him."  And  so  saying,  he 
takes  the  nautical-looking  person  down  the  companion,  showing  him 
every  possible  attention;  lor,  as  MELLEVILLE  has  explained  to  us 
all  before,  —  and  this  is,  now  I  come  to  think  of  it,  what  has 
contributed  to  his  nervousness  and  anxiety  on  the  subject, — a  Pilot 
is  a  sort  of  Master  of  Arts,  so  to  speak,  of  his  craft.  He  is  obliged 
to  pass  an  examination,  he  has  taken  his  degree,  and  he  holds  a 
rank  which  temporarily  places  him,  when  on  board  a  ship  delivered 
over  to  his  control,  above  Owner,  Captain,  Admiral,  or  anyone  ;  and 
of  course,  though  paid  by  the  week,  and  his  fee,  or  honorarium,  so 
MELLEVILLE  politely  puts  it,  being  exceptionally  high,  he  has  to  be 
treated  as  an  Eminent  Expert.  Knowing  that  these  are  our  Com- 
modore's opinions  as  to  the  status  of  a  Pilot,  we  all  bow  to  his 
decision,  and  are  prepared  to  imitate  our  host's  example. 

First,  then,  I  pav  and  dismiss  the  boatman,  who  brought  him. 
The  Boatman  asks  if  he  shan't  wait  ?  "  Certainly  not ! "  I  reply,  as 
I  know  that  the  Commodore's  orders  are  to  "  sail  at  once,"  and 
already  the  Captain  has  given  the  word,  and  the  anchor — only  one 
out,  and  at  no  great  depth — is  being  weighed. 

It  is  all  being  done  with  a  will,  and  as  we  are  taut  and  trim,  an<3 

"ready,  aye  ready !  "  for  sailing,  literally  at  a  moment's  notice,  i1 

will  be  less  than  half-an-hour  before  we  are  actually  off.    A  nice 

breeze  is  springing  up,  which  will  take  us  away ;  and  the  Pilot's 

duties  will  not  begin  until  we  are  well  outside,  and  shaping  our 

course  for  Tobermpry.     We  enter  the  cabin  one  after  the  other 

vi  I.I.E  is  talking  with  the  nautical-looking  man,  and  a  decanter 

!  rv  aud  glasses  are  on  the  table. 

We  have  no  formal  introductions  from  MELLEVILLE  to  the  nautica 
person,  but  the  latter  acknowledges  each  one  of  us  with  a  sort  o: 
polite  inclination  as  we  drop  into  the  conversation  iii  turn.  The 
introduction,  of  course,  would  be  impossible,  as  MELLEVILLE  doesn' 
know  the  Pilot's  name,  and,  as  he  is  a  person  of  "  some  consideration ' 
—(this  is  a  bit  Richardsonian,  but  a  student  of  Clarissa  Harlowe  mus 
expect  those  words  to  crop  up  occasionally),— there  may  be  a  certain 
etiquette  to  be  observed  of  which  introduction  forms  no  part.  W 
have  among  us  implic-it  confidence  in  MELLKVII.LE,  who,  we  suppose 
has  mastered  all  these  details,  and  we  tacitly  form  ourselves  into 
sort  of  committee  of  Lords  of  the  Admiralty  and  Elder  Trinitj 
Brethren,  for  examining  the  Pilot  to  ascertain  whether  he  know 
more  than  we  do,  or,  at  all  events,  more  than  the  Commodore  does 
and  whether,  on  the  whole,  he  is  to  be  trusted. 

A  Vl;!'L°'ce  b°at  .indeecl."  the  nautical  person  is  saying,  as  w 
Ihaiikye,  Sir,  1  will  take  another  glass,"— and  he  does  too 


enter. 


bumper,  which  he  sips  with  the  air  of  a  connoisseur,  instead  of 
rinking  it  off  at  a  draught,  as  is  popularly  supposed  to  be  the  way 
rith  the  old  sea-dogs.  He  is  weather-beaten  certainly,  but  he  is  not 
y  any  means  a  sea-dog.  He  wears  thickish  serge,  a  waterproof 
which  he  has  just  removed),  and  a  tall  hat,  which  he  has  placed  on 
lie  table.  The  tall  hat  strikes  me  at  once,  as  reminding  me  of  the 
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Id  prints  of  sailors  at  the  commencement  of  this  century,  and  ot  tne 
ueer  old  boatmen,  Deal  Pilots,-  for  aught  I  know,  who  may  be  seen 
"    r  with  telescopes  under  their  arms,  on  the  beach  at  Deal, 
ippose,"  says  MELLEVILLE,  nervously,  but  in  his  pleasantest 
"you  know  this  coast— I  mean  all  about  here— by  heart  r 
ll,  you  see,  Sir,"  replies  the  nautical  individual,  turning  his 


ay  day,  with  telescopes  under  their  arms,  on  the  beach  at  Deal. 

"  I  suppose,"  says  MELLEVILLE,  nervously,  ^but  m  his  pleasantest 
manner,     ™ 

W  C.U.J      JW".     mvj      rw.*-.  J  -  —  r — - 

glass  about  and  scrutinising  the  sherry,  as  if  he  had  been  tasting  s 
ample  before  purchasing  a  quantity,—"  you  see,  Sir,  I  was  born 
lere,  and  I  think  I  may  say  I  know  all  this  part— well— about  as 
horoughly  as  anyone." 

He  speaks  with  a  Scotch  accent,  rather  narrow  than  broad. 
MELLEVILLE  looks  round  at  us  approvingly.    His  manner  conveys 
exactly  what  he  would  say,  which  evidently  is  this :  "  This  is  the 
very  man  for  us,  Gentlemen— he  knows  his  way  about.    First-rate 
fellow,  this ! " 

I  say  to  the  Pilot  diffidently,  seeing  that  I  know  absolutely  nothing 
about  it,  and  am  not  even  quite  clear  as  to  our  geographical  position, 
'  Is  this  a  very  dangerous  coast  ?  " 

"  In  parts  it  is,"  replies  our  first-rate  man—"  in  parts.  At  least, 
it  is  to  those  who  don't  know  it." 

Obviously  the  inference  is,  that  to  those  who  do  "  know  it     there 
is  not  the  slightest  danger ;  and  equally  obvious  is  the  next  infer- 
ence— that  he  is  the  man  who  does  know. 
Again  MELLEVILLE  turns  to  us,  and  smiles  complacently. 
"Is  there  good  fishing  about  here  ?  "  asks  KILLICK. 
We  all  feel  that  this  is  unfair  on  the  Pilot.    Why  should  he  be 
expected  to  know  anything  about  fishing  ?    He 's  not  a  fisherman. 
However,  it  turns  out  that  he  is  a  fisherman,  that  he  knows  a  good 
deal  about  it,  and  can  give  his  experience  of  several  lochs.    There  is 
a  pause,  and  MELLEVILLE  presses  upon  him  another  glass  of  sherry. 
At  this  point  we  all  join.    I  break  through  my  otherwise  invariable 
rule  of     No  sherry    in  order  to  do  special  honour  to  the  occasion. 

"  A  very  fine  wine  this,  Sir ;  very,"  says  the  Pilot,  shaking  his 
head,  and  smacking  his  lips. 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  returns  MELLEVILLE,  and  we  all  smack  our  lips  more 
or  less,  having  suddenly  given  up  our  roles  as  Elder  Trinity  Brethren 
and  resolved  ourselves  into  a  tasting  committee. 

"  Very  fine  !  "  repeats  the  Pilot,  and  again  we  all  agree  with  him. 
Then  there  is  a  pause.  It  is  broken  by  the  Pilot  complimenting 
MELLEVILLE  on  the  yacht.  "  As  handsome  a  vessel  as  he  has  ever 
seen — and  he 's  seen  lots  of  'em  here,"  says  the  Pilot. 

MELLEVILLE  is  highly  pleased  and  gratified.  We  all  take  a  little 
more  sherry,  and  at  this  moment  the  Merry  Young  Steward  appears 
with  another  bottle.  Whether  MELLEVILLE  has  summoned  him  or 
not,  I  cannot  say ;  probably  none  of  us  could  say  if  asked.  The 
sherry  is  very  good,  and,  having  broken  through  my  rule,— I  believe 
we  have  all,  except  CKAYLEY,  whose  rule  is  to  do  as  he  likes  on  all 
occasions,  broken  through  some  rule  on  the  subject  of  sherry, — I  am 
inclined  to  go  on  at  all  hazards. 
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So  we  become  communicative,  and  the  conversation  becomes 
general.  Somehow  or  another  we  get  to  talking  about  the  Opera, — 1 
don't  know  who  started  it,  but  here  we  are,  with  our  Pilot,  talking  of 
the  Opera  and  of  Music  generally,  and  still  shaking  our  heads  as 
wisely  as  ever,  and  saying,  "  Yes,  it  is  capital  sherry." 

"  A  very  pretty  instrument  you  've  got  there,  Sir,"  says  the  Pilot. 
He  is  praising  everything. 

"Yes;  it  is,"  repliei  MKI.I,I:VII.LE,  and  opens  it.  Is  he  going  to 
play  t  ho  Pilot  an  air 't  No ;  he  is  only  explaining  its  mechanism. 

'  You  see  it's  a  difficult  thing  to  get  this  sort  of  piano,"  says 
M  1:1.1. KVII.I.K.  "  Tills  is  specially  made  for  a  yacht." 

Yes,  the  Pilot  is  aware  of  that ;  he  has  seen  them  before :  he  can 
tell  MELLKVILLE  of  a  better  contrivance  than  this,  of  a  new  patent, 
and  perhaps  a  less  expensive  article. 

"  very  superior  person,  this  Pilot !  "  we  express  by  our  looks  to 
one  another.  What  an  education  he  has  had !  Knews  a  little  of 
everything.  More  sherry.  Fine  wine,  very. 

The  Pilot  looks  at  his  watch.  Just  as  he  does  so  there  is  an  evident 
lurch,  and  we  all  stagger  a  bit ;  it  is  very  trifling,  but  there  it  was, 
and  we  are  evidently  moving,  but  so  easily  that  no  effect  till  now 
has  been  perceptible,  and  even  now  it  is  only  very  slight. 

The  Pilot  appears  to  hesitate  a  minute,  as  if  he  wasn't  exactly 
certain  what  to  do.  The  movement  has  entirely  ceased,  but  from 
the  gentle  ripple  which  strikes  my  ear,  I  am  sure  we  are  going 
straight  as  an  arrow  before!  the  wind. 

"I  'd  better  get  to  work  at  once,  Sir,  if  you  please,"  says  the  Pilot, 
again  consulting  his  watch. 

;  Hut  there's  no  necessity  yet  ?"  asks  MELLEVILLE,  "  is  there ?': 

"  Well,  you  see,  Sir,"  says  our  superior  nautical  authority,  "I've 
got  a  lot  to  do " 

"  Which,  of  course,"  puts  in  MELLEVILLE,  in  his  politest  manner, 
"  I  don't  understand.  Would  you  like  to  see  the  Captain  ?  " 

The  Pilot  looks  a  little  astonished,  and  replies,  hesitatingly,  "No, 

Sir — I  don't  see  any  necessity — unless  you " 

'  Oh  no !  Oh,  certainly  not,"  MELLVILLE  hastens  to  say,  clearly 
fearful  of  having  committed  some  breach  of  etiquette. 

"  Of  course  he  doesn't  want  to  see  the  Captain,"  we  whisper  to 
one  another,  and  are  rather  surprised  that  a  man  of  MELLEVILLE'S 
tact  and  experience  should  have  made  the  mistake. 

MELLEVILLE  appears  a  bit  nervous.  He  coughs  two  or  three  times, 
and  then,  drawing  me  on  one  side,  he  says,  "  I  don't  quite  know 
where  he  '11  sleep.  I  thought  he  would  arrange  with  the  Captain — 
but — eh  ?  Beg  pardon.  What  ?  "  This  addressed  suddenly  to  the 
Pilot,  who  has  been  understood  to  ask  for  a  key. 

"  Key  ?  "  repeats  MELLEVILLE,  puzzled. 

"  Key  of  the  piano,  Sir.    I  think  you  just  locked  it  up." 

"  0  yes,  I  did— but " 

Here  we  have  another  lurch,  which  brings  the  Pilot  sharply  up 
against  the  farther  corner  of  the  piano,  which  he  seizes  desperately ; 
in  fact,  he  would  have  fallen  but  for  cannoning  against  CRAYLEY, 
who,  being  of  a  slight  and  fragile  build,  staggers  backwards  on  to 
the  sofa.  A  little  sherry  is  spilt.  Alone  amongst  us  the  swing- 
table,  with  the  sherry  decanter  and  one  glass  on  it,  preserves  its 
equilibrium.  It  was  apparently  a  sudden  gust,  for  the  effect  has 
passed,  and  we  are  going  along  steadily  once  more.  An  expression 
of  dismay  is  on  our  Pilot's  face. 

"  Is  the  vessel  sailing.  Sir  ?  "  he  asks,  with  a  gasp. 

"Well,  you  see,"  MELLEYILLE  nervously  explains,  fearful  of 
having  done  something  very  wrong-^"  well,  I  told  the  Captain  that 
as  your  duties  wouldn  t  commence  till  we  got  outside " 

"  Outside !  "  exclaims  the  Pilot,  convulsively. 

We  are  afraid  he  is  going  to  have  a  fit.  An  epileptic  Pilot  ought 
not  to  be  licensed.  That  is  our  one  feeling  on  the  suoject. 

"  Yes,"  continues  MELLEVILLE,  more  and  more  nervous  as  the  case 
of  the  Lively  occurs  to  him  (he  tells  me  this  afterwards),  "  I  thought 
— that — your  work  would  begin  as  we  go  up  the  Sound  to  Tobcr- 
mory " 

"  Tobermory !  "  shouts  the  man.  "  But  I  don't  understand— why 
should  I  go  to  Tobermory  ?  " 

' '  Because,"  replies  MELLEVTLLE,  suddenly  pulling  himself  together, 
and,  so  to  speak,  dropping  the  Lamb  to  assume  the  Lion,  "that 
is  where  we  have  arranged  to  go,  and  from  there  to  Loch  Scavaig, 
and " 

'  Loch  Scavaig  !  "  the  Pilot  almost  screams. 

"  Yes !  "  thunders  the  Commodore,  now  thoroughly  roused.    "  You 
said  you  knew  all  the  coast,  and  as  I  only  want  a  Pilot- 
'  Pilot ! "  cries  the  man  in  a  frenzy.     "  I  'm  not  a  Pi 

"  Not  a  Pilot ! "  we  all  echo,  in  different  tones. 

"  No ! "  he  shrieks.     "  Z'r«  come  to  time  the  Piano  ' " 


.  Pilot.' 


LITEEAKY  Mill.— Our  Magistrates  may  not  be  masters  of  literary 
rtyle,  but  in  one  thing  they  have  the  pull  of  the  great  MACATXAY. 
There  is  certainly  no  "  monotonous  uniformity"  about  their  "  sen- 
tences," 


THE  MINSTREL  BOY  ON  MAKING  A  START. 

"  THE  Boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck."    O,  I  've  spouted  it  lots  o' 

times,  so  I  know  it. 
(And  /  think  he  was  a  young  mug  for  his  pains,  though  made  into  a 

hero  by  Missis  HGMANS  the  Poet), 

But,  bless  you,  his  position,  though  about  as 
hot  as  they  make  'em,  was  rose-leaves  and 
strawberry-cream,  for  coolness  and  easiness. 
Compared  with  the  blessed  look-out  of  the  lot 
of  us,  which  is  enough  to  fill  a  feller  with 
fright  and  freeziness. 

That   Ttlegraph  certainly  has  been  raising 
snakes,  the  fifth  wheel  of  a  coach,  or  con- 
certinas among  oysters  are  really  not  in  it, 
;  For  superfluidness — no,  I  mean  superfluity; 

T'U        Cla  and  I  shall  get  into  this  metre,  I  suppose, 

in  a  minute. 
But  the   Tityre  tu  business  always  did  flummox  me.      Still,  I've 

studied  SILAS  WEGO  and  Mister  TUTPER,  and  other  Bards, 
And  I  mean  coming  out  as  the  MINSTREL  BOY,  and  to  reel  off  my 

poetical  feet — by  yards. 
Where  was  I  ?    Oh,  l(0ur  Boys " !    Why,  the  Eastern  Question,  or 

the  double  acrostics  in  the  Taradiddter, 
Are  not  a  patch  on  us  for  right  down  puzzlement.    If  a  feller 's  to  be 

brought  up  as  a  bricklayer  or  a  fiddler, 
Sent'  into  the  City,  or  out  to  the  Colonies,  taught  to  wear  KIJJO'S 

tweeds,  or  corduroy  or  fustian, 
Be  sampled  off  as  per  individual  quality,  or  evened  heads  and  heels 

on  a  bed  Procrustean — 
If  that 's  the  old  bugaboo's  name — is  the  question.    But  as  to  the 

answer,  blow  me  twice  times  never — 
As  they  say  in  Aristophanes — if  I  can  make  that  out  from  about  fifty 

columns,  more  or  less,  of  controversial  kibosh  which  the  cocksure 

kiboshers  seem  to  consider  clever. 
(That  last  line  appears  to  have  run  off  its  legs  a  little,  like  a  centi- 
pede in  a  hurry,  but  it  doesn't  much  matter.) 

I  must  say  the  impression  produced  on  my  mind  is  that  the  Grown- 
ups are  a  mixed  lot  of  Muddleheads  and  Miwies,  for  all  their 

cocknosiness  and  cockatoo  clatter ; 
And  that  whether  they  call  themselves  "  Magisters  "  or  "  Mialos,"  or 

"  Mothers  of  Seventeen,"  or  "  Paterfamfliases," 
There 's  a  family  name  that  applies  to  the  lot  of  'em ;  they  dwell  in 

Noodledoo,  and  are  descendants  of  the  SILLYASSES. 
Perhaps  this  seems  rude.     Well,  they're  fond  of  calling  me  the 

"Little  Vulgar  Boy"  (vide  Ingoldsby  Legends), 
But  if  you  hit  a  whack  with  the  hammer  of  plain  English  to  drive 

into  obstinate  wooden-heads  a  fact's  thin  wedge-ends, 
You  are  certain  to  be  called  "  Vulgar"  by  sophisticated  old  simfer- 

noodles,  whose  minds  are  in  a  condition  of  chronic  washiness, 
And  whose  writings  remind  one  of  the  Great  Dismal  Swamp,  being 

all  tangle  and  gaudy  flowers  (of  speech)  on  a  substratum  of 

squashiness. 

t's  not  all  "my  thunder,"  I  don't  mind  telling  you;  I  heard 

some  of  it  from  my  Guv'nor,  who  doesn't  write  to  the  papers, 
And,  if  all  GuVnors  had  only  as  much  quiet  savvy  as  he  nas,  there 

wouldn't  be  half  the  awful  failures,  nor  a  quarter  of  the  peculiar 

capers. 
Tisn_  t  gumption  goes  howling,"  as  we  say  at  our  School,— and  for 

grit  and  grind  you  won't  easily  beat  St.  Bumpus's  : 
And  if  dads  weren  t  so  often  negligent  old  duffers,  and  teachers  tin- 
pot  shirks,  and  boys,  in  consequence,  half-stuffed  slip-slops, 

there  wouldn't  be  much  occasion  for  these  periodical  rumpuses. 
Full  inside  !  "  may  be  tie  cry  of  the  Army  and  the  Navy-,  and  the 

Mercantile  Marine,  Law,  Physic,  Divinity,  and  the  shop  and  the 

office, 
But  "  empty  inside  "  ought  to  be  ticketed  on  the  nobs  of  lots  of  the 

candidates  for  'em,  who  have  no  particular  idea  of  anything 

except  perhaps  a  general  sort  of  notion  of  what  a  "  masher"  or  a 

"toff  "is. 
/  don't  mean  to  turn  carpenter  or  cat's-meat  seller,  or  to  emigrate  to 

Timbuctoo  as  ostrich-hunter,  notwithstanding  the  "  pressure  of 

the  multitude." 
Juite  vice  versa,  as  Mixfis  d'ump  or  that  scrumptious  writer,  Mr. 

ANSTEY,  might  put  it ;  and  I  really  believe  that  most  of  the 

letters  in  the  D.  T.  were  penned  in  a  fit  of  ink-spilling  tantrums 

by  that  pretty  specimen  of  a  "Paterfamilias,"  Mr.  BultituJi-. 
Given  good  dads  and  decent  lads,  with  their  top  storeys  furnished 

with  something  more  than  dates  and  dog  Latin,  knock  on  the 

head  the  duffing  old  notion  that  a  puer  must  be  puerile  ( — look 

at  me  for  sixteen !— ),  and  I  guess  the  round  world  is  still  large 

enough  to  find  most  of  us  some  decent  "  employ." 
So  no  more  at  present — though  I  hope  to  take  another  turn  at 

Tupperising  on  an  early  occasion — from  yours  tremendously, 

THE  MINSTKEL  BOY. 
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AMENITIES    OF    THE    TENNIS-LAWN. 

She.  " YOURS  OR  MIKE,  SIR  CHARLES?"  He.  "  YOURS— AW'FLY  YOURS!" 


LE  GAMIN  DE  PARIS. 

"  Paris  ia  an  Immense  Hospitality." — VICTOR  Huoo. 

ALAS  !  great  poet  of  spout  and  spasm, 
Between  your  dream  and  the  dreary  fact 

There  yawns  a  wide  and  tenebrous  chasm. 
What  profits  now  the  rhetorical  pact 

Between  your  Muse  and— we  '11  say  Immensity, 
For  abstract  vastness  to  you  is  dear — 

In  face  of  your  Paris's  gamin  propensity, 
Mournfully  manifest  here '( 


This  ' '  light  and  liberty  "  ?    Hospitality 
Shown  in  howlings,  and  marked  by  mud  ? 

Churl  demeanour  of  Cloten  quality. 
Fretful  rudeness  in  frnntin  ll™/f  'J 


>\  ill  you  laud  them  in  prose  o'er-lyrical, 

\Vmdy  puffings  of  flaunting  tropes, 
Whilst  plain  fact  with  force  satirical 
Shakes  e'en  soberest  hopes  ? 

Your  "modern  Mecca,"  voluble  VICTOB, 

Is  less  than  Arab,  and  seems  to  call 
tor  stern-souled  DRACO,  and  strong-armed  lictor, 

To  keep  its  cad-dom  in  civic  thrall. 
Ihe  friendliest  wish  for  Madame  Republic, 

llv  urchin-insolence  put  to  shame, 

i  that  she  may  soundly  her  ill-favoured  cub  lick. 
-Him  only  lash  may  tame. 


--. .    Heave  half  a  brick  at  him ! ' 

— .1  s  the  style  of  our  rustic  lout. 
How  is  yours  better  ?    Sense  grow9  sick  at  him. 
u  lemple  f    He  U  pull  it  your  ears  about. 
A  bai  eyervthingl  "     There  the  soul  of  him 
bpeaks  in  honesty.     Anarchy's  shout  • 
Anarchy  is  the  hope,  the  goal  of  liim, 
>  icious  and  vengeful  lout ! 


Red  ragamuffin !    Mischievous  Pickle  ! 

Enfant  gate  whom  law  should  birch  ! 
Craven  as  bloodthirsty,  foul  as  fickle, 

Helpless  save  to  destroy  or  smirch. 
France's  Gutter-Pest  ever  resurgent, 

Peace  and  credit  she  '11  never  enjoy 
Till  civic  discipline,  sharp,  detergent, 
Cleanses  her  Dirty  Boy. 


LA    BELLE    AMERICAINE  ; 

OR,  OUK  PAIR  EXCHANGE  AT  THE  LYCEUM. 

WE  have  real  horses,  real  water,  real  everything  on  the  stage,  but 
rarely  do  we  see  real  acting.  This  exceptional  treat  may  now  be 
enjoyed,  in  rather  a  small  way  it  is  true,  at  the  Lyceum,  which, 
having  given  its  HENRY  IRVING  to  America,  has  taken  in  return  Miss 
MABY  ANDERSON.  We  had  heard  that  Miss  MARY  ANDERSON  was  a 
beautiful  person.  We  went  to  see  her  performance  of  Parthenia  in 
Mrs.  LOVELL'S  Ingomar.  Within  a  few  minutes  we  were  under  the 
spell,  and  had  exclaimed,  "She  is  more  than  fancy  painted  her; 
she  is  lovely !  she  is  divine !  "  and  at  that  point,  for  reasons  best 
known  to  ourselves,  but  perfectly  intelligible  to  our  friends  and 
acquaintances,  we  cut  short  the  quotation. 

Miss  MARY  ANDERSON'S  Parthenia  is  charming.  The  American- 
isms of  speech  must  sound  as  defects  in  our  English  ears,  and  there 
are  certain  stage-tricks  and  mannerisms  not  peculiar  to  Miss  ANDER- 
SON alone,  but  to  every  American  Actress  we  have  seen  in  this 
country;  and  these  tricks  are  copied,  and,  of  course,  absurdly 
exaggerated  by  such  English  Aetresses  as  have  acquired  whatever 
art  they  possess  in  the  States. 

The  tricks  we  especially  note  as  "transatlantic"  are:  first,  long 
pauses,  frequent  and  wearisome,  and  a  drooping  oi  the  eyelid,  which 
imparts  a  "  leeriness  " — there  is  no  other  expression  of  it  that  we  are 
aware— to  the  glance  quite  out  of  keeping  with  any  serious  situation, 
and  utterly  incompatible  with  the  outward  temblance  of  classic 
dignity.  It  is  in  the  graceful  and  pathetic  portions  of  Ingomar 
that  Miss  ANDERSON  excels ;  but  the  note  of  tragedy  does  not 
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seem  to  be  within  her  compass.  Yet  we  would  rather  attribute  this 
disappointment,  which  a  sympathetic  audience  cannot  help  feeling, — 
for  there  is  a  charm  in  this  Parthenia  that,  like  GIBBON'S  ante- 
cedent incredibility  of  miracles,  "  no  evidence  can  resist." — to  another 

cause  which  may  per- 
haps be  the  right  one, 
and  that  is,  the  true 
artist's  dread  of  the 
mere  commonplace. 
Yet,  if  this  be  so. 
Miss  AM>IIL-».V  still 
on  occasion  fails ;  she 
is  sometimes  a  peu 
pres  when  there  is  a 
strong  point  to  be 
made,  and  loses  her 
hold  on  an  audience 
which  believed  itself 
held  in  her  firm  grasp. 
We  speak  specially  of 
the  dagger-scene  in 
the  Third  Act.  In 
avoiding  convention- 


ACT  I. — "  KNEE  SUTOK." 
Poly-dor  and  Mary  Anderson. 


ality,  Miss  ANDERSON 
becomes  tame ;  and 
when,  added  to  this, 
she  makes  use  of  that 


peculiar  glance  already  alluded  to  as  "  leeriness,"  Parthenia,  the 
classic,  the  graceful,  the  chaste,  the  guileless  Parthenia,  has  for 
one  second  become  a  mere  Palais-Royal  tnghiue,  or  a  Criterion 
Chambermaid.  The  transformation  is  startling.  It  is  momen- 
tary, but  undoubtedly  there  it  is.  We  should  much  like  to  see  her 
as  Miss  Ilardcastle  in  She  Stoops  to  Conquer,  with  Mr.  BARNES  for 
Tony  Lumpkin.  And,  indeed,  the  second  title  of  this  very  play, 
Ingomar,  might  be  She  Stoops  to  Conquer.  Ingomar  himself  is  only 
a  superior  sort  of  Lumpkin  :  spear  and  shield  are  to  Ingomar  what 
hunting-crop  and  spurs  are  to  Antony  Lumpkin,  Esquire. 

The  part  of  Ingomar  is  a  very  difficult  one  to  play,  and  the  faults 
of  Mr.  BARNES  are  those  of  the  character  itself  exaggerated  and 
emphasized. 

The  play  is  delightful  for  a  time,  but  not  all  the  charm  of  Miss 
AXDKKSON'S  Parthenia  can  prevent  it  from  becoming  tedious ;  so  that 
when,  after  a  series  of  those  long  pauses,  which  belong,  as  it  seems 
to  us,  to  the  American  School  of  Dramatic  Art,  Ingomar  exclaims 
roughly,  "  Go  on  !  "  the  audience  laugh  at  him,  and  with  him,  as  if 
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ACT  II.— CUP  AND  BAWL.— In-go-Mar-and-rur-thi'iiia. 

his  words  were  spontaneous  "  gag,"  and  they  heartily  applaud  this 
expression  of  their  own  impatience.  The  play  should  have  been 
abridged,  partially  re- written,  and  its  construction  improved.  It  is 
very  well  put  on  the  stage  :  the  costumes  are  effective.  The  beauty 
of  the  scene  at  the  rising  of  the  curtain  on  the  Second  Act  receives 
distinct  recognition  at  the  hands  of  the  audience. 

Mr.  J.  G.  TAYLOR,  one  of  our  very  cleverest  Actors,  plays  the  old 
villain,  Polydor,  admirably.  We  rye  seen  Mr.  TAYLOR  in  Opfra- 
biiuffe :  he  has  a  good  voice,  and  is  a  fair  musician ;  we  'vc  seen 
him  in  a  light  comedy  touch-and-go  part,  where  he  was  immensely 
funny  ;  we  've  seen  him  in  burlesque,  and  we  've  seen  him  as  "  t'  owd 
mon "  in  Lowriu's  Lass,  and  he  is  always  excellent.  His  Poli/<l<>r 
is  one  of  his  best  assumptions  of  character.  For  the  rest,  Mr. 
STEPHENS,  as  the  old  Pantaloon  of  a  father,  who  isn't  worth  Parthe- 
nia's  affection,  and  Mrs.  ARTHUR  STIRLING  as  her  quarrelsome 
old  mother,  were  about  as  good  as  the  piece  made  them,  and  no 
better. 

The  fault  of  the  play  is  undoubtedly  the  fact  that  the  interest 
centres  on  a  doddering  old  idiot,  Myron,  who  happens  to  be — (such 


ACT  II. — "  How  he  is  carrying  on  with 
her  !  "  MUs  Anderson  supported  by 
the  entire  strength  of  the  Company, 
represented  by  Barne*  the  Brawny. 


things  will  occur  in  real  life)— the  father  of  the  beautiful,' the  wise, 
and  graceful  Parthenia,  who  is,  after  all,  only  a  second-rate' artisan's 
daughter.  Who  cares  what  becomes  of  such  an  old.  fool  as 
Myron,  a  dotard  with  so  much  water  on- the  brain  that  the 
"  Alemanni  "—never  very  "  Gentlemanni "  persons,  or  very  con- 
siderate at  the  best,— shout  at  him,  "  Cry.  baby,  cry !  put  your 
finger  in  your  eye !  "  which  we  admit  is  not  so  expressed  in  the  dia- 
logue, but  which  is  certainly  the  idea  ?  He  is  beneath  contempt,  and 
yet  everyone  must  feel  that  if  Parthenia  is  so  deeply  attached  to  the 
old  armourer  as  to 
risk  her  life  for  him, 
there  must  be  some- 
thing very  loveable 
in  him  to  those  who 
"know  him  at  home."  Per- 
haps his  being  bullied  by  \ 
Mrs.  Myron  has  enlisted  his  \\l  \ 
daughter's  sympathy.  / 

To  sum  up.  In  the  First 
and  Second  Acts  Miss  ANDER- 
SON is  as  good  as  this  Miss  Par- 
thenia can  be ;  in  the  Third 
she  is  not  quite  so  good ;  but 
this  "not  quite"  means  such  a 
measurable  distance  as,  were 
it  not  for  the  sake  of  critical 
truth,  leaves  small  space  for 
cavilling.  In  the  other  Acts 
she  carries  the  piece  along, 
heavy  as  it  begins  to  be,  far 
more  easily  than  Mr.  BARNES 
bears  in  his  stalwart  arms  the 
fainting  form  of  Parthenia. 

We  hear  that  Miss  ANDERSON 
is  next  to  appear  as  Galatea 
in  Mr.  GILBERT'S  Pygmalion 
and  Galatea.  This  is  a  mis- 
take. Galatea  and  Parthenia  are  both  in  classic  drapery;  and 
perfectly  suited  as  she  will  be  as  the  "  Statue  Fair,"  it  would  go 
with  the  public  far  better  were  she  to  allow  an  interval  between  two 
classically-attired  plays,  during  which  she  should  play  a  modern 
comedy,  or  appear  in  She  Stoops  to  Conquer,  as  we  have  already 
suggested. 

But  every  theatre-goer,  and  those  who  are  only  irregular  theatre- 
goers, should  not  miss  the  present  chance  offered  them  of  witnessing 
Misa  ANDERSON'S  impersonation  of  Parthenia  at  the  Lyceum. 

2.  propos  of  things  theatrical,  we  hear  that  The  Gloss  of  Fashion 
is  beginning  to  shine  more  brightly,  and  that  the  intelligent  Public 
is  taking  to  it.  Bar  Act  the  First,  the  intelligent  Public  is  right ; 
but,  if  Mr.  GBUITDT'S  play  does  not  ultimately  draw  the  Town,"- 
the  Author  has  drawn  part  of  it,  pretty  strongly,  too,— it  will  be  his 
own  fault  for  having  treated  his  subject  seriously.  Mr.  SHINE  is 
capital  in  it,  but  we  fear  he  will  not  make  capital  out  of  it.  There 
is  much  to  amuse  in  the  piece,  but  not  enough. 

Why  this  excitement  about  Mr.  BANCROFT  taking  Mr.  COGHLAN'S 
part  in  Fedora,  except  for  the  sake  of  letting  everyone  know  that, 
after  so  many  weeks  allowed  for  refreshment.  Fedora,  with  SARA- 
BEB.NHARDT-BEERE  &  Co..  had  been  revived  at  the  Havmarket? 
Mrs.  BANCROFT  is  out  of  the  bill.  Ahem !  Sharp  this.  What  are 
the  odds  that  Mr.  BANCROFT  won't  be  out  of  it,  too,  very  soon,  or 
return  to  his  old  part  of  Jean  de  Siriex,  which  fitted  him  like  a  glove 
—that  is,  like  a  glove  ought  to  fit.  The  report  that  he  only  appeared 
as  Loris  Ipanoffoec&nse  ne  could  not  obtain  the  services  of  Mr.  J.  L. 
TOOLE  to  replace  Mr.  COOHLAN  as ."  Colonel  of  the  Reserved  Forces  " 
is,  we  believe,  entirely  without  foundation. 

"  In  the  Hanks,"  the  new  piece  at  the  Adelphi,  will  have  got  the 
start  of  this  article,  and  have  coma  out  before  us.  From  the  title, 
we  imagined  that  Mr.  WARNER  was  playing  the  part  of  a  Cabman,  a 
Handsome  Cabman,  of  course  ;  but  this  is  not  so. 

Mr.  HARRIS'S  advertisement  of  his  new  Drury  Lane  Drama,  «liu-h 
is  announced  to  appear  "positively"  on  Thursday  ("  D.V."),  is 
worthy  of  the  Augustan  Age, — we  avoid  saying  "  Era." 


BEL-PAST  AND  FURIOUS  ! — A  good  finish  to  a  dull  week.  Sir  Si.u- 
FORD  NOUTHCOTE  posing  as  an  Orangeman  !  The  Duke  of  ABEBOHIN 
instituting  a  comparison  between  WILLIAM  of  Orange  and  the 
"People's  WILLIAM," — in  order  to  discredit  the  latter, — and  the 
Orangemen,  Northcotians  and  Abercornians,  practically  illustrating 
their  enlightened  Conservative  Leaders'  teaching  with  a  torchlight 
procession,  when  the  Orange  Boys  bravely  smashed  the  windows  of 
a  house  inhabited  by  inoffensive  and  blameless  Sisters  of  Mercy,  or 
some  religious  order.  Will  the  brave  Baronet  and  the  doughty 
Duke  disavow  their  friends,  as  M.  GREVT  did  the  cowardly  Parisian, 
mob,  and  speak  of  them  as  "  les  miserable*  "  ? 
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RAMBLING  RONDEAUX. 
IN  A  MINOR  KBY. 

MID    Autumn    Leaves,    now 

thickly  shed, 
We  wander  where  our  path 's 

o'erspread 
With   yellow,    russet,    red 

and  sere : 
The  country's  looking  dull 

and  drear, 
The  sky  is  gloomy  overhead. 

The  equinoctial  gales  we  dread. 
The  summer 's  gone,  the  sun- 
shine 's  fled ; 

We  've  rambled  far  enough 
this  year — 

Mid  Autumn  Leaves ! 

Though  fast  our  travel-time 

has  sped, 
On  London's  flags  we  long  to 

tread; 
'1'ln'  latest  laugh  and  chaff 

to  hear, 
To   find   the    Club    grown 

doubly  dear ; 

Its  gas  burns  bright,  its  fire 
glows  red- 
Mid  Autumn  Leaves  ! 


"PooR  Mr.  BROWN!"  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  RAUSBOTEAM, 
"I'm  afraid  his  is  a  very 
serious  case.  He  has  some 
local  affectation,  and  the  Doc- 
tors come  every  day  to  sound 
him  on  the  subject,  and  tap 
him  all  over  with  telescopes. 
I  only  repeat  what  they  tell 
me,  and  when  I  was  informed 
about  the  'tapping'  it  oc- 
curred to  me  that  he  must 
have  got  water  on  the  brain 
like  a  teetotumer." 


THE  LONDON  PAVEMENTS.— 
Never  too  soon  to  meud. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.    157. 


^KVWX 


?*mi 


THE  RIGHT  REV.  J.  F.  MACKARNESS,  D.D., 

THE  "  READING  BISCUIT  "  BISHOP. 
(HuNTLEY  AND)  "  PALMER  QVI  XSRUIT  FSRAT."    IN  RETURN,  MESSRS. 

H.    AND   P.    ARE  QUITE   READY  TO  TAKE    "  ORDERS." 


THE  MUNICIPAL 
MUDDLE. 

No  doubt,  in  the  case  of  Alder- 
man HADLEY, 
The  Electors  treated  him  very 

badly ; 
And  why  not  pity  Alderman 

NOTTAGE, 
From  whom    was   abstracted 

the  mess  of  pottage  ? 
To    Guildhall    thirdly    came 

Alderman  STAPLES, 
Who  might  just  as  well  have 

visited  Naples. 
Though  fifth  on  the  list,  Sir 

REGINALD  HANSON 
Sang     a    rather     lugubrious 

chanson. 
While  very  much  sadder,  and 


probably  wiser, 
the 


At  the  end  of  the  meeting  de- 
parted DE  KEYSER. 

Some  tears  were  shed  for 
Alderman  WATERLOO, 

As  when  one  sees  a  sheep  to 
slaughter  go  ; 

Though  nobody  wept  for  Alder- 
man SAVORY, 

Who  fronted  his  fate  with  re- 
markable bravery. 

And  as  for  the  choice  of  Alder- 
man FOWLER, 

'Tis  a  mystery,  an  intrigue,  a 
joke,  or — a  howler ! 


XJnseemly  Jest. 

IN  view  of  the  threatened 
dissolution  of  the  Corporation, 
and  disestablishment  of  the 
Civic  monuments  and  tradi- 
tions, some  unfeeling  scoffer 
has  written  to  the  LORD  MAYOR 
offering  to  buy  the  statue  of 
the  Giant  Magog.  "  He  is 
anxious,"  he  writes,  "  to  have 
it  made  into  a  Magogany 
Table,  in  memory  of  the  an- 
cient hospitality  of  the  City 
of  London." 


SUNDAYS  OUT  OF  SESSION. 

WHAT  further  joys  has  the  Recess  in  store,  not  only  for  the  mem- 

;rs  of  Her  Majesty's  Government,  but  possibly  for  the  leaders  of 

the  Opposition  •(    Here  is  a  paragraph  from  the  'rimes  of  Oct.  1st  :— 

"  THE    PREMISE.  —  Yesterday,  despite  a  cold,  biting  North  wind,  and 

aiming  clouds,  Hawarden  Church  was  crowded  with  visitors  from  all 

listen  to  the  PREMIER  reading  the  lessons  for  the  day." 

Noting  by  the  way,  that  if  this  sort  of  "  great  attraction  "  must  be 

NtiMd,  and  the  result  reported,  in  future  on  Sundays  the  work- 

a-day  title  of  "Premier"  had  better    be   dropped,   and  that  of 

be  used,  perhaps  the  best  lesson  the  Prime  "Minister" 

I  the  inquisitive  crowd  who  nock  to  hear  him,  would  be, 

—  not  to  read  any  lessons  at  all. 

'iintim     "  the  P"^0^).  °e  on  the  look  out  for  paragraphs 
°f  ^^  Su^ay  observance,  Lrfare  a 


unifo^C°7lf  yes,terday  aPPcared  in  "«  parish  church  in  his 
tbC  con£reeation  »»t  "Mi  a  Gregorian8  rendering 


It  will  be  seen  from  the  above  how  rapidly  the  custom  may  be 
expected  to  develope  ;  and,  therefore,  if  we  hear  next  week  that  the 
PREMIER,  after  his  customary  feats  in  the  Hawarden  woods,  has  on 
Sunday  again  drawn  a  large  crowd  together  by  reading  a  chapter  of 
the  Axe,  there  will  be  no  occasion  for  any  surprise. 


A  DISCLAIMER. 

IT  is  scarcely  necessary,  yet  as  some  kind  friends  might  possibly 
avail  themselves  of  the  opportunity  to  insinuate  something  pleasant 
in  the  most  amiable  and  narmless  manner,  of  course,  we  just  men- 
tion the  subject,  "  without  prejudice,"  as  Mr,  Guppy  would  say, 
and  dismiss  it. 

In  the  Times'  Law  Report,  date  October  4,  there  appeared,  among 
the  eases  heard  in  the  Court  of  Bankruptcy,  this  one,  the  heading  of 
which  naturally  attracted  our  attention  : — 

"  It*  RE  JAMES  PUNCH  AND  SON. — A  petition  for  liquidation  has  been 
filed  by  Messrs.  LINKLATEU,  solicitors,  on  behalf  of  Messrs.  J.  "W.  AND  C. 
PUNCH,  merchants,  carrying  on  business  in  Wormwood  Street,  City,  under 
the  firm  of  JAMES  PUNCH  AND  SON." 

Mr.  Punch  wishes  it  to  be  stated  that  no  connection  exists  between 
himself  and  the  members  of  this  firm,  with  whom  in  their  misfortune 
he  expresses  his  sincere  sympathy.  Mr.  Punch  wishes  it  to  be 
known  that  he  never  carried  on  any  Business  in  "  Wormwood  Street," 
which  is  not  in  his  line.  As  to  his  own  distinguished  lineage,  it  is 
the  most  ancient  in  the  world.  It  is  older  than  Judy-ism.  There 
are  branches  of  the  family  abroad,  but  in  England  the  Head  of  the 
House  does  not  acknowledge  even  "  the  Suffolk  Punches." 


SAFE  SPECULATION.  —  For  a  "serious"  Music-seller,  under  the 
patronage  of  "  General "  BOOTH  :  "  Salvation  Army  Quadrilles." 
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THE    BEAN    HARVEST. 

C<xki,,-<i  Tuu,-ixt.  "TUTT-T!    GOOD  GRACIOUS  !    WHAT  EVER  CAN  'AVE  MADE  THE  CORN  TUKN  so  BLACK?" 


RABELAIS  REFORMED. 

ANOTHER  Volume  of  the  interesting  and  useful  Morc-and-Morley 
Series  published  by  ROUTLEDOE  has  just  appeared.  We  were  curious 
to  see  what  Professor  MORLEY  •would  make  of  RABELAIS.  It  was  an 
Augean-stable  task  this  of  purifying  the  Rabelaisian  muck-writing 
MI  :is  to  render  it  in  any  way  n't  for  ears  or  eyes  polite.  To  make  it 
suitable  for  the  "  Young  Person,"  so>  that  it  might  appear  on  the 
shelves  of  the  Podsnap  Library  and  find  a  place  on  the  Podsnapian 
drttwing-ioom  table  under  the  very  eyes  and  nose  of  the  "  Young 
IVrson,"  was  too  much  to  expect ;  in  fact,  had  it  been  Bowdlerised 
to  this  extent,  nothing  of  the  real  Rabelais  could  have  been  left,— 
and  to  our  thinking  so  much  the  better.  Mr.  MORLEY  has  taken  an 
infinity  of  trouble,  and  has  succeeded  in  what  he  set  himself  to 
do.  lint  was  it  worth  doing  at  all  ?  For  ourselves  we  should  say, 
decidedly  not.  For  what  was  RABELAIS  with  all  his  works  ?  A 
dirty-minded,  scurrilous,  blasphemous,  witty,  broadly  humorous, 
and  extravagantly  grotesque  clerical  buffoon. 

Take  the  scholarly  Father  PROCT,  Dean  SWIFT,  and  the  Rev. 
LAUKKXCI:  STERNE  at  their  very  worst,  throw  in  the  rollicking  spirit 
of  the  Rev.  TJIOMKS  BAIUIAM,  with  a  sjrice  of  the  wit  of  that 
"  eminent  ascetic,"  SYDNEY  SMITH,  flavour  it  strongly  with  the  gross 
licence  of  the  "Table  Talk"  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  MARTIN  LUTHER,  add 
the  profligacy  of  BOCCACCIO,  and  you  then  have  something  akin  to 
the  literary  monstrosity  called  RABELAIS.  How  many  of  those  who 
use  the  term  "  Rabelaisian  wit "  have  read  even  a  few  chapters  of 
his  works?  Not  that  they  could  possibly  be  any  better  for  the 
perusal.  It  needs  not  a  Pharisaical  Purist  to  be  disgusted  with 
RABELAIS,  in  the  original,  within  the  first  hour's  reading. 

Professor  MORLEY  Hatters  himself  on  having  so  dealt  with  the  dirty 
old  blackguard  that,  "  having  wiped  his  shoes  at  the  door,"  he  can 
enter  "  to  us  all  and  speak  in  his  own  person."  Xo,  thank  you.  Not 
at  home  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  RABELAIS.  "  Ladies  present,"  and  not, 
though  his  reformation  were  guaranteed  by  Professor  Bowdler  and 
Podsnap  themselves,  would  we  admit  him — no,  not  so  much  as  a  toe 
of  him  into  our  family  circle.  Tirginibus  nneri.ique — never  ! 

"  Wiped  his  shoes,"  indeed !  Yes,  Canon  K  ABELAIS  may  have  wiped 
them  dry  too,  but  as  he  has  been  up  to  his  eyes  in  filth,  merely 


"wiping  his  shoes"  won't  do.  On  whose  mat?  Send  for  quarts 
of  CONDY'S  fluid.  "  And  smells  so !  Pah!"  "  Wash  him,rt  said 
Mr.  Dick.  Strip  him,  warm-bath  him,  soap-and-water  him.  scrub 
him,  till  he  yells  again,  like  the  "dirty  boy"  in  the  well-known 
statuette — (Professor  MORLEY  cleansing  RABELAIS  should  be  a  com- 
panion work  of  Art)— burn  his  odoriferous  clothes — eau-de-Colognise 
him — but  no  matter  what  be  the  process,  not  all  the  perfumes  of 
Arabia  can  make  RABELAIS  sweet  and  clean  and  wholesome.  Let 
his  works  remain  on  the  shelf,  a  very  high  shelf,  which  will  be  in 
every  sense  appropriate,  in  a  Rabelaisian  Museum  dedicated  to  that 
purpose,  isolated  from  civilisation— accessible  only  to  professional 
littt'nitfttr*  and  students.  And  where  shall  this  place  be  r  Where ? 
The  Island  of  Muck,  N.B. 


WHAT  SHALL  WE  DO  WITH  OUR  BOYS? 

THIS  momentous  question,  which  was  first  asked  in  the  columns  of 
the  Daily  Telegraph,  seems  likely  to  be  satisfactorily  answered  in 
the  following  that  has  recently  appeared  in  the  advertisement  sheet  of 

the  siime  journal : — 

CLK.HK    and    COLLECTOR    (22   to    25).  — A  Gentleman,   through 
indifferent  health  often  absent  from  business,  sometimes  travelling, 
requires  a  well-educated  resident  Clerk  who  would  be  efficient  in  business, 
obliging,  and  companionable  out  of  it.     Light  duties,   with  a  comfortable 
home  for  one  fond  of  book,  garden,  or  a  quiet  pipe.— Address,  &c. 

This  rash  advertiser  is  probably  by  this  time  up  to  his  eyes  in 
letters  concerning  the  above  appointment,  and  his  street  is  possibly 
blocked  by  a  crowd  of  applicants  for  the  post.  The  hint  that  the 
master  is  "  often  absent  from  business,"  the  suggestion  of  "  book, 
garden,  or  quiet  pipe,"  is  undoubtedly  attractive.  Depend  upon  it, 
this  situation  would  suit  most  of  "  Our  Boys  "  down  to  the  ground. 


A  PROPOS  of  the  Church  Congress,  Mrs.  RASISBOTHAM  said  she 
regretted  that  they  didn't  discuss  the  use  of  the  Athenieum  Creed,  to 
which  the  excellent  old  lady  is  not  absolutely  certain  whether  she 
objects  or  not. 
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TROPES    FOR    TRIPPERS. 

(By  Duml-Cramlo  Junior.) 


"wo-vmsts,  personally  conducted 


JS       — 

• — 

A  Lofty  Peak.  Chaise  ii'Torteurs. 


Cask-aid. 


A  Circular  Letter. 


A  Trip  by  Train. 


Eufl'  Pass-age. 


A  Vide  Prospect. 


Scotch.  Missed. 


THE  CITY  MISTRY  SOLVED. 

WELL,  I  thinks  as  even  the  henemys  of  the  Corporashun,  if  they 
has  any  left,  must  confess  as  they  has  been  a-givin  the  Public  quite 
a  seerys  of  staggerers  lately. 

BEOWN  says,  as  the  Public  allers  -wants  wakin  up  in  the  silly 
season,  and  they  've  just  gone  and  woked  'em  up  accordinly.  Fust 
they  comes  out  with  such  a  Weddin  as  so  astonished  the  Archbishop 
of  LONDON  as  quite  to  take  away  his  appetight  at  Breakfast,  as  I 
much  regretted  to  see.  Ah,  that  was  sumthink  like  a  weddin  that 
was !  Its  really  quite  surprising  ho  w  the  old  Corporashun  manages  to 
make  things  as  is  quite  ordinerry  ocashuns  elsewnere,  quite  wunders 
of  hart  and  hellegance  and  granjer  where  they  are  concerned.  It 's 
pretty  ginerally  allowed  that  to  be  Lord  Mayor  of  London  is  enuff  to 
satisfy  the  hambition  of  the  ighest  or  the  aughtiest,  but  the  world 
liardly  knowd  what  it  was  to  be  one  of  his  Dorters.  For  120  long 
ears,  as  I  herd  his  Keverence  the  Archbishop  say,  there  has  been  only 
three  Weddins  in  Sum  Porl's  Katheedle,  and  two  on  'em  has  been 
with  Lord  Mare's  Dorters. 

Princes  has  asked  for  the  favor,  Dukes  has  tried  their  best,  and 
Markisses  and  Lords  and  Barrens  by  the  duzzen  has  gone  down  on 
their  nees  to  the  Archbishops  of  London  for  this  glorious  privilidge, 
but  no !  they  has  allers  said  no !  we  draws  the  line  at  Lord  Mare's 
Dorters,  except  ju»t  once  for  the  Dean's,  and  we  means  to  keep  to 
it.  So  that 's  pretty  well  to  begin  with  for  the  young  lady. 

Then  only  jest  about  3,000  people  cums  for  to  see  her  married,  and 
I  don't  call  that  bad,  then  jest  about  250  of  the  gratest,  because  the 
richest  swells  in  the  hole  City  of  London  cums  to  brekfast  with  her 
young  Ladyship,  and  all  on  em  sends  such  lovely  presents  to  make 
her  future  happy  as  makes  my  old  eyes  twinkle  ony  just  to  peep  at 
now  and  then,  and  that  I  should  think  is  not  quite  a  everyday 
suckemstance.  And  then  just  think  of  this,  the  Dean  and  his 
many  Chapters  bavin  hung  up  a  reglar  peel  of  Bells,  they  keeps 
'em  harf  quiet  till  a  Lord  Mare's  Dorter's  marrid  before  they 
sets  to  work  and  rings  out  for  the  fust  time  a  splendid  Tribble  Bob 
Major.  And  then,  as  a  sort  of  wind-up,  just  about  harf  a  thousend 
quit  fn-sh  iK-cple,  all  in  weddin  garments,  cums  in  late,  just  to 
keep  the  game  alive,  as  it  were,  and  they  stays  and  they  dances 
and  they  sups  'till  about  three  o'Olock  in  the  mornin. 

So  I  think  if  I  had  my  choice  of  what  I  'd  like  to  be,  if  I  was  yung 
and  lovely,  witch  I  settinly  ain't,  I  'd  chewse  to  be  a  Lord  Mare's 
Dorter. 

But  who  that  seed  all  that  splendor  and  all  that  bewty  and  all 
that  rewelry,  would  have  thort  what  momenjious  consikenses  wold 
anse  in  less  than  48  ours  from  all  that  ere ! 

Ah  it 's  a  rum  world,  and  werry  few  on  us  nose,  not  even  an  Ned 
,   what  may  be   the  effec  of  the  britest  of  scenes  or  the 
merryest  of  Tribble  Bob  Majors  !     But  to  proceed  with  mv  task. 

Friday  passes  away  quietly  as  if  nufien  partickler  had  happened 
yesterday  or  was  about  to  happen  to-morrow,  and  then  Micklemass 
Day  arrives,  a  day,  as  that  rude  BROWN  remarked,  sacred  to  Geese 
and  Lord  Mares,  ami  the  'members  of  the  warious  Livry  Companies 
UKfltblM  in  their  thousands  in  Oildhall  to  chewse  two  "Lord  Mares 


tor  nex  year,  and  the  Washupfool  Aldermen  assembles  in  their 
skarlit  robes  to  chewse  the  one  on  'em  as  they  thinks  is  the  best  for 
;hat  grandest  of  all  persitions.  And  the  Liverymen  chewses  Order- 
man  HADLY  and  Orderman  FOWLEK,  and  then  the  Ordermen  in  their 
skarlit  robes  retires  to  their  golden  chamber  where  all  the  little  light 
as  there  is  has  to  come  in  threw  painted  winders  for  fear  it  should 
slind  'em,  and  then  they  sollemly  lox  the  dore  and  plases  their  own 
Feeld  Marshall  outside  with  his  drawn  sword  for  fear  any  one  should 
issen  at  the  werry  big  key  ole,  and  then  they  discusses  the  Candid 
dates  and  then  they  wotes  !  Yes,  and  then  they  wotes !  Wot  a  wote 
was  that,  my  gallant  Liverymen ! 

Then  they  all  goes  back  to  the  place  from  whence  they  came,  as 
;he  Judge  says  on  ekally  sollem  ocashuns,  and  then  the  Recorder, 
aale  with  emoshun,  enounces  as  the  wote  has  fallen  on  Orderman 
FOWLEK. 

Ever  since  that  ewentf ul  enouncement  the  one  question  as  all 
the  world  has  bin  a  askin  everybody  else  is,  why  did  the  Ordermen 
prefer  the  Junior  who 's  the  oldest,  to  the  Senior  who 's  the  youngest  ? 
Ah,  that 's  rayther  a  diffycult  nut  to  crack  with  only  6  teeth  in  your 
ied,  and  them  all  top  uns !  But  as  I  haven't  bin  a  City  Waiter  for  20 
year  without  yearing  a  good  deal,  for  people  will  talk  as  if  I  was  def , 
which  I  ain't,  praps  I  can  sattisf  y  the  unywersal  cureosity  a  good 
deal  betterer  than  most  people. 

Well  then  it  wasn't  for  none  of  the  raisons  as  people  as  said,  nor 
as  the  press  as  said,  for  they  was  all  as  silly  as  they  was  ill-natured, 
but  it  all  arose  out  of  the  magnifiscent  Weddin  of  Thuresday  at 
Sum  Porls  Katheedle  !  It  was  thort,  and  I  thinks  werry  naterally, 
that  if  one  Lord  Mare's  Dorter's  marrage  could  cause  such  a 
sensashun,  it  was  desirable  to,  as  it  were,  (to  use  a  wulgerism)  keep 
the  pot  a  bilin,  and  it  was  resolved  that  the  prize  should  go  where 
the  chances  was  most  faverabil.  I  need  only  hadd  that  while  Order- 
man HADLY  is  meerly  a  Batcheldore,  Orderman  FOWLER  is  the  appy 
Father  of  nine  fare  dorters. 

Need  I  say  more  ? ROBERT. 

IN  this  month's  Number  of  the  Nineteenth  Century  Review,  the 
Rev.  G.  11.  GLEICI,  late  Chaplain-General  of  the  Forces,  writes  on 
the  subject  of  "Short  Service— One  Cause  of  its  Failure."  As  a 
Clergyman  he  ought  to  know,  of  course.  But  if  his  short  services 
have  been  a  failure,  it  must  be  because  they've  not  been  short 
enough.  Cut  the  sermon. 

Tin:  Bishop  of  CARLISLE  talked  about  the  "fundamental  antithesis 
between  Faith  and  Science,"  and  added,  subsequently,  "  Faith,  too, 
is  to  a  certain  extent  founded  on  knowledge."  From  which  it  is 
evident  that,  "  to  a  certain  extent"  also,  the  Bishop  of  CARLISLE  has 
as  much  faith  as  knowledge — which  is  about  what  CARLYLE  would 
have  said  to  this  Bishop. 

MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  says  that  when  she  goes  to  Paris  she  likes  to 
hear  a  grand  service  on  Sunday,  and  so  she  always  goes  to  the 
Church  of  St.  Surplice;  a  name  which  she  considers  most  appro- 
priate. 


COKHERPONDENTB.— In  no  caie  can  Contribntioni,  whether  HS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawingi    be  returned,  nnUw 
by  >  8Unp«l  ajui  DirMUi  Envolon.  or  COT.T.       flopi*.  of  MS    »bould  b»  k«pt  by  th»  S»nd«« 


OCTOBER  20,  1883.] 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


181 


AWFUL  EFFECT  OF  TOO  MUCH  LAWN-TENNIS  BY  THE  SEA! 


THE  LAY  OF  A  LAZYfiLETTER-WRITER. 

"  Preparation   for  next  year's  reduction  in   the  charge  for 
telegrams  has  already  commenced." — Daily  Jfewi. 

"Tis  capital  news !    I  'm  enchanted  to  hear 
The  Sixpenny  Wire  will  be  working  next  year ! 
In  two  or  three  months,  'tis  quite  charming  to  think, 
We  may  do  without  pens,  and  exist  without  ink. 
No  more  pens  and  ink?    How  delighted  I  am ! 
A  blessed  invention 's  the  Cheap  Telegram ! 

'Tis  better  by  far  than  the  halfpenny  card, 

A  joy  to  the  joker,  a  boon  to  the  bard  ; 

To  dear  Mr.  Punch  what  effusions  I  '11  send, 

What  rhymes  without  reason,  what  jokes  without  end  ! 

What  bright  j'eiix  d' esprit  I  can  easily  ram, 

Like  a  charge  in  the  form  of  a  Cheap  Telegram ! 

An  invite  to  lunch,  or  to  dance,  or  to  dine, 

You  '11  briefly  accept,  or  as  briefly  decline : 

How  crisply,  how  tersely  a  short  word  or  two 

Will  serve  for  the  labour  we  note  must  go  through ! 

All  sorts  of  condolence  you  '11  easily  cram 

Within  the  close  bounds  of  a  Cheap  Telegram ! 

Hurrah !    'Tis  delightful !    Next  year  we  '11  be  Men, 

No  longer  we  '11  grovel  as  Slaves  of  the  Pen ! 

I  look  for  the  time  when  our  words  shall  fly  free 

From  Cape  Trinidad  to  the  Caspian  Sea ! 

And  London,  Geneva,  New  York,  and  Assam, 

Shall  chat  through  the  means  of  the  Cheap  Telegram ! 


THE  General  of  the  Jesuits— (did  "General"  BOOTH 
take  his  idea  of  a  Salvation  Army,  with  military  titles, 
from  this  old-established  corps?)— being  superannuated, 
an  Assistant,  or  Adjutant-General,  has  been  appointed- 
one  Father  ANDERLEDT,  the  Timet  informs  us.  The 
name  to  English  ears  sounds  odd.  If  our  boy  came  in 
and  announced  Father  ANDERLEDY,  we  should  reply, 
' '  Father  and  a  Lady !  Show  'em  both  in !  " 


How  TO  SPELL  IT  (according  to  the  Dean  ofSangor). 
D.  Tea. 


A  SUNDAY  MORNING  AT  HAWARDEN. 

SCENE — Breakfast-Room,    PEIME  MINISTER  discovered  alone. 

Mr.  filitdstoiic.  (soliloquising).  It  is  the  peaceful,  the  unbroken 
calm  of  this  rural  retreat  which  is  so  truly  refreshing;.  How 
pleasant  it  is  to  know  that  the  simple  villagers  are  now  wending  their 
way  churchwards,  to  the  sound  of  yon  tinkling  bell,  far  from  the 
turmoil  of  cities,  the  din —  •  (Yells,  irhisttes,  catcalh,  and  hurrahs 
here  render  the  PREMIER'S  icnrds  quite  MMHwUt.  even  to  himself. 
He  pauses.)  But  surely  I  heard  some  slight,  some  hardly  perceptible 
sound  ?  Ah,  here  comes  HERBERT  ;  perhaps  he  (for  he  knows  every- 
thing) will  explain  the  phenomenon. 

Mr.  Herbert  Gladstone  (appearing  suddenly).  I  have  been  gazing 
through  the  telescope  on  the  Northern  battlement.  The  trains  from 
Plymouth,  Portsmouth,  Glasgow,  Aberdeen,  and  the  Isle  of  Wight 
are  discharging  hundreds  of  passengers  at  the  Station.  The  Liver- 
pool special  is  waiting  in  a  siding,  and  twenty-seven  of  the  omnibuses 
from  Chester  have  drawn  up  at  the  villain'  inn.  Unite  tive  thousand 
highly  respectable  excursionists,  with  hymn-bookl  and  top-hats,  may 
be  observed  thronging  the  road  to  the  Church,  while  an  equal 
number  are  waiting  at  the  Park  Gates,  to  see  you  come  out. 

The  Premier.  Ivcally,  this  indicates  a  great  increase  of  intelligent 
curiosity  among  the  masses.  I  am  glad  to  know  that  the  Ilnard 
Schools  are  at  work  in  the  country.  Then  STEPHEN  expects  a  large 
congregation  this  morning  ? 

Mr.  II.  Gliids/niii'.  <  Hi,  yes.  He  tells  me  that  the  number  of 
people  who  brought  blankets,  and  camped  out  in  the  churchyard  last 
night  was  surprising.  He  is  thinking  of  requesting  them  to  get  rid 
cil  their  sandwich-papers  and  ginger-beer  bottles  in  some  other 
receptacle  than  the  Church  Porch. 

Mr.  Gladstone.  Ah,  I  noticed  that  STEPHEN  did  not  appear  to  be 
very  pleased  when  I  expressed  to  him  my  intention  of  reading  the 
Lessons  for  him  for  the  rest  of  the  year.  He  said  he  was  afraid  I 
should  catch  cold,  and  offered  to  give  me  a  little  service  of  my  own 
in  the  Castle.  Now,  shall  we  set  out  to  Church  ? 

Mr.  II.  Gladstone  (iijmitnily).  I  fancy  it  would  be  better  to  stay 
indoors  to-day.  The  Verger  says  (through  the  NJH  eial  telephone  wire 
which  we  have  had  connected  with  his  residence)  that  every  seat  is 
full,  and  that  several  leading  Liverpool  Merchants  have  taken  up 
their  positions  in  the  Font.  The  Chief  Constable  of  Flintshire  and  a 


poise  of  Policemen  have  just  cleared  a  sort  of  way  np  the  middle 
lisle. 

Mr.  Gladstone  (surprised).  Dear  me!  I  have  informed  STEPHEN 
that  the  regard  for  the  services  of  the  Church  shown  by  his  crowded 
congregations  ought  to  be  most  gratifying  to  him,  and  he  says  it 
would  oe,  if  the  congregation  stayed  to  hear  him  preach,  and  did  not 
troop  out  after  the  second  lesson.  This  is  a  one-sided  view  to  take, 
of  course  ;  but  I  fancy  this  innovation  of  his,  in  putting  the  Lessons 
after  the  sermon,  may  lead  to  some  rioting,  perhaps  even  to  bloodshed. 

Mr.  H.  Gladstone.  Yes.  The  Verger  has  received  several  threaten- 
ing letters,  and  strong  language  has  been  used  on  the  subject  by  a 
few  hundred  excursionists  from  London. 

Mr.  Gladstone.  Ah,  poor  fellows!  Well,  it  must  be  provoking  to 
come  all  that  way  in  the  pursuit  of  a  well-directed  curiosity,  a  thirst 
for  information,  and ( Uproar  in  the  Park.  Stones  and  hymn- 
books  hurled  through  windows.)  What  does  this  mean  ? 

Mr.  H.  Gladstone.  I  will  go  and  interview  them.  (After  a  brief 
absence.)  The  mob.  it  seems,  have  purchased  return  tickets  to 
Hawarden,  which  include  a  visit  to  the  Church,  and  reading  of 
Lessons  by  the  PRIME  MINISTER."  They  remark,  and  I  must  observe 
with  some  force  (as  one  of  their  missiles  has  nearly  broken  my  head), 
that  "they  can't  get  into  the  Church,  and  there  ain't  no  PEIME 
MIMMKR,  and  they  don't  intend  to  be  cheated  out  of  their  money." 

The  Premier.  What,  then,  had  I  better  do  ?  I  can,  of  course, 
escape  by  the  postern,  or  even  ascend  one  of  the  few  trees  which 
have  not  felt  mv  axe,  and  hide  amid  the  foliage. 

Mr.  If.  GlatUtOM  '.thmnjhlfiil/:/'.  As  the  traffic  receipts  have  gone 
up  immensely,  owing  to  the  number  of  Sunday  travellers  who  come 
hither,  perhaps  the  Directors  would  take  these  good  people  outside 
back  to  their  homes  for  nothing,  if  we  telegraph  to  them  that  we  are 
in  imminent  peril  of  our  lives. 

Mr.  (iladstonr  (dodging  a  brickbat).  We  will  make  representations. 

Quick,  the  telescope!   For  I  think  I  de-.-ry  Sn  TIIKX  in  his  canonicals 

being  chivied  over  the  grave-stones  in  the  churchyard  by  an  infuriated 

crowd.     Ah,  I  told  him  the  postponement  of  the  Lessons  to  the  end 

of  the  service  was  imprudent.    The  mob,  however,  will  listen  to  me. 

[Ascends   to  a    icindoic  fronting  to  the  Park,  and  recites  the 

Lessons,  flus/ie/s,  mid  EpitOtt,   fur  tin-  trhnle  »f  the  present 

and  untiling  mnnfh.     jRetirrs,  after  an  hour,  exhausted,  and 

sends  for  glazier,  tchile  crowd  difptrse  with  three  ringing 

cheers  for  the 
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POT    AND    KETTLE. 

(A  Xnr  Version.) 


\ 


[The  Dean  of  Bnngor  says,  that  if  he  had  his  own  way  there  would  be 
much  less  tea-drinking  among  people  of  all  classes.  Excessive  tea-drinking 
created  a  generation  of  nervous,  discontented  people,  who  were  for  ever  com- 
plaining of  the  existing  order  of  the  Vnivrix',  scolding  their  neighbours, 
and  sighing  after  the  impossible.  In  fact,  lie  suspected  that  over-much  tea- 
drinking,  by  destroying  the  calmness  of  the  nerves,  was  acting  as  a  dangerous 
revnluti»n:iry  force  ttmong  us.  The  Ica-kcttlc  went  before  the  gin-bottle, 
and  the  physical  and  nervous  weakness  that  had  its  origin  in  the  bad  cookery 
of  an  ignorant  wife,  ended  in  ruin,  intemperance,  and  disease.] 

"  Kettle  began  it." — DICKER'S  Crifhil  i,n  lite  Hearth. 

Kt-tth  (turning  it/i  its  fipmit  mntrmptuousli/).  You  horrible,  mis- 
chievous creature !  You  pewter-built  Borgia,  get  out 
with  you ! 

Before  very  Ion?,  Saints  be  praised !  our  Sir  WILFRID  will  finish 
his  bout  with  you  ; 

And  then 

Put  (frothing  over  with  wrath}.  Oh  !  now  come,  this  is  cool !     Who 

are  you  calling  Borgia  'i     Blow  you  ! 
)'••«,  who  beat  the  Brinvilliers  to  tits! 

people  should  know  you, 
You  false  mollycoddling  old  Mawworm. 

Kettle  (sputtering).  Ah  !    always  abusive  in  anger. 

What  have  you  to  say  against  M  v.  ? 


Ah!   it's  time  honest 


Pot  1?    Oh,  nothing,  of  course.    Go  to— Bangor 

And  just  ask  the  Dean  what  he  thinks  about  tea-drinking.    Talk 

of  my  doings  ?  ,     . 

What  are  they  compared  with  the  woes  that  are  wrought  by 

your  worse  than  witch-brewings  P 

Kettle.  Mine?  .      , 

p,,t.  Yes ;  you  and  the  teapot  between  you  are  simplj 

upsetting  creation. 

Kettle.  What,  I  and  the  cup  that 

put.  Oh !  come  now,  enough  ot  that 

stale  old  quotation 
From  maudlin  emasculate  COWPEB,  it's  blown  on,  played,  out 

Bless  you,  Pekoe  . 

More  mischief  has  wrought  in  this  world  than  all  strong  drink 

from  Four-half  to  Clicquot, 
And  Gunpowder  Tea's  worse  than  Dynamite,  looked  at  as  one 

of  the  i'orces 

That  aid  Revolution  and  Murder— the  Dean  my  opinion  endorses 
Kettle.  The  Dean  be — 

Pot.  Exactly.    That's  just  it ;  profanity  coarse,  anti-clerical 

Regular  Communist,  you  are  ;  result  of  the  weakness  hysterical 
Caused  by  all  dealings  with  Tea,  which  is  simply  distilled  con 

demnation, 
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PLUCKY! 

OUR  MUSCULAR  CURATE  TAKES  THE  -Miss  CI.UVKIIMEADS'  BARROW  (THEIR  PAGEBOY  NOT  BEING  STRONG  ENOUGH)  TO  BORROW  THE 
DOCTOR'S  LAWN-TENNIS  MARKER,  AT  THE  OTHER  END  OF  THE  VILLAGE.  AND  ACTUALLY  WHEELS  IT  HIMSELF  ALL  THE  WAY  I 


Or  sin  in  decoction.     I  toll  you  you  'TO  breeding  a  bad  genera- 
tion 
Of  nasty  neuralgic  agnostics,  sour  Poets  who  pule  in  poor  puny 

verse, 
Sigh  after  impossible  dreams,  and  find  fault  with  the  plan  of  the 

Universe  ! 
It 's  awful ! 

Kettle.  To  hear  you  tell—crammers  ? 

1'ot.  A  1  h  an  cannot  be  unveracious. 

And  I  simply  follow  his  lead,  which  is  temperate,  calm,  and 

sagacious. 

He  never  drinks  tea,  that  is  certain. 

Kettlt-.  His  "nerve,"  I  admit,  is  astonishing. 

Pot.  No  horrid  low  slang,  I  beseech  you !    1'ay  heed  to  his  pious 

admonishing. 
If  lie  had  his  way — worthy  soul — one's  own  way  is  so  nice,  e'en 

to  Clerics — 

No  longer  you  'd  hurry  the  world  into  grumbling,  unfaith,  and 
hysterics. 

You  'd  give  place  to 

Kettle.  Porridge? 

J'ot.  Well,  well,  that 's  afacun  Je  purler. 

Kettle.  Oh,  is  tt? 

That  shows  what  a  humbug  you  are  I 

Mr.  Punch  (interroiiiuj.  Silence,  (ieiitlemcn  !     Let  mo  solicit 

A  chance  for  cool  reason  !    You  both  ride  your  hobbies  with  hot- 
headed clangour ; 
But  "  Kettle  began  it "  this  time.    The  intemperate  bunkum 

from  Bangor 
Pairs  off  with  Teetotal  extravagance.     Deans  should  remember 

"  .A>  stitor." 

A  storm  in  a  tea-cup  is  just  as  absurd  as  a  temi>est  in  ]*-wter. 
The  question  is  one  of  degree,  for  cool  sense  and  true  Science  to 

settle, 

And  not  one  of  Carlisle  r.  Bangor— in  other  words,  Pot  versus 
Kettle ! 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  RATIONALISM. 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, 

THE  "rationalising  tendency  of  the  age"  (how  often  have  I 
heard  my  dear  Papa,  who  is  a  clergyman,  make  use  of  the  phrase !), 
not  content  with  criticising  the  Vestments  of  the  Clergy,  actually 
threatens  to  interfere  with  the  vesture  of  Ladies  !  I  suipect  that  all 
the  twaddlers  about  "Rational  Dress."  or  horrid  Positivites  or 
dreadful  Diagnostics — are  those  the  words  ? — or  something  shocking 
in  that  way.  Rubbish!  Reason  hat  no  more  to  do  inVA  dress  than 
with  religion.  That  stands  to  reason.  Reason,  indeed,  as  far  as  I 
'in  make  out,  is  a  sort  of  Big  Bogey  that  men  make  use  of  when 
they  want  to  scare  us  out  of  all  that  is  pious  and  petty,  and  proper 
and  pleasant,  such  as  High  Church  ritual,  and  twelve-button  gloves, 
and  flirting,  and  fashionable  novels,  and  tight-la— I  mean  corsets, 
and  five  o'clock  tea,  and  small  talk,  and  curate-culture,  and  high- 
hcels,  and— oh !  everything  that  is  nice,  and,  in  their  crabbed  opinion, 
tliii-ffore  obnoxious.  But  if  Dress  could  be  rationalised  (it  can't  be, 
thank  goodness  !)  there  would  be  nothing  left  to  live  for.  Dress  and 
true  religion  are,  I  maintain,  abore  argument,  matters  entirely  of 
conscience  and  taste,  and  if  Reason  is  to  be  introduced  into  them,  we 
may  as  well  all  turn  Dissenters  and  Dowdies  at  once. 

Yours  indignantly. 

Ax*;i  I.I.VA. 

Rational  Dress,  indeed  !  They  might  just  talk  of  Rational  Lore  ! 
No,  let  Reason  keep  to  its  own  province,  such  as  making  laws,  and 
locomotives,  and  treaties  and  things,  letting  alone  tin-  reul/i/ 
important  things  of  life,  such  as  Marriage  and  Millinery,  with  ichich 
it  can  hare  absolutely  nothing  to  do .' 

WHY  is  Lord  LAXSDOWNE  likely  to  be  unhappy  ?— Because  he  has 
gone  out  for-LoiLXK.  

A  Mix  (NOT)  OF  THE  TIME.— The  Traffic  Manager  of  the  South- 
Eastern  Railway  Company. 
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THE    BROKER    BROKE    OF    BULLION,    COURT 
THEATRE,   AND   THE    FAITHFUL   ARIEL. 

MR  G  "W.  GODFREY'S  Millionnaire  is  a  very  amusing,  and,  on  the 
whole,  fairly  interesting  piece,  if  any  interest  can  be  got  up  tor  such 
a  limp  heroine  as  Miss  MARIOS  TERRY'S  Aatherine  Gvyon.  But  the 
irreat  merit  of  the  piece,  and  the  secret  of  its  success,  is  the  balance 
of  character  which,  with  a  few  trifling  exceptions,  is  admirably  pre- 
served throughout.  The  play,  therefore,  is  symmetrical,  and  both 
Author  and  Actors  seem  to  have  wisely  agreed  together  that  a  part 
is  not  greater  than  the  whole."  Would  that  this  axiom  were  every- 
where remembered  and  acted  upon ! 

The  "  character-part"  of  Mr.  Gwjon  belongs  to  that  family  of  selfish 
unprincipled  old  reprobates  of  whom  Brigard  in  Frou- Froii,— Mr. 

CECIL  occasionally  reminds  us  of 
RAVEL  in  this  ruk—Dutrfcy  in 
Moi,  Le  Fere  Prodigue,  Major 
Pendennis  with  his  "  begad," 
CHARLES  MATHEWS'S  My  Awful 
Dad,  Sir  Harcourt  Courtly, 
IHVLNO'S  Digby  Grand,  and  Mr. 
Bray  in  Nicholas  Nickleby,  are 
the  most  distinguished  members. 
There  is  nothing  new  or  striking 
in  any  of  the  situations  in  which 
this  rather  conventional  type  of  a 
mixed  character  finds  himself, 
hut  in  Mr.  CECIL'S  hands  it  is 
a  highly-finished,  though  some- 
what overcoloured,  portrait. 

Another   equally  good  indica- 
tion of  character  is  given  by  Mr. 
SUGDEN  as   Gordon    Frere.     In 
Mr.  Arthur  Cecil,  as  Here 's-another-  fact,  the  best  played  scene  between 
Guy-on,  receives  £200,  and  goes  off  any  two  characters  sustaining  the 
to  see  Ariel  at  the  Gaiety.  serious  interest  of  the  plot,  is  the 

first  in  the   piece   between   the 

goody-goody  Money- Broker,  Robert  Streightky  (Mr.  CLAYTON),  and 
the  careless  needy  young-man-about-town,  Gordon  Frere  ;  the  only 
blot  upon  it  being,  that,  where  all  the  other  dialogue  is  so  naturally 
written  and  so  naturally  given,  the  Author  has  thought  fit  to  put 
into  young  Gordon  Frere  s  mouth  a  long  speech  for  the  sake  oi 
securing  an  effective  exit  (was  it  at  the  Actor's  suggestion?),  ir 
•which  object,  however,  it  signally  fails.  The  effective  exit  would 
have  been  for  him  to  have  left  the  sermonising  to  the  goody-goody 
Broker,  and  to  have  made  some  curt  remark  which  would  have  given 
his  Goody-Goodiness  just  so  much  of  his  mind  as  a  young  fellow 
like  Gordon  Frere  could  spare  without  serious  inconvenience. 

Never  has  Mrs.  WOOD  been  seen  to  greater  advantage  than  ai 
Lady  Jfenmarsh.  Her  lines  have  fallen  in  pleasant  places,  anc 
everyone  of  them  she  points  with  unerring  aim.  The  character 
might  soon  have  been  overpowering,  and  the  slightest  exaggeration 
even  now,  would  be  dangerous.  It  is  specially  here  that  the  well- 
kept  balance  is  noticeable.  May  the  well-kept  balance  be  the 
Author's  suitable  reward  at  his  banker's. 

Miss  LINDLEY,  as  Mrs.  Cholmondeky-Browne,  lends  excellent  ai( 
in  completing  the  picture,  though  the  rehearsal  of  the  amateur  thea- 
tricals is  about  as  dull  as  the  reality,  and  the  desire  of  the  eminen 
amateur,  Tippy  Trufford,  represented  by  Mr.  GILBERT  TRENT,  tc 
slug  a  comic  song  on  every  possible  occasion,  is  another  of  the  very 
triHmg  mistakes  which  the  Author  has  made,  and  which,  were  it  no 
for  the  general  excellence,  it  would  be  hypercritical  to  notice. 

Mrs.  BEERBOHM  TREE'S  rendering  of  the  detestable  Hester  Goult 

is  masterly,  or,  more  truly,  "missisly."    It  lacks  force  ;  but  this  i 

Irs.  TREE  s  first  appearance,  we  believe,  on  any  stage,  and  when  w 

remember  what  a  prodigious  fuss  was  made  about  the  first  appear 

ance  of  a  mere  amateur  because  she  was  a  "  professional  beauty,' 

and  what  foolish  laudations  were  showered  on  her  before  she  hac 

uired  the  merest  elements  of  stage-playing,  we  canonlj 

say  that  those  who  found  a  Mrs.  NESBITT  in  the  novice  to  whom  w 

have  just  alluded,  would  have  discovered  a  Mrs.  SIDDONS,  a  RACHEL 

KISTORI,  or  perhaps  the  talent  or  genius  of  all  three  combined 

m  Mrs.  UEKRBOHM  TREE.    Certainly,  as  the  honours  of  full  corned 

are  borne  off  by  Mrs.  WOOD,  so  those  of  limited  tragedy,  in  thi 

are  carried  off  by  Mrs.  THEE.     She  and  her  husband'are  a  pai 

of  pop  lar  Irees. 

Mr .MACKINTOSH,   as   Thacker,   leads  the  audience  astray.     H 

can  t  help  it ;  he  has  followed  the  Author.     The  Israelitish  usurer 

•no,  tor  the  consideration  of  eighty  per  cent.,  trades  on  family  nam 

honour— such,  at  least,  is  Mr.  Thacker  represented  to"  be,  a 

opposed  to  Mr.  Xtrtightley,  the  high-principled  Money-Broker,  m 

•-Lender— is  made  up  so  as  to  be  a  mixture  of  a  Moses  and 

eles,  and  suddenly  in  the  Third  Act  he  becomes  the  goo 

anfrel  of  the  drama,  mutts  husband  and  wife,  and  is  so  much,  i 

tct,  the  peace-maker  that  we  should  be  inclined  to  re-christen— n 


-name — him 

:  associating  so  revei 

ghty-pershenter. 

The  Broken  Broker  is  uninteresting.    It  is  not  a  strong  part  tor  a 

rong  man.   He  is  a  contemptible  creature  ;  worse,  on  account  of  the 

ariance  between  his  excellent  principles  and  his  treacherous  prac- 

ce  than  is  Gin/oit  himself,  or  Thncker.     For  acting,  the  first  scene 
his  best.     With  the  laudable  object  of  avoiding  conventionality  at 

le  end  of  each  Act,  the  Author,  in  consequence  of  the  effort,  having 

een   half  -  hearted, 

nd  clearly  not 
warmly  seconded  by 

le  company,  has  left 

iese    final    tableaux 

agged    and    ineffec- 

ye, — each  is  an  end 
vithout    any   finish. 

le  French  comedy- 

vriters  do  this  as  a 
rule,  and  their  Actors 

nderstand    it    tho- 

oughly.    Ours  don't, 

nd  the  question  is, 
.vhieh  is  right  ?    But 

n  any  case  indecision 

s  dangerous.  Instead 

f    that   Polytechnic 

Hssplving    -    View- 

lusio    between    the 

^.cts,  which  the  pre- 

ence  of  a  piano  in  the    The  Good  A     d  Moses-Mephistopheles  unites  the 

rchestra  is  so  liable  Broken  Broker  to  Maid  Marion. 

x>   suggest,    couldn't 


Make-pence  Thacker,  eh  ?       uu.v  *«*  v~~  — ~ — pe- 
ered a  name  with  the  personality  of  a  miserable 


but  for  the  sacrilege 
ible 


;he  sface  occupied   by  the   "  Broad  wood's    Pianoforte'    which  is 
advertised  as  part  of  the  attraction  in  capitals  in  the  house-bill  ot 
he  play,  be  filled  with  competent  professors  of  wind  and  string,  tli 
inkling  cymbal,  and  the  drumlet  t  .  .  , 

ArwlTna  produced  at  the  Gaiety  last  week,  and  was  received  with 
demonstrations  of  rapturous  delight-and  electric  light-by  a  house 
srowded  in  every  part.  At  the  end  of  the  becond  Act,  atter  the 
Curtain  had  been  hauled  up  three  times  to  show  the  strikingly  beau- 
iful  tableau  of  Miranda  (Miss  GII.CHRIST)  saving  Ferdinand  (Miss 
BROUSHTON)  from  the  waves,  while  Ariel  (Miss  IABKEN),  with  elee- 

trie-lighted  wings,  dances 
on  the  top  of  the  "profile " 
waters,  the  enthusiastic 
audience  insisted  upon  the 
Author  coming  before  the 
Curtain  to  receive  their 
vociferous  congratulations, 
and  his  appearance  was  the 
signal  for  such  cheering  as 
must  have  sent  up  the  Elec- 
tric Light  shares  to  an  enor- 
mous premium.  It  was, 
judging  from  the  wings, — 
Ariel's  wings  we  mean, — 
literally  a  "brilliant"  suc- 
cess. The  next  day,  and  for 
a  week  afterwards,  the 
critics  outdid  themselves: 
and  to  those  who  could  read 
between  the  lines,  they  did 
not  seem  to  have  enough 
t'  say  in  laudation  of  this 
triumphant  Shakspearian 
burlesque-fairy-drama,  or, 
to  put  it  shortly,  extrava- 
ganza. 

The  eminent  hand  who 
does  the  theatrical  reporting 
for  the  Times,  and  who  is 
nothing  if  not  courteous 
went  a  little  too  far  in 


A  Nellie-gant  Ariel ;  or,  A  Rise  in 
Electric  Lights. 


went  a  iiiuc    iwu    A<*I    A± 

scarcely  finding  any  difference  between  the  Ariel  of  SHAKSPEABE  b 
creation  and  that  of  the  burlesque-writer's  travesty.  In  fact,  the 
praise  was  so  lavishly  bestowed  that  we  began  to  ask,  How  on 
earth  has  the  author  managed  to  "  get  at"  or  "  nobble"  the  incor- 
ruptible critics  ?  Has  the  humorist  humoured  them  '(  Had  he  pre- 
viously taken  them,  individually  and  separately,  into  his  confidence 
and,  as  a  great  favour,  let  each  one  after  dinner  read  a  few  gemi 
of  the  libretto,  and  induced  the  Composer,  Herr  MEYEB  LOTZ,  tc 
drop  in  and  give  them  some  choice  specimens  on  the  piano  ?  Was  i 
a  case  of  Dr.  MOWBRAY  MORRIS'S  "  chicken  and  champagne"  treat- 
ment for  acute  criticism  ?  However  it  was  managed,  there  is  no 
doubt  as  to  the  result ;  and  if  criticism  such  as  this  could  alone  make 
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a  piece,  then  nothing  further  was  wanting  to  ensure  the,  success 
of  Ariel.  The  music  of  Ariel,  when  not  by  the  Composer  above 
mentioned,  is  taken  from  the  works  of  VON  Srrppfe,  LEO  DELIBES. 
THOMAS,  and  WAGNEK,  and  the  music-hall  element  is  represented 
by  a  couple  of  tunes,  the  pick  of  that  peculiar  repertoire. 

Mr.  ELTON'S  Caliban  is  a  most  artistic  performance,  and  the  dance 
between  him  and  Miranda  is  worthy  of  the  unanimous  treble  encore 

it  receives,  as 
every  step  is  full 
of  meaning,  is  in 
perfect  keeping 
with  the  situa- 
tion, and  is  as 
pointed  as  their 
own  toes. 

We  agree  with 
the  enthusiastic 
critic  in  the 
Daily  Tele- 
graph, though 
we  could  not 
venture  to  ex- 
press our  senti- 
ments with  such 
absolute  convic- 
tion, as  to  Miss 
FAHREN'B  repre- 
sentation of  the 
character  of 
Ariel.  "She 
might."  he  says, 

"as  well  be  Puck,  or,  Will  o'  the  Wisp,"— of  course  she  might, 
just  as  well,  for,  as  this  writer  hints,  she  could  not  be  better. 
Every  song  of  hers  tells,  and  in  the  last  Act  her  "La.Xtou- 
lonaise,"  is  demanded  two  and  three  times.  Well  might  the.critics 
be  at  a  loss  for  words  to  express  their  feelings  on  the  first  night, 
but  on  the  third,  when  the  excitement  had  fizzled  off,  and  the 
company  had  settled  down  steadily  to  their  work,  the  representatives 
of  the  Press,  had  they  been  there,  would  have  had  lumps  of  delight 


Caliban  and  Miranda,  as  the  Backward  Boy  and  the 
Forward  Girl. 


postponed  until  the  third  performance  of   any  new  piece.     Vive 
SHAKSPEARE  ! 

If  Mr.  IRVING,  or  any  Shakspearian  Revivalist,  were  to  produce 
SHAXSPEABE'S  Tempest  intact,  a  more  charming  set  of  Fairies — of 
course,  essential  to  the  piece,  whether  SHAiaPEABE's  original,  or 
DBYDEN'S,  or  MACBEADY'S  version,  be  played, — could  not  be  seen,  or 
heard,  than  those  at  the  Gaiety,  of  whom  tne  two  "  Singing  Witches," 
Misses  PEDLEY  and  TAYLOB,  are  the  leading  spirits.  It  is  an  excep- 
tional thing  for  choruses  to  be  encored,  but  the  rendering  of  MEYEB 
Lurz's  clever  imitation  of  the  Rataplan  solo  and  chorus  in  Les 
Huguenots  thoroughly  deserves  it.  And  now  we  've  done  with 
theatricals  for  some  time,  as  we  can't  get  to  see  Mr.  HABBIS'S  Dyna- 
mite Plot  at  Drury  Lane  for  at  least  another  fortnight. 


BEFORE    THE    CURTAIN; 

OK,  PUBLIC-PRIVATE  LIFE— A  LA  MODE. 

****** 

How  I  loathe  all  this  vulgar  notoriety !  But,  there,  thank  good- 
ness, the  tour  is  over ! 

Delightful  to  think  I  shall  have  a  little  quiet  and  breathing-time 
before  1  start !  Yes,  as  I  told  them  at  Liverpool,  I  think  there  is  far 
too  much  "fuss "made  about  us, — that  is,  about  me.  Yes.  I  am 
almost  sure  there  is.  But  they  will  do  it.  Why,  I  positively  feel 
quite  fagged  at  times  with  after-dinner  spouting.  And  I  'm  always 
telling  them  the  same  thing,  too, — that  I  wish  I  had  been  born,  or 
bred,  or  buried,  or  something  in  their  own  blessed  particular  town. 
What  humbug !  But  what  is  one  to  say  ?  That  reminds  me. 
Delightful  social  little  gathering  in  prospect  for  to-night — just  a  few 
choice  intimates,  to  eat  a  farewell  chop  with  me  at  the  Club  !  Some- 
thing like  privacy,  that.  I  'm  quite  looking  forward  to  it.  Welcome 
honest  Sociability,  at  last ! 

****** 

About  forty,  or  so,  at  that  little  affair  last  night.  Odd !  Came 
off,  too,  in  the  "  Strangers' "  room.  Howevtr,  I  knew  'em  all — and 
that 's  something.  I  see.  notwithstanding  the  precautions,  it  has  got 
into  the  papers.  Odd  that,  too  !  They  don't  seem  to  have  reported 
my  speech,  though.  Can't  find  it  anywhere.  Still,  happy  idea  that, 
telling  them  IJfelt  as  if  I  had  been  born  in  the  Committee  Room ! 
****** 

Travelling  all  day.  Departure  seems  to  have  been  well  billed. 
Am  told  that  the  booking  at  the  ticket-office  was  tremendous. 
Bouquets  for  Miss  T at  every  Station,  and  a  splendid  clothes- 


basket  of  fresh  vegetables  offered  me  by  the  Mayor  of  X !    Told 

him  if  it  wasn't  that  I  had  paid  my  fare,  I  would  get  out,  and  >  n<l 
my  days  at  the  place.  People  lining  the  way  both  aides  through 
seven  counties.  Never  seen  anything  like  it  since  first  night  of 
Much  Ado  About  Nothing.  Quite  done  np  with  dmhing  across  the 
carriage  every  half-minute  to  bow  to  them.  Neck  got  so  stiff,  I 
ci in Idn't  smile.  If  this  goes  on,  I  shall  make  LOVEDAY  get  himself 
up  as  nearly  as  he  can  like  me,  and  do  the  acknowledgment  business, 
while  I  have  a  nap  at  full  length  on  the  floor  under  the  seat ! 

Knowsley!  His  Lordship  most  affable.  Also  my  "grand  old 
rival,"  as  he  called  himself.  Compared  notes.  Says  he  finds  the 
cheering  loudest  when  they  can't  see  much  of  him — just  a  bit  of  shirt- 
collar  and  an  eye.  His  recipe  for  comfort,  however,  is  "  never  show 
at  the  window — but  when  you  get  a  chance  come  out  on  to  the  plat- 
form and  speak — till  you  clear  it."  Mem.  Shall  try  this  some  day 
at  Clapham  Junction.  Wishing  to  be  polite  was  doing  a  bit  of 
Dazzle  to  him  in  a  corner,  when  he  cut  me  short  by  reading  a  full 
abstract  of  his  forthcoming  speech  on  "  Nationalisation  of  the  Land." 
Half  through  it  when  I  found  I  had  to  catch  a  train.  Hearty 
apologies  to  his  Lordship.  Told  him  I  felt  already  as  if  I  had  lived 
at  Knowsley  all  my  life,  and  that  when  I  come  back  I  hope  to  be 

buried  there.    We  parted  smiling.     A  pleasant  morning. 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

Much  disappointed  (of  course,  merely  by  contrast)  at  my  reception 
at  W.  A  local  Bishop,  a  Town  Council,  and  a  trumpery  arch  or  two 
with  "  Welcome  HENBY,"  and  a  mob  held  in  check  by  simple  mounted 
constabulary.  Well,  that  sort  of  thing  won't  do  after  Knowsley ! 
Perhaps  they  took  me  for  BRAM  STOKER  ?  Who  knows  ?  However, 
I  did  the  civil  thing ;  said  I  hoped  to  come  back  and  be  buried  with 
them,  and  moved  oil  amidst  enthusiastic  cheering,  bowing^coldly. 

Ha !  the  landing-stage  at  length.  Crowd  quite  dangerously  large 
— very  flattering  this : — very,  but  I  hope  they  won't  let  all  of  them 
on  to  the  tender !  Still  I  appear  to  be  surrounded  by  friends.  A  sea 
of  faces :  old  faces ; — new  faces — a  great  many  new  faces.  Yet  I 
seem  to  know  all  of  them.  Shall  say  so.  I  wonder  whether  that 
distinguished  personage  in  tears,  in  a  cocked  hat,  waving  a  farewell 
with  a  gold-tipped  mace,  is  the  LORD  MAYOR  about  to  offer  me  the 
freedom  of  the  City.  Better  be  civil.  Tell  him  I  feel  as  if  I  had 
known  him  all  my  life.  He  says  he  is  the  Pier  Beadle,  and  that 
unless  I  want  to  go  to  America  by  mistake,  the  sooner  I  make  for 

the  shore  the  better. 

•  ••«•• 

On  board  at  last.  Now  for  true  peace !  At  least,  the  Captain  says 
he  thinks  it  will  be  quiet  enough  when  we  get  out.  This  enlivens 
one  for  the  hour  of  part- 
ing. It  has  come.  The 
tender  slowly  moves  off— 
but  there  is,  thanks  to  this 
miserable  notoriety,  no 
security  against  my  most 
innocent  and  natural 
movements  being  chroni- 
cled even  at  a  moment  like 
this,  for  I  see  her  bows  are 
crowded  inconveniently 
with  Press  Reporters.  Yes, 
I  fully  believe,  were  I  to 
be  seen  merely  standing  on 
the  top  of  the  mizen-mast 
on  my  head,  but  with  a 
full  heart,  and  waving  an 
open  red-umbrella  in  each 
hand,  as  a  parting  fare- 
well to  my  good  English 
friends, — it  would  be  [in 
print  to-morrow.morning. 

Off!  Shore  left  behind, 
and  the  Brittanic,  splendid 
vessel,  battling  bravely, 
almost  too  bravely,  with 
the  rolling  of  the  grand 
Atlantic.  Survey  it  for  a 
few  minutes,  then  lie  down 
in  my  cabin  and  repeat  that 
other  Henry's  Soliloquy  on 
Sleep.  Begin  to  wonder  whether  "the  ship  boy's  eyes"  are  really 
"  sealed  up  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast."  I  can  scarcely  believe  it 
in  such  weather  as  this.  I '11  ask  the  Captain.  Ha!  here  he  is.  He 
asks  me  if  I  feel  "  pretty  comfortable.  I  tell  him  I  feel  as  if  I 
had  been  upon'tthe  rolling'  billows  all  my  life.  So  .1  do,  and  long 
heartily  for  the  shore !  Neverllmiad,  there'  are  no'reporters  here. 
Finish  my  Soliloquy,  "  Uneasy ,lies  the  headUhat  's}  upside  down," 
and  gradually  succumb  to  the  influence  of  "  Nature's  soft  nurse." 


Mr.  Henry  Irvine,  with  bit  Hatt-on,  doing 
the  States. 
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HAPPY    THOUGHT A    "SUNDAY    SCHOOL    FOR    THE    UPPER    CLASSES." 

( Vide  Bishop  of  Oxford's  Speech  at  the  Church  Congress.) 
Eliiabeth  Waring  (Laundress  and  Charwoman,  and  Sunday  School  Teacher  to  the  U.C.).  "AND  NOW,  MY  DEAR  LITTLE  LADIES  AND 

YOU  WILL  NOT  DXSSCRATX  THIS    BEAUTIFUL    SUNDAY  AFTERNOON  BY  GOINO   ON  THE   KlVER  !      YOU  CAN  DO  THAT 

»<L  ™ £  SATURDAY  NIGHT,  YOU  KNOW  !    His  LORDSHIP  HERE,  WHO  WAS  AT  ETON  AND  OXFORD,  WILL  NO  DOUBT 

9      III  iW     T  H  K     1 1 A  no     air      U  t  r\      iir  r  i.-  r .      .,/,      T.  >r. ,  .  T  »       ... iir _  _ 

AND  YOU  TOO,  MY  DEARS,  WILL 
BUSY  WEEK  LONG  IN  STIFLING 


EX  HAD  PL1XD  SO  BUSILY  ALL  THS    WBXK,    LAY    UNTOUCHED  ON  SUNDAY! 


"ORPHEE  AUX  ENFERS." 

(Fragment  of  a  Contemporary  Cello-Classic  Burlesque.) 

Orpheui-Northcote  (complacently).    lo  triumphe  .'     Was  perfectly 

sure  she  would  follow. 

IVho  could  ^resist  my  lyre-thrumming  ?    E'en  dulcet  Apollo 
Must  own  that  his  wonderful  gift  is  well  used  by  his  pupil. 
Gou  if  Photographed  thus,  but  suppose  there's  no 

Gr^if"etiniI>^°^d.ark  SUnle8s  domain-     Twangle-twangle  > 
M    PI?  v*  !  ,M  fecel  that  m7  ams-  at  an  ekpmt  angle, 
My  Phoebus-like  front,  and  Tyrteus-like  pose,  are  imposing, 
Sureestive  of  godlike  afflatus.    The  Iron  One's  glozing 

lot  in  it  with  my  fascination,  so  graceful,  so  airy. 
Could  TAPPER  m  tenebris  touch  me  ? 


Awav 


rcally  Philander 
-  self-deemed  a  /«, 


look  back>  but  she'8 


weU 


. 

SpngS    °f  *»-*«<».    It     really  most 
Xmbttf  JOVE-GLADSTOXE  himself,  with  a  fist  bolts-of-thunder 


full, 


Mored  so  completely  the  heart  of  Midlothian.    RANDY, 

With  taunts  about "  go,"  will,  I  hope,  be  henceforth  much  less 

handy. 

I,  the  mildest-mannered — hum ! — hero  that  ever — well,  well,  I 
Admit  I  ne'er  fancied  that  I  should  be  found  casus  belli. 
She  comes !  Her  departure  black  PLUTO  would  gladly  forbid,  I  see. 
Pooh !  my  good  fellow,  you  haven't  much  hold  on  EUEYDICE. 
Though  you  had  bound  her  with  Styx  nine  ti»es  round  her," 

— you  try  to — 

(    My  arms,  at  the  very  first  thrum  of  the  harp.she  will  fly  to. 
Zurydice-Vlster.  Doesn't  old  PLUTO  look  black  ?   How  he  'a  gnawing 

his  knuckles ! 
And  how  my  dear  middle-aged  ORPHEUS  thrums,  poses,  and 

chuckles ! 

He 's  not  an  Apollo  precisely.     But  after  all  Hades 
Is  sombre  and  ugly,  and  not  quite  the  quarters  for  Ladies, 
[don't  like  its  Furies,  I  don't  like  the  looks  of  its  low  range 
Of  river-lapped  Hats,  and  though  Phlegethon's  floods  are  bright 

Orange, 

And  I,  as  an  Orange  Girl,  might  be  supposed  to  admire  them, 
1  don  t ;  and  these  marl-blocks  so  chafe  my  poor  feet  and  so  tire 

them. 

That  really  I  think,  to  avoid  any  chance  metamorphic, 
^11  follow  the  music  my  funny  old  man  fancies  Orphic. 
Ha !  ha  .    He  considers  I  'm  ravished,  and  hastens  to  play  again. 
1  hope,  when  he 't  drawn  me,  he  won't  go  and  throw  me  away 

again, 

As  though  I  were  really  an  Orange ! 
Orpheus-Northcote  (exultantly).  Ah  fPLUTO  looks  black  again. 

EUBYDICE  's  safe ! 
Pluto- Parnell  (viciously).   You  old  noodle!   she's  bound  to  come 

back  again!  [Zeft  Talkau-ising. 
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SCIENCE    AND    SUBSIDIES. 

(A  Hint  for  a  "New  Departure.") 

TO  THK  EDITOR  OF  Pr/NCH. 
Address — The  Hearer  will  wait  for  an  Answer. 
SIR, — At  a  time  like  tin-  invent,  when  we  should  all  make  sacrifices 
in  the  cause  of  knowledge.  I  feel  that  I  have  only  to  appeal  to  your 
well-known  patriotism,  philanthropy,  and.  I  may  even  add,  gene- 
rositv,  to  obtain  a  satisfactory  response.  No  doubt  my  name  will  be 
familiar  to  you.  For  many  years  I  have  given  my  best  attention  to 
schemes  invariably  calculated  to  do  good  to  some  of  the  Public.  If 
that  Public  has  been  small— if  it  nas  been  represented  by  a  unit 
rather  than  a  thousand — that  is  more  the  misfortune  of  the  execution 
rather  than  the  fault  of  the  originator.  The  "Children's  Bank" 
certainly  but  indirectly  benefited  the  infants,  and  the  "Widows' 
Little  All  Fund  "  was  not  immediately  appreciated  by  those  in  whose 
name  it  was  established.  If  neither  childhood  nor  widowhood 
received  pecuniary  advantage,  still  our  "boys  and  girls"  were 
mulcted  of  money  which,  no  doubt,  would  have  been  expended  in 
health  -  destroying  sweetstuff,  and  our  "bereaved  ones"  were 
encouraged  by  finding  themselves  more  than  ever  dependent  upon 
their  own  exertions  to  seek  new  protectors  and  marry  again.  Both 
classes  had  the  further  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  I  myself  had 
personally  lost  nothing  by  my  exertions — that,  on  the  contrary,  I 
had  feathered  that  nest  which  should  have  been,  and  no  doubt  was, 
the  object  of  their  heartiest  good  wishes.  So  much  for  the  past. 
Now  for  the  future.  Fired  by  the  suggestions  of  Professor  RICHARD- 
SON and  some  of  the  scientists  who  took  part  in  the  recent  proceedings 
of  the  British  Association,  I  have  determined  to  devote  the  ample 
leisure  I  have  at  my  command  to  the  advancement  of  science.  From 
my  earliest  days  the  deep  has  had  a  great  attraction  for  me,  and 
there  have  been  but  few  of  my  ventures  which  have  not,  in  one  way 
or  another,  merited  the  epithet  of  "  fishy."  Thus  it  is  natural  that 
I  should  have  searched  the  ocean  for  its  secrets.  In  a  word,  I  have 
secured  a  Whale,  and  am  anxious  to  find  means  of  exhibiting  it  to  a 
learned  community,  always  on  the  alert  to  add  to  the  general  know- 
ledge which  will  be  the  heritage  of  the  countless  generations  that  are 
to  come  after  us. 

As  I  am  nothing  if  not  truthful,  I  will  briefly  relate  how  the 
monster  came  into  my  possession.  Accompanied  by  Professor 
WILLIAM  JUXKS,  whose  many  degrees  (obtained  in  some  of  the  most 
f amous  of  the  American  Universities)  have  made  his  name ' '  as  familiar 
in  our  mouths  as  household  words,"  I  chartered  a  steam-yacht.  We 
started  from  Gravesend,  and,  passing  Blackwall,  Hcrne  Bay,  Mar- 
gate, and  many  other  interesting  places,  soon  found  ourselves  in  the 
Arctic  Regions.  It  was  in  this  lonely  spot,  frequented  only  by  the 
fleet  of  the  Chinese  Penny  Steamboat  Company,  that  we  found  the 
objects  of  our  search.  The  vessel  was  too  small  to  carry  the  whales, 
so  we  called  artifice  to  our  aid.  The  creatures  are  most  intelligent, 
and  yet,  in  spite  of  this  trait  in  their  character,  are  extremely  fond 
of  peppermint  drops.  Knowing  their  peculiarities,  my  friend  the 
Professor  had  supplied  himself  with  several  ounces  of  the  strongly- 
scented  lozenge  in  question,  with  a  view  to  luring  them  (the  whales, 
not  the  drops)  towards  him.  The  huge  creatures  succumbed  imme- 
diately to  the  snare.  The  Professor  threw  a  peppermint  drop  into  the 
iceberg-bearing  ocean,  and  immediately  a  shoal  of  whales  rushed 
towards  it.  Having  thus  secured  their  attention,  we  got  up  full 
steam  and  made  for  the  Nore. 

It  was  an  imposing,  a  very  imposing  sight  to  witness  the  great 
creatures,  as  thev  followed  our  yacht,  snapping  at  the  highly  per- 
fumed sweet-stuff,  as  Mr.  JONES  emptied  his  pockets  for  their  bcnclit. 
I  append  a  sketch  of  the  journey  home.  It  will  be  recognised  at  a 


A  Journey  through  Whales. 

glance  by  a  true  votary  of  Science  as  a  most  interesting  addition  to 
contemporary  investigation.  The  whales,  the  ships,  the  ocean,  the 
peppermint  drops,  made  together  a  tableau  once  seen  never  likely 


to  be  forgotten.  All  went  well  until  we  reached  Southend,  when,  to 
our  great  annoyance,  our  stock  of  lozenges  became  exhausted  at  the 
very  moment  when  the  whales  were  jibbing  at  the  pier.  The  Pro- 
fessor immediately  recognised  the  peculiarity  of  their  conduct, 
explaining  that  their  obstinacy  was  caused  by  astonishment— that 
no  doubt  the  whales  had  seen  nothing  like  the  pier  at  the  North  Pole, 
and  were  consequently  puzzled,  if  not  alarmed. 

It  would  be  wearisome  to  relate  how  our  finny  followers  were 
brought  ashore,  and  finally  sent  to  London  by  the  Parcels  Post :  but 
it  is  my  duty  to  declare  that,  through  some  mismanagement  or  mis- 
understanding, only  one  Whale  reached  Town  in  safety.  When  the 
huge  receptacle  of  the  whales  was  opened  in  the  presence  of  the 
brightest  ornaments  of  the  scientific  world,  but  a  solitary  inmate 
was  discovered.  Having  my  pencil  at  hand,  or  rather  in  hand,  I 
hurriedly  sketched  the  situation. 

"  Gentlemen,"  I  said,  "  the  others  must  have  been  lost  in  the '' 

here  I  restrained  myself  to  shield  Mr.  FAWCETT'S  employtt,  and 
added,  " in  the  sea,  in  the  sea !  " 


Bather  Fishy. 

And  now,  to  be  practical,  I  am  in  treaty  with  the  Royal  Society 
to  exhibit  at  sixpence  a  head  this  very  interesting  specimen  of  the 
Common  or  (as  it  is  rather  small)  I  should  say,  L  ncommon  Whale. 
But  the  members  of  the  R.  S.  are  very  dilatory,  and  my  funds  are 
exhausted.  Under  these  circumstances  may  I  beg  yon  to  advance 
me,  at  your  very  earliest  convenience,  a  couple  of  thousand  pounds. 
No  doubt,  on  application,  the  Authorities  of  the  Fisheries  (on  the 
matter  being  explained  to  them)  would  refund  the  money.  Need  I 
say  more  ?  I  think  not.  Yours  most  sincerely, 

(Signed)  JEREMIAH  DIDDLEB. 

P.S.— Should  it  not  be  quite  convenient  to  you  to  furnish  so  con- 
siderable an  amount,  I  would  be  equally  satisfied  with  the  ridiculous 
sum  of  three  and  sevenpence  halfpenny. 

Encloiure, 
SIR,  Mr.  DIDDLER, 

I  KNOWS  yer,  and  you  knows  me. 


If  ver  doesn't  let  me  ave 


them  two  arfcrowns  as  ver  promised  for  that  there  porpoise  I  got  for 
Broadstairs,  I  will  exspoge  yer !    My  pal  Ton  SMITH  as  writ 


you  at 

tlu^  ere  down  for  me. 


I  will  exspoge  yer  as  sure  as  my  name 's 
(Signed)  BILL  JONES. 

Hit     x     mark. 


[The  enclosure  found  in  our  "  Scientific  "  Correspondent's  letter  wa«  appa- 
rently forwarded  to  us  by  mistake.  Mr.  DIDDLER'S  meosenger  (a  low-claM 
crossing-sweeper)  was  requested  to  tell  his  employer  to  call  in  person  for  the 
MS.  If  he  does,  the  Office-Boy  has  received  instructions  to  return  the  packet 
and  to  give  the  visitor  "  something  for  himself." — ED.] 


A  PKECOCIOUS  GENIUS.— See  the  Graphic  for  October  6th  :— 

"  Sir  RICHARD  TBMPLE,  -who  was  born  in  1878,  has  held  various  high 
offices  in  India.  He  has  been  Financial  Member  of  the  Government  of  India, 
Deputy-Governor  of  Bengal,  and  Governor  of  Bombay.  In  1880  he  unsuc- 
cessfully contested  East  AV  orcesterehire  in  the  Conservative  interest." 

Perhaps  his  extreme  youthfulness  in  1880  might  have  militated 
against  his  success.  But  when  one  of  the  burning  questions  of  the 
day  is  what  to  do  with  "  Our  Boys,"  it  is  encouraging  to  find 
Sir  RICHARD  TEMPLE,  born  in  1878,  admirably  filling  the  distin- 
guished office  of  President  of  the  Social  Science  Congress  in  18H3 ; 
that  is,  at  the  ripe  age  of  five.  What  a  glorious  future  is  in  store  for 
him !  

WHAT  CHINA  MIGHT  SIT  TO  FRANCE.— "  Heads,  I  win  ;  (Pig-) 
Tails,  you  lose  ! " 
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A  DISMAL  DILEMMA. 
Aim— "  Gin  a  body." 

IF  a  body  tax  a  body, 

Straining  mind  too  high, 
And  a  body  wreck  his  body, 

Won't  a  body  die  ? 
Ah  !  the  prospect  of  the  saddest, 

For  the  more  we  try 
Mental  forage,  we  encourage 

De-ge-ne-ra-cy ! 

If  this  body,  learned  body, 

Should  be  Allbutt  right, 
This  sage  body  everybody 

Must  affect  with  fright. 
Back  to  barbarism  let  us 

Straightway  quickly  hie, 
Since  forward  paces  mean  the  race's 

De-ge-ne-ra-cy ! 


MRS.  R.AMSBOTHAM  is  a  pro- 
ficient in  French.  She  never  loses 
an  opportunity  either  of  importing 
a  French  phrase,  more  or  less  cor- 
rect, into  ner  conversation,  or  of 
interrupting  her  Niece  when  in  the 
course  of  her  reading  aloud  she 
comes  across  a  sentence  in  French, 
to  explain  it,  or  at  least  to  show 
that  she  understands  it.  Last 
week  LAVIMA  was  reading  the 
article  in  the  Times  on  the  Navy, 
in  which  occurred  the  following 
passage :  —  "A  French  Deputy 
lately  declared  in  the  Assembly 
that  the  apparent  progress  of  the 
French  had  been  made  backwards 
— '  on  a  fait  machine  en  arriere.'  " 
"  Ah !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  RAMSBO- 
THAH,  "I'm  glad  of  that.  That 's 
a  sly  hit  at '  dress  improvers.'  I 
never  liked  them  myself." 


PROPOSED  New  Lock  on  the 
Thames.  Good!  Then  we  must 
have  a  new  Quay  somewhere. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.   158. 


RIGHT  HON.  JOSEPH  CHAMBERLAIN. 
"  POLL  AND  PARTNER  JOE." 


PLUSH  AND  PRIVILIDJE. 

REVERENT  MR.  PUNCH, 
OXKA'D  SAW, — 

HAPFERipoof  the  Rite  of  Wearin 
a  Cockaid  there  as  been  so  menny 
leters  in  the  times  about,  alow  me 
to  pint  out  a  Sagestion  wich 
eweryboddy  ave  most  extrornilary 
ovalookt.  I  considda  my  Self  in 
the  persition  of  a  ex-attachay  to 
a  ofhcaw  in  the  Harmy,  in  oos 
Servis  I  was  till  the  Capting's 
Bidgomenf  was  orda'd  Abroad.  I 
ham  now  in  a  simila  domestic 
Capasity  to  a  Retired  Grosa  of 
the  Clas  I've  erd  superia  Cum- 
pany  call  the  noovo  reach.  Now, 
Saw,  wunce  a  Capting,  like  my 
late  Mawsta,  allways  a  Capting. 
If  like  Mawsta  like  Man,  then 
wunce  a  Capting's  Man  allways  a 
Capting's  Man.  Has  sutch  in 
cawse  I  ad  a  rite  to  Wear  a  Cock- 
aid,  and  therefaw  I  shood  say  ave 
now  a  equal  Rite  to  the  same  dis- 
tangay  adawnment.  I  ausk  for 
Infainalion  if  such  is  the  Case, 
weather  or  no,  and  if  reseayin  no 
Ansa  shall  conclood  that  Silence 
gives  concent  to  the  respeckful 
queery  of  your  Most  Obegiant  &c., 
JOHN  CALVKS. 

P.S.— Mr.  SUGARS  will  be  De- 
lited  to  had  a  Cockaid  to  my 
Uniform  if  Peeple  don't  larf  at  im. 


LAXSDOWNE  's  gone  to  Canada ; 

Him  for  LORNK  we  barter  ; 
And  our  wise  well-manner' d  AK- 

-GYLL  has  got  the  Garter. 


MILLINER'S  MAXIM.  —  A  bad 
Workwoman  quarrels  with  her 
tulle.  

"HE  was  a  man,"  said  Mrs. 
RAJUBBOXHAJC,  "of  llerculaneuin 
strength." 


COMMON  SENSE  AND  LICENCE. 

WHERE  LUSBY'S  Music  Hall,  managed  by  a  Mr.  CHOWDER,  may  be 
we  haven  t  the  smallest  idea.    We  know  nothing  more  about  it  than 
it  we  gathered  from  the  full  report  of  Licensing  Day's  Proceedings 
'^.u11  M- j  T,imes  of  last  Saturday ;  but  we  are  delighted  to  see 
•ti,  »i ddle3C*  Ma/wtrates,  acting,  on  this  occasion,  in  accord- 
'ith  the  weight  of  evidence  and  the  dictates  of  common  sense, 
renewed  Mn  CHOWDER'S  (of  LUSBY'S)  licence  by  a  "vast  majority." 
se  a(  Mister  CHARRINGTON  chooses  to  be  a  virtuous  Blue  Rib 
Gospeller  "  and  Tract-distributor,  are  there  to  be  no 
STuuLn     and,A19  and  Conu«  Songs  at  LUSBY'S  ?    The  majority  of 
:sex  Magistrates  have  shown  themselves  opposed  to  bigotry 
as  it  is  uncharitable,  and  in  favour  of  amusement 
reasonable  limit*.    We  trust  that  Mr.  CROWDER'S  establish- 
ment will  be  crowded  nightly,  and  that  Mr.  CHARRINGTON  may  be 
there  to  assist  m  the  harmony  at  LusHBY's,-we  mean  LUSBY'S! 
f        tne  Middlesex  Magistrates  decided  well  in  renewine-  the 

is  ^s^s^s^&s1^^ 

spoke  to  the  respectability  of  the  entertainment.  ' 

>y  "a^bjuriws  lotion0  »  &  ""P™  "  2'V/'T  •"/  Comf?rt  and 


r,i,,rm  they  are  wue'  *•»  would  take  the  hint,  and 


AS  CLEAR  AS  (EASTEND-ON-)  MUD. 

THE  Southend  Local  Board  of  Health,  a  few  days  ago,  "consi- 
dered "  a  letter  that  had  been  written  to  them  from  a  gentleman 
dating  from  Maidenhead,  who  apparently  had  discovered  that  the 
'  chief  port  at  the  mouth  of  the  Thames  in  futuro  "  was  uncommonly 
like  a  place  described  in  these  columns  under  the  title  of  "  Eastend- 
on-Mud."  The  Chairman,  'Mr.  BRIGHTEN,  who  very  appropriately 
took  a  rather  cheerful  view  of  the  subject,  observed,  "  I  am  sure  we 
laughed  heartily  at  it."  But  a  Mr.  GOSSETT  apparently  found 
it  difficult  to  discover  an  answer  to  the  question,  "  Who  reads 
Punch  ?  '  Well,  we  will  try  and  find  a  solution  to  the  conundrum. 
We  will  tell  our  querist  that  all  sensible  people  do  who  can  read,  and 
perhaps  Mr.  GOSSETT  may  be  able  to  do  so — in  time.  Evidently  he 
doesn  t  at  present,  or  his  manners  would  be  better.  Punch  cmollit 
mores,  nee  sinit  esseferos. 

GENERAL  THIBATTDIN,  their  "  only  General"— at  least  the  only  one 
who  could  be  found  to  deal  in  a  communistic,  or  rough  and  red-dy 
fashion,  with  the  Orleans  Princes,  and  whose  title  to  respect  was  his 
having  broken  his  parole  d'honneur  given  to  the  Germans,  has  been 
compelled,  by  M.  FERRY'S  determination,  to  resign.  Who  is  to  go 
next.  The  PRESIDENT  ?  Probably ;  in  which  case  he  and  the  trucu- 
lent THIBAUDIN  will  become  two  Red  Heroes.  What  is  on  the  bill 
of  fare  to  follow  ?  Another  hash,  and  the  French,  not  stewed  in  their 
own  jus.  will  be  done  brown  in  their  own  GREVY.  This  will  be  a 
pretty  dish  to  set  before  a  King  !  And  all  because  of  the  wretched 
Parisian  Geese  hissing  at  their  Guest  on  Michaelmas  Day ! 

SCIENCE  AND  FAITH.— In  comparison  with  belief  in  the  direct 
origin  of  the  human  species,  to  believe  in  the  evolution  of  Man  and 
Woman  from  a  sort  of  sea-slugs  through  a  race  of  apes,  wouldn't  it 
require,  if  no  faith  whatever,  at  least  very  much  credulity  ? 
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"FORCE  OF  HABITS" 

Our  Railway  Porter  (the  first  time  he  acted  as  Deputy  in  the  absence  of  the  Beadle).  "  TKETS  R'DY  !    ALL  TICK-ETS  BEADY  ! ' 


ANOTHER  LITTLE  HOLIDAY  CRUISE. 

From  Oban  tn  Tubermory. — Beautiful  sail.  Arrive  here  earlier 
than  we  had  expected :  we  did  this  also  at  Oban.  Fortunate,  as 
scarcely  are  we  in  than  a  hurricane  commences  outside  in  the 
Atlantic.  The  Atlantic  is  scarcely  two  steps  round  the  corner. 

Kain  downpouring  in  buckets.  Next  day  much  the  same,  with 
lucid  intervals  of  sun.  Walk  on  shore  in  morning;,  ditto  in  after- 
noon. Haven't  done  so  much  walking1  for  a  long  time  as  I  have 
within  the  last  few  davs  since  I  came  out  sailing-.  We  walked  at 
Lame,  we  walked  at  Oban,  wo  walk  here.  The  Waterfalls  are  in 
Mr.  AJ.KXAMIKK'S  private  grounds — from  the  extent  of  his  property 
I  should  call  him  Ai.i  \VMTI;  mi.  GREAT — and  there  is  no  charge 
for  admission  as  there  is  at  soma  places  where  they've  only  got  a 
two-penny  waterfall  to  show  for  sixpence.  CRAYLEY,  with  his  glass 
tirmly  screwed  in  his  eve.  and  his  head  more  on  one  side  than 
ever,  examines  the  grand  Waterfall  critically,  as  though  to  detect 
some  Haw  in  it.  M  in  i:\iiu:  regards  it  judicially,  as  if ,  with  a 
perfectly  unbiassed  mind,  he  were  ready  to  hear  both  sides  of  any 
question  that  may  arise  respecting  the  merits  of  the  fall.  (This 
sounds  theological.)  I — such  is  the  philosophic  attitude  of  my  mind 
towards  it — somehow  seem  to  have  seen  it  all  before,  and,  not  being 
overpowered  by  it,  begin,  after  a  few  seconds,  to  discover  faces  in 
stones,  and  forms,  more  or  less  grotesque,  in  everything.  CRAYLEY, 
having  gradually  given  up  criticism,  is  now  lost  in  admiration. 

"  And,  like  Niagara, 
Finds  it  a  staggerer," 

says  KII.LICK,  favouring  us  with  an  impromptu,  for  which  he  is 
instantly  reproved  by  C'UAYI.KY,  who  tells  him  that  "really  he 
(Kn.i.lCK)  has  no  sort  of  reverence  for  the  beauties  of  Nature." 

"It's  nothing  extraordinary,"  retorts  KILLICK.  "  I  've  seen  better 
in  Wales  " 

"Never!"  returns  CRAYLET.  warmly.  "  This  is  distinctively  Scotch. 
You  '11  seldom  see  anything  like  it  in  Wales,  and  never  in  the  South 
of  England." 

"  Not  in  the  South !  "  exclaims  KILLICK.  as  if  he  were  aghast  at 
what  might  be  a  daring  imputation  on  his  native  place,  which  it 


isn't,  and  I  very  much  doubt  whether  he  has  ever  been  there. 
"  Why,  in  Devonshire  and  Cornwall  the  Waterfalls  are  magnificent, 
and  twice  as  fine  as  this." 

This  is  flatly  contradicted  by  CRAYLEY.  If  they  were  alone,  I 
fancy  it  would  end  in  a  Sensation  Scene,  which  could  be  thus 
described  in  the  bill :— "  The  Howling  Cataract— View  of  the  Devil's 
Bridge— Moonlight—  KILLICK  meets  CRAYLEY— The  Assertion !— The 
Contradiction ! !— The  Altercation ! ! !— FEARFUL  STRUGGLE  ! ! 
Awful  Fate  of  the  Victim— (either  KILLICK  or  CRAYLEY)— Flight  of 
the  Assassin— The  Brand  of  Cain ! ! ! !  "  &c. 

As  it  is,  however,  this  melodramatic  termination  to  a  pleasant 
outing  does  not  come  off,  as  MELLEVILLE  interferes  in  his  gentlest 
and  most  soothing  tones.  It  is  (reporting  it  legally)  Killick  \. 
Craylry,  Mrl/enlle  intervening.  I  am  watching  the  cast-  in  the 
interests  of  the  general  public. 

"  There  are,"  observes  MELLEVILLE  in  a  marginal-reference  sort 
of  'manner,  but  speaking  as  an  authority,—' '  There  are  some  tine 
Waterfalls  in  Devonshire  and  Cornwall,  not  unlike  this,  but  perhaps 
there  are  finer  in  the  North  of  England,  and  we  "—(this  brings  us 


„   get  on."     Both   parties 

timely  rebuke.  It  reminds  me  of  the  effect  of  one  of  Mr.  Barlmc't 
lectures  to  Sandfurd  and  Mertnn.  KILLICK  is  Sandford,  and  CRAYLEY, 
Merfan.  So  we  move  onwards,  as  the  rain  is  falling  heavily,  and 
we  should  soon  be  under  shelter,  but  for  the  irrepressible  impulse 
which  seizes  upon  every  one  of  us  to  throw  something  into  the 
torrent  (we  are  now  standing  at  the  highest  point  of  the  fall)  merely 
to  see  what  becomes  of  it.  If  nothing  else  were  obtainable,  I  believe 
we  should  recklessly  throw  in  our  sticks  and  umbrellas,  and  even 
our  coats  and  hats,  then  laugh  at  them,  and  cheer  idiotically.  It 
strikes  me  (philosophically  and  reflectively)  that  on.  occasions  like 
the  present  the  savage  nature  of  man  has  a  fierce  but  momentary 
struggle  with  his  civilisation,  and  that  if  the  savage  nature  once 
got  the  upper  hand,  the  result  might  take  the  form  of  the  dreadful 
practical  joke  of  pushing  the  man  nearest  to  the  Waterfall  suddenly 
over,  not  exactly  to  procure  his  untimely  end,  but  simply  to 
take  him  by  surprise,  to  see  how  he  liked  it,  and  what  the  torrent 
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MORE    BLOODLESS    SPORT. 

"  HULLO,  BAGSTER  !    WHAT  's  THE  MATTER  HERE,  EH  1 " 

"  WELL   MY  LORD,  IT  's  THIS  WAT.    THE  CHILDER  THEY  'VE  BROUGHT  UP   THE   PHEASANTS  BY  HAND,  AND  THEY  RE  i 

TRESSED  ABOUT  THE  SHOOTIN',   THAT  MY  MlSSUS    SHE  'VE    BROUGHT    HER    BEST    CHANEY    TEA    SET,  _  WHICH    SHE    LL    LET    TOMMY  E 
CHUCK   'EM   UP  FOR   YOUR  HONOURS  TO  SHOOT  AT,    IF  SO  BE  THAT  *LL  DO   INSTEAD  OF  THE   BIRDS  ! 


would  do  with  him.  I  can  perfectly  imagine  the  Untutored  Savage 
trying  this  sort  of  thing  on  another  Untutored  Savage  not  be- 
longing to  a  hostile  tribe,  but  one  of  his  own  set,  with  whom  he 
might  really  be  on  such  friendly  terms  as  would  warrant  him 
in  taking  an  occasional  liberty.  The  Untutored  Savage  has,  of 
course,  a  sense  of  humour;  and  if  he  is  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  the 
highest  possible  animal  spirits,  what  shape  would  his  practical  joke 
take  except  one  involving  some  sort  of  cruelty  ?  The  butter-slide,  the 
treatment  of  a  baby,  and  the  red-hot  poker  in  a  pantomime,  come  into 
the  Untutored  Savage  Practical  Joke  Category.  (Note. — Reserve  this 
subject  for  Philosophical  Treatise  ;  pamphlet  form ;  sixpence.) 

Still  at  Tobermory.—We  are  here  to-day,  and  not  gone  to-morrow. 
"We  have  buoyed  one  another  up  with  the  cheeriest  hopes  as  to  being 
able  to  sail  to-morrow.  MELLEVTLLE,  as  an  experienced  yachts- 
man, has  pointed  out  to  us  that  when  there  are  biggish  waves  in  the 
bay,  the  wind  is  expending  itself,  and  that  probably  there  '11  be  a 
comparatively  calm  sea,  with  the  wind  directly  in  our  favour,  all 
ready  for  us  to-morrow  morning,  as  if  it  had  been  carefully  ordered 
overnight.  We  fish  at  intervals. 

\'iti: — There  is  all  the  difference  between  "fishing "and 
"  catching."  The  men  at  the  bows,  when  they  let  down  their  lines, 
"  catch,"  but  we  at  the  stern  only  "  fish." 

Wind  worse  than  ever  in  the  night;  rain  also.  Outside,  i.e., 
round  the  corner  in  the  Atlantic,  it  is  now  "  blowing  a  gale  " — so  the 
Captain  says,  and  so  also  is  the  opinion  of  the  Pilot.  It  must  be,  as 
even  in  Tobermory  Bay  we  are  rocking  as  if  we  were  in  a  roughish 
No  chance  of  getting  away.  Books,  the  day  before  yesterday's 
papers,  the  piano,  and  writing  matt-rials,  are  in  requisition.  We  write 
telegrams  and  letters,  and  then  wait  to  see  when  there  is  a  chance 
of  taking  them  to  shore  ourselves.  About  this  time  we  try  to  think  oi 
any  person  to  whom  we  owe  a  letter,  or  a  list  of  persons  to  whom  WP 
haven't  written  for  years,  and  who  have  almost  cut  us  on  account  o\ 
our  apparent  neglect.  Now  is  the  moment  to  make  up  for  lost  time. 
I'.l.-- int.".  on  the  flan  Me  I  vrosii  \  We  are  waterproofed  from  heac 
to  foot,  and  get  a  little  exorcise  on  ileek. 

"n   the   proprietors    editors,    and   contributors   to    Tin 
\\Y  ean  get  no  1/mdon  papers  here  except  those  of  th 
day  bi •  day;  Imt  Tlir  Nnifsmiin  is  brought  on  the  evening 

of  the  day  of  its  publication,  by  steamer,  here  at  5  P.M.— (but  ordi- 
narily half-an-hottr  or  so  late;  no  matter,  Messina-*  on  the  steamer 
also)-^-and  is  equal  to  three  London  newspapers  rolled  into  one 
Herein  w.>  road  last  night's  debat* — 'last  night's!). 

*  *  *  *  * 

AVmd  and  rain  continuing.  In  the  niirht  other  vessels  hav 
a  their  anchors.  We  are  swaying  as  if  at  sea.  Wind  roarin 
always  "round  the  corner,"  like  'Mr.  Chn;,  S/,/,,ie  in  M.n-ti, 
UkHttltMt,  and  imitating  the  sound  of  several 'steamers  all  workin 
their  engines  simultaneously.  Yesterday's  paper  finished.  I  am 
working  hard  at  Claritsa  Ilnrlwr.  What  a  tediously  told  story 

d  how  utterly  improbable  are  the  incidents  and  the  method  adoptee 


or  relating  them.    Lovelace  is  a  tremendous  cad  and  snob.    He'is, 

hank  goodness,  as  impossible  a  creature  as  one  of  Ounu's  burlesque 
leroes.  BOSWELL'S  Tour  of  the  Hebrides  with  Dr.  JoHOTOH  in  requi- 

ition.  Just  the  same  sort  of  weather— continuous  rain  and  wind  a 
mndred  years  ago  in  these  parts.  Another  instance  of  History 

epeating  itself. 
Locked  up  together  in.  a  yacht,  we  expend  our  temper— though 

here  isn't  much  of  it  among  us— on  Dr.  JOHNSON  and  BOSWELL. 
CBAYLEY  says  "  he  really  doesn't  see  that  JOHNSON  said  such  reri/ 

lever  things."    I  observe  "that  he  did  "  sometimes."    KILLICK  asks, 

'  When,  he  should  like  to  know."  I  try  to  remember  an  instance  of 
a  very  clever  saying  of  the  Doctor's,  which  will  settle  the  point  in 
dispute  at  once, 'but  I  can  only  think  of—"  Sir,"  said  Dr.  JOHNSON, 

'  let  us  walk  down  Fleet  Street  "—which  he  couldn't  have  been 
always  saying,  at  all  events  not  in  Scotland.  ^  f 

On  quietly,  with  a  view  to  future  discussion,  searching  the  Tour 
of  the  Memoes,  I  find  that,  «  pro-pos  of  such  weather  as  we  are  now 
laving.  Dr.  JOHNSON  did  reply  to  BOSWELL,  who  had  been  complain- 
ng  of  it—"  Sir,  we  have  no  one  to  blame  but  ourselves  for  starting 
to  go  from  island  to  island  under  the  impression  that  wherever  we 
were  it'must  be  summer." 

And  in  spite  of  any  protestations  I  might  at  different  times  have 
made  to  the  contrary,  either  out  of  compassion  for  my  host's  evident 
annoyance,  or  to  show  with  what  philosophic  equanimity  all  varia- 
tions'of  temperature  and  weather  can  be  endured,  I  must  say  that  I 
certainly  held  Dr.  JOHNSON'S  conviction  implicitly,  if  not  explicitly, 
or 'I  should  never  have  been  where  I  now  am,  i.e.,  on  board,  in 
harbour  within  easy  sight  but  difficult  reach  of  land,  being  rocked  to 
and  fro  with  a  motion  which  is  conducive  neither  to  reading,  writing, 
nor  thinking,  while  the  wind  is  blowing  great  guns,  the  rain  abso- 
lutely cascading,  and  the  vessel's  timbers  are  literally  shivering  and 
freaking  and  cracking  like  old  furniture  in  a  bedroom  in  the  small 
hours  of  the  night. 

Our  host  is  quite  distressed.  He  feels  inclined  to  apologise  to  his 
guests  for  the  inclemency  of  the  weather.  Still,  I  would  far  rather 
be  hero  than  in  one  of  those  isolated  whitewashed  cottages  on  one  of 
the  deserted-looking  islands  which  we  have  passed  en  route.  At  all 
events,  we  have  society,  provisions,  food,  warm  clothing,_  excellent 
drinks,  are  well  furnished  with  cigars,  tobacco,  and  pipes,  have 
plenty  of  books,  writing  materials,  sofas,  rugs  and  wraps,  games, 
cards,  piano,  and  a  sufficient  supply  of  music. 

We  actually  arc  getting  out  our  UrniMimes,  our  Mnrrays,  our 
Scotch  Railway  Guides,  with  pencil  and  paper,  to  see  what  is  the 
best  and  shortest  way  back  again  to  London ! 


Mil*.  PiAMsnoTH.oi  WITH  A  COLD.— "  I  always  like  a  man  to  utter 
his  political  and  moral  sediments  boldly." 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS.— In  no  case  can  Contribution!,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter.  «r  Drawings,  be  returned,  union  accompanied 
by  a  Stamped  and  Directed  Envelope  or  Cover.       Copies  of  MS    should  1>e  kept  bv  the  Render» 
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ALL    THE    DIFFERENCE. 

Lawyer.  "  I  COULDN'T  GET  THE  DEEDS  READY,  so,  AS  BROWN  WANTED  THE 
MONEY,   I  ADVANCED  HIM   FIVE  HUNDRED  POUNDS  ON  HIS   I.O.U.     HB  'u, 

EXECUTE   ASSIGNMENT  WHEN   BEADY.       IT   WILL   BE  ALL  BIGHT." 

Northern  Farmer.  "ALL  RIGHT!    IT'S  ALL  WRONG!    I.O.U.  NOWGHT  !    IT'S 
E.O.I.  !" 


A  LAY  OF  THE  LAW. 

[The  IneorporntrdJCaw  Society  has  just  held  a  very  micceMful 
meeting  at  Bath.J"  .•  »• 

SOLICITORS  met  down  at  Bath,  the  Demurrer 

Was  there,  Alli.hvits  as  fair  as  could  be, 
The  merry  Cognovits  and  gay  Writs  in  Error, 

Were  found  to  be  chatting  of  Felo-de-8e  ; 
They  talked  of  Commissions,  of  Hails,  of  Acquittal*, 

Justice  DAY  also  said  what  he  felt  as  a  Judge, 
And  thought  very  likely  that  many  acquittals 

And  speeches  deserved  Mr.  Burchelfs  word  "Fudge." 

There  came  Surrebutter,  and  eke  the  Demises, 

The  Feoffees  waltzed  with  the  Tenants  in  Tail ; 
'  !•  u  spoke  of  the  Sessions,  and  also  Assizes, 

To  make  malefactors  turn  terribly  pale. 
Replevin  was  there,  with  Escheats  and  Surrenders, 

Ejectments,  and  Rolls  in  Exchequer  of  Pleas, 
With  Habeas  Corpus,  with  Emblements,  Tenders— 

Oh,  who  would  not  revel  in  pleasures  like  these ! 

The  Mortgage  was  there,  and  the  Certiorari, 

With  three  months'  imprisonments,  others  for  life, 
And  Breaches  of  Promise,  where  THOMAS  and  MART 

Declined,  amid  laughter,  to  be  man  and  wife. 
The  Lawyers  wrangled  of  Plaint  and  Defendant, 

Of  fierce  Interpleadings  and  Equity  "jaw," 
And  thought  without  doubt  that  all  people  dependent 

On  Justice,  had  better  keep  clear  of  the  Law ! 


"  THE  ADMIRATION  AJSMY." — This  new  body,  consist- 
ing of  selected  Regiments  from  various  tributary  Mutual- 
Admiration  Societies,  will  be  solidly  compacted  on  the 
return  of  Mr.  HEXBY  IRVING,  Generalissimo  of  the  Forces, 
and  Miss  ELLEN  TERRY,  Vitandiere,  from  America.  Lord 
COLERIDGE,  Lord  WOLSELEY,  Sir  FREDERICK  LEIGHTON, 
Canon  FARRAR,  Sir  STAFFORD  NORTHCOTE,  and  Miss  BOOTH 
will  probably  be  offered  places  in  the  Orchestra,  when 
they  will  join  in  "  Sound  the  Loud  Trumpets."  Editors, 
Critics,  and  Reporters  will  hold  honorary  rank.  A  few 
carefully-selected  Dramatic  Authors  (limited  probably  to 
one)  will  be  invited  to  assist. 


"  IT  was  nearly  fatal,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  RAMS- 
BOTHA  M.  "  The  poor  man  swallowed  poison  by  mistake, 
but  fortunately  the  Doctor  came  in  time,  gave  him  a 
powerful  anecdote,  and  he  got  all  right  again." 


ARTICLES  DE  PARIS. 

IT  is  a  capital  idea,  that  occasional  column  one  sees  in  the  daily 
l>:i]«Ts  headed  "  Guide  to  Visitors  to  Paris,"  and  furnishing  the 
unsophisticated  Briton,  as  it  professes  to  do,  with  a  "  lift  of  some 
tirnt-f/n.t.i  JInitsi:t,  Jlnti'lx,  inn/  EttaKKtkmtntt"  where  he  can,  with 
confidence,  respectively  refresh  and  renew  the  inner  and  the  outer 
man  ;  still  it  is  possible  to  have  too  much  of,  or,  rather,  make  too 
much  of  even  a  good  idea.  For  instance,  it  is  all  right  enough  to 
send  M.  JOHN  BULL,  when  decoyed  from  Son  Isle  by  that  attractive 
form  of  a  little  social  break-out,  thr  <li-sire  fora"  few  days  in  Paris," 
either  to  the  Hotel  Continental  tor  his  board  and  lodging-,  or  to  the 
"  Grand  3foffamnt  du  Print/imps,"  for  Madame  JOHN'S  latest  Paris 
"  Confections  ;"  but  there  are  some  things  submitted  to  his  insular 
notice  that  scarcely  come  within  the  category  of  "  necessaires  de 
voyage."  Take  the  following : — 

PIRRORS    and    FRAMES.      Artistic.  —  LEVEXS.    Manufacturer, 
9,  Sue  de  1'Echelle.     First-class  assortment.     Xo  drawings  sent. 

Here  is  a  distinct  appeal  to  him  to  purchase  off-hand  a  large  look- 
ing-glass, a  piece  of  goods  that  must  prove,  by  the  way,  highly 
embarrassing:  in  anything-  like  a  rough  Channel  passage  ;  while, 
pcrnin,  this  simple  but  wholesale  domestic  allusion — 

BIBERON-ROBERT.     Does  not  exhaust  the  children.     Manufactory, 
Place  Daumcsnil.    Export. 

s  almost  gloomy  in  its  suggestion  of  perpetual  home  cares. 
Take,  too,  the  subjoined  rather  disquieting  medical  reminders : — 

ALCOOL  de  MEXTHE  of  RICQLES,  superior  for  all  stnmach.  head, 
heart,    and   nerve  diseases,    &c.     Forty-three   Tears'   §uec«ee.      Eight 
golden  medals,  25  rewards. — il.  Rue  Richer. 


M1 


"PURIFIER  of  the  BLOOD,  Ringworm.     36,  Ru«  Vivienne. 


rriRUSSMAKER.— HENRI  BONDETTI,  48,  Rue  Vivienne. 

It  may  be  fairly  assumed  that  the  blithesome  traveller  who  cannot 
get  along  without  indulging  in  an  outlay  for  one  or  more  of  these 
useful  but  significantly  penitential  adjuncts  to  a  holiday  excursion, 
had  far  better  have  never  come  abroad  at  all. 

But  it  becomes  clear  from  the  nature  of  some  of  the  Advertisements 
that  the  proclivities  of  tho  British  tourist  are  often  regarded  as 
verging  on  the  eccentric.  Here  are  two  selected  at  random : — 

T)  ROQUET,  Pumps,  121,  Eue  Oberkampt. 

MACHINES  for  TILE  and  BRICK  MANUFACTORY.— BOULET, 
LACROIX,  et  Cie.,  28,  Ru«  des  Ecluses  St.  Martin.    Catalogues  sent. 

Why  an  Englishman  who  has  innocently  been  doing  the 
"  Louver  "  should  suddenly  wish  to  purchase  a  pump  or  "  the  ma- 
chinery for  a  brick  and  tile  manufactory,"  unless  it  be  supposed  that 
having  a  tile  of  his  own  off,  he  might  possibly  desire  to  supply  the 
place  of  the  latter,  and  then  put  himself  under  the  former,  it  is 
difficult  to  conceive. 

Summing  up  the  list,  however,  it  is  pleasing  to  note  the  following 
concluding  compliment  to  the  cosmopolitan  character  of  British 
taste  :— 

TARDIX  ZOOLOGIQUE  d'ACCLIMATATION  «n  BOIS  de  BOU- 
tl  LOGXE.— Open  every  day.  Live  animals  on  sale.  Catalogues  for- 
warded. 

That  after  a  few  days  in  Paris,  M.  JOHN  BULL  should  be  en  route 
pour  Son  Isle  with  a  van-load  or  two  of  furniture,  materials  for  con- 
strurtin'T  a  Water- Work  Company  and  a  second-hand  Wild  Beast 
Show,  Catalogue  and  all,  evidently  strikes  the  careful  compiler  of 
the  "  Guide  to  Visitors  to  Paris  "  ac  "  O  yes— alright !  " 
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WHAT'S    IN    A    NAME? 

"  WHAT  A  FRETIIUTH  NOOTHBNTH  IT  ITH  !  JUTHT  BECAUTH  MA  THIRNAME 
HAPPEN™  TO  BE  ABRAMTII,  AND  MA  PAHENTH  CHRITUENED  ME  MOTHETH, 
LOTTH  O'  PEOPLE  THEEM  TO  THUTHPECT  I  MUTHT  BE  O'  HEBREW  ECTHTRACTHION  1 
WHEREATH  A  THWEAR  A  HAVEN'T  GOT  A  THINOLE  DROP  o'  HEBREW  BLOOD  IN 
ALL  MA  VEISTH,  'THKLPME!" 


THE  MILLIONAIRE  ON  THE  MOORS. 

MY  'art 's  in  the  'Ighlands,  my  'art  it  ain't  'ere, 
My  'art 's  in  the  'Ighlands,  along  of  the  deer  ; 
Along  of  the  wild  deer,  the  buck  and  the  doe : 
My  'art 's  in  the  'Ighlands,  I  'd  'ave  you  to  know. 

I  hought  bare  estates  up  of  lairds  proud  and  poor, 

As  they  'adn't  the  money  to  live  on  a  moor, 

Now  like  any  Duke  I  my  deer-forest  keep, 

And  grouse-shootins  also — don't  care  much  for  sheep. 

I  now  and  agin  leave  my  ware'ouse  be'ind, 
Go  North  for  refreshment  of  'ealth  and  of  mind, 
Where  solitude  reigns  on  the  'eath  all  around, 
On  the  'ole  of  my  propputty  I  don't  'ear  a  sound. 

There 's  no  eagles  now  in" the  mountains  to  scream, 
And  as  for  the  gos'awk,  'is  whistle 's  a  dream. 
There 's  never  no  falcons  a  flyin'  about, 
Shot  down  by  the  keepers  to  them  I  bought  out. 

Poor  beggars,  and  therefore  you  '11  own  they  was  free, 
Theirselves,  from  romance,  quite  as  much  so  as  me, 
In  Town  whilst  attendin'  to  bisnis,  although 
My  'art 's  in  the  'Ighlands  wherever  I  go. 


"  HAYDN'S  DICTIONARY  OF  DATES." 

SIB, — Last  Monday  there  was  a  Concert  whereat 
Abbe  FRANZ  LIZST'S  compositions  were  performed. 
The  Abbe  is,  I  believe,  alive  and  well ;  but  on  referring 
to  HAYDN'S  Dictionary  of  Dates  (for  1870)  I  find  this 
entry : — 

"  LISZT,  FRANZ,  Hungarian  Abbe  and  Pianist.  Born,  22 
Oct.  1811  ;  died,  Oct.  1868." 

HAYDN'S  Compiler  ought  to  have  known,  of  course, 
specially  as  in  this  very  year  1870  Abbe  FBANZ  LTZST  was 
granted  "by  Government"  a  pension  of  five  or  six  hundred 
a  year  for  life.  Artful  Government  this,  if  HAYDN'S  Dic- 
tionary of  Dates  (1870)  is  right ;  and  the  great  Pianist 
and  Composer  had  died  (without  communicating  the  fact 
to  anybody  except  the  compiler  of  this  work)  just  two 
years  before.  Why,  this  is  quite  a  little  "Haydn's 


Surprise ! ' 


Yours, 


A.  SHABP. 


[T9  "A.  SHARP."  —  Hadn't  you  better  buy  a  new 
Dictionary?  Eh?  In  that  old  edition  for  1870  they  were 
killing  'em  all  off,  so  as  to  start  afresh  next  year. — ED.] 


SPECULATION  AT  HAWABDEX.— The  G.  0.  M. 
down  Grand  Trunks." 


'  bearing 


THE  ALL-AT-SEA  SERPENT. 

(Stray  Leaf  from  a  Deep  Sea  Duiry.) 

•  •  •  *  * 

AFRAID  I  'm  too  late  for  that  "  Fisheries  "  concern.  Still,  I  '11  have 
a  shy.  "  Giant  Octopus,  I  know,"  says  a  distant  relative  of  his,  "  has 
just  got  a  medal."  Too  bad  to  leave  me  out  of  it,  and  I  'm  so  fond  of 
coloured  lights,  music,  and  cheap  fish-dinners.  Will  make  inquiries. 

*  •  » 

Heard  this  morning  from  a  friendly  Whale,  who  is  always  picking 

UiP  the  latest  reliable  gossip  under  the  keels  of  the  American  liners, 

istu  n.  s  concern  was  nearly  over.     Said,  though,  that  if  I 

wanted  to  go  ashore,  there  was  still  money  to  be  made  by  "  starring." 

Suggested  Aquarium  as  best  place  to  begin.     If  you  ''re  a  success 

you  re  put  on  posters  go  round  provinces,  then  cross  to  the  States. 

Ihey  all  dp  it.    Jumbo  did  it.    COLERIDOE  is  at  it.    IBVINO  's  doing 

•A°X'   •«.1   .??  "^y,1"1,0™  that,  would  have  turned  up  in  the 

middle  of  the  Atlantic,  had  a  good  look  at  him,  and  got  out  of  him 

11  about  terms.    However,  here  goes  for  the  shore  for  a  little  busi- 

ness on  my  own  account. 

•  •  •  .  . 

ce  *  ;mTelose  ""•    Horridly  warm  and  shrimpy.    Don't 
»trellh  r^T  tilery  rfter  eight  and  thirty  thou- 
s  of  the  real  deep  briny.     Never  mind,  business  is  busi- 
tan t  see  a  soul  on  shore,  though.    Better  »how  a  bit. 

*  *  •  * 

Given  a  rambol  or  two  on  the  surface,  and  displayed  to  'em  about 
hty  yards  or  so  of  me  at  a  time-(afraid  to  show  more  for  fear  of 


ness. 


frightening  'em) — and  finished  with  a  playful  splash  of  my  tail,  that 
must  have  been  seen  easily  from  five  counties.  Thought  so.  Quite 
successful.  Brought  out  a  Vicar  with  a  telescope.  Ask  him  if  he 's 
FABINI.  Says  "  No,"  but  that  he  '11  "  write  to  the  Times."  Goes  in 
and  gets  under  the  table.  Bah !  He 's  no  good  !  I  wonder  which  is 

the  way  to  Westminster  Bridge. 

**#### 

Bless  me,  what  a  job  I've  had  to  get  here!  And  the  Thames 
water — ugh  ! — but,  never  mind !  Have  seen  FAKINI,  after  dark;  off 
Lambeth  Pier.  Told  him  I  had  nearly  carried  away  Waterloo  Bridge 
coming  through,  and  as  I  'm  speaking  reach  as  far  as  Erith,  and  am 


six.  Terms,  one  per  cent,  on  gross  receipts,  to  be  put  to  my  credit 
in  any  sand  bank  I  like  to  name,  including  one-o'clock  dinner  on 
first-class  condemned  Billingsgate  fish,  and,  in  case  of  death,  right  to 
my  own  skin.  Sundays  out.  Tell  him  I  '11  let  him  know  next  week 
—take  a  turn  up  to  Battersea,  come  down  sharp,  and  pass  the  even- 
ing thinking  it  over  in  Pegwell  Bay. 

»»•»»• 

No— after  turning  it  well  over— can't  say  I  see  it.  Anyhow — not 
at  present.  Here!  what's  this  I  hear?  Someone  written  to  the 
Times  to  say  I  'm  only  "  a  line  of  soot."  Pooh  !  I  may  not  be  as 
black  as  I  'm  painted,  but  I  'm  not  soot.  So  off  to  the  bottom  of  the 
Pacific  again,  for  a  year  or  two,  to  consult  a  Solicitor. 

"  I  CALL  such  conduct  niggerly  !  "  whispered  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM  to 
her  niece,  as  she  sa,"wa.Millionnaire  put  sixpence  in  the  plate  at  Church. 
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Calby.   "  WUERF.  TO,  SIR  !  " 


WHAT  !  am  'sprised,  Massa  BULL,  iist  to  see  'im  again  ? — 

'Im  ole  boss  KKTCHEWAYO  come  back. 
Yes.  'im  'ere !     Berry  sorry,  'im  come  to  complain 
Ob  dem  niggers  down  dar,  who  say  'im  shan't  reign 

'Cos  'im  come  quite  the  Masher — in  black  ; 
So  'im  thinks  as  they  'spise  'im  in  tops  a  la  mode, 
'Im  would  like  to  c  me  back  to  Ole  Melbury  Road  ! 

When  'im  first  com   to  England,  'im  slide  down  the  stair, 

Dance  'im  war-dance  in  big  'Olland  Park  ;; 
Round  'im  head  a  cloth  muffin  of  gold,  too,  'im  wear, 
And  learn  to  drink  rum  while  'im  sit  on  a  chair, 

As  'im  sing  nigger  song  in  the  dark. 
Dem  dar  people  each  side  wish  'im  change  'is  abode, — 
But,  yah,  yah !  'im  still  stick  to  Ole  Melbury  Road  ! 


BACK    AGAIN  ! 
CfUwayo.  "  SAME  OLE  PLACE.     MELBURY  ROAD.      YAH  !   YAH  I   YAH  !  " 

But  he  stay  dar,  and  jump  dar— till  GLADSTONE  one  day 

Say  to  'im,  "  Dear  Brer  Nigger — go  back : 
'Cos  for  thirty-nine  pounds  of  beefsteak  ebery  day, 
Im  ole  Government,  vah !  vah !  'im  no  like  to  pay  ! ' 

"Take  'im  crown,  dar, — Brer  Xiggcr,  and  pack." 
And  den  dat  dar  Brer  Nigger,  with  joy  'im  explode, 
Andf  im  stand  on  'im  'cad,  in  Ole  Meloury  Road  ! 

.y  trim, 


But,  0  jrolly,  when  back  dar  'im  'rives  in  j 

Dem  Niggers  say,  "  AVhom  set  'im  free  (  " 
And  as  soon  as  'im  put  on  'im  crown  with  'im  brim, 
And  jist  say,  "  Massa  GLADSTONE,"  dem  say,  "  Whom  is  im  ?  " 

And  dis  Nigger,  'im  get  up  a  tree ! 
So  'im  wait  for  'im  chance,  and  'im  kick  off  'im  load, 
And  so  'ere  'im  come  back  to  Ole  Melbury  Road ! 
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A    DRIVE    ON    THE    MOORS. 

THE  REVOLUTION  OF  THE  'CYCLES  HAS  BROUGHT  MANY  STRANGE  THINGS  TO  PASS— WHY  NOT  THIS! 


ANOTHER  LITTLE  HOLIDAY  CRUISE. 

(On  to  Loch  Scavaig.) 

Evening  of  Third  Day  at  Tobermory.— MELLEVILM,  our  Commo- 
dore, says  that  the  glass  is  rising,  the  wind  abating,  and  that  we  shall 
sail  to-morrow.  General  excitement.  "  The  wind,"  he  explains,  "  will 
be  freshish.  I  expect,"  he  adds,  "  that  Madame  Creusa  will  jump  a 
bit  outside."  We  all  say,  "Oh,  never  mind  that,"  and  determine 
that  we  are  ready  for  all  risks  rather  than  remain  inactive  in 
harbour.  We  are  advised  to  "  belay,"  and  make  everything  "  taut " 
in  our  cabins.  Ominous,  but  exciting.  EILLICK  says  he  hopes  he  '11  be 
all  right.  I  join  KILUCK  ;  but  somehow,  though  I  wouldn't  on  any 
account  remain  in  harbour  any  longer,  yet,  to  adapt  the  line  from  Sir 
JOHN  MOORE'S  burial,  I  "  doubtfully  think  of  the  morrow." 
•  •**** 

I  The  morrow.  Wake  early  with  headache.  The  Merry  Young 
Steward,  entering  with  early  coffee,  says,  "  We  're  under  weigh  "— 
on  shore  he  is  a  young  London  valet,  but  here  he  is  more  nautical 
than  any  of  the  sailors}— so  that  I  have  slept  through  all  the  pre- 


before  she  does  "jump  a  bit  outside,"  and  complete  my  toilette  while 
a  perpendicular  position  is  possible.  I  do  so,  as  far  as  I  can,  but  in  a 
few  minutes  I  am  forming,  with  the  floor  of  my  cabin,  an  angle  of 
seventy-live.  Getting  hungrier  and  hungrier.  I  foresee  my  fate. 
"  Jump  a  bit  outside !"  Odear! 
Breakfast.— To  my  surprise  I  can  eat  a  hearty  breakfast,  and  feel 


on  deck.    Here  1  manfully  take  my  stand,  holding  on  by  a  rope,  and 

becoming  more  and  more  uncertain  every  quarter-of-au-hour. 

KII.I.ICK  has  disappeared.    CRAYLEY,  who  is  a  frail  creature,  and 

illy  Mitl'rring  from  headaches,  is  exceptionally  well,  and  sits  in 

a  chair  perfectly  calm  and  happy,  his  head  on  one  side,  critically 

examining  the  waves  (such  waves  !)  through  his  eye-glass.     I  envy 

him.     I  <  nvy  MKI.LKVII.I.I:,  who  has  a  chart  before  him.     I  could  no 

more  examine  that  chart  now  than  I  could  leave  my  rope,  or  take 

my  gaze  (I  feel'it  is  a  glassy  stare)  off  the  sea.     I  am  becoming  fixed 


y    *"  "     |$CUGlal,     i     uvm    L     WU11L     ,lll\      llUUUe.     UlM'Il     Ul     me. 

KiLLitK,  after  an  hour's  seclusion,  comes  up  on  deck  as  fresh  as  a 
lark— though  I  doubt  \yhether  a  lark  would  tind.  himself  BO  very 
fresh  when  a  yacht  is  "jumping  a  bit  outside  "  in  the  Atlantic. 
\\  to  said  he  was  "  disappointed  with  the  Atlantic  "  'f    I  think  i 
.  Ovu;  \Viii>K-.when-.h«. was  crossing  over. to  America.     1 
don  t  care,  as  far  as  the  sea-voyage  goes,  to  be  any  nearer  America 
than  I  am  at  present ;  but  I  certainly  am  not  disappointed  with  a 
I  much  as  I  have  at  present  seen  of  the  Atlantic.     Its  waves  are  mag 


iticent.     They  may  be  bigger  and  grander  elsewhere,  but  these 
will  do  for  me.    Yes,  they  will  emphatically  "do  for  me."     I  am 
nly  disappointed  with  myself.    For  two  hours  I  stand  expecting 
he  worst,  and  hoping  for  the  best.     "  To  be,  or  not  to  be,"  that  is 
lie  question.    By  twelve  o'clock  it  is  solved:  it  is  "to  be."    With 
sudden  rush  to  leeward— which  makes  them  think  I  am  bent  on 
uicide— I  surrender  myself,   cheerfully,   to  the  consequences, 
omfqrt  myself  by  saying,  "  It  will  do  me  good."    And  I  devoutly 
lope  it  will,  as  it  does  me  awfully  bad  at  the  moment. 

Then  I  retire.  With  difficulty  I  reach  my  cabin,  with  difficulty  I 
ie  down.  And  then— then !  it  feels  as  if  someone  were  taking  me 
ip  by  the  heels,  and  jobbing  my  head  downwards  against  the  pillow. 
)<>r  the  remainder  of  the  day  I  lie  here,  vainly  trying  to  sleep,  and 
incerely  wishing  I  could  gag  KttLiCK  (whose  getting  well  so  quickly 
secretly  resent),  whose  speaking  voice  I  hear  every  minute  laughing, 
alking,  asking  inane  questions,  and  preventing  my  going  to  sleep. 
f  I  could  get  at  KILLICK,  and  strangle  him,  I  might  be  better.  But 
1  can't  shout,  I  can't  get  off  my  berth,  and  there  is  no  bell.  The 
Jerry  Young  Steward  has  looked  in  once,  has  fastened  the  blind 
across  the  skylight  to  keep  out  the  sun,  and  has  not  returned.  At 
o'30  I  hear  the  welcome  grating  of  the  anchor-chains,  and  "  the 
movement  in  sea  "  ceases. 

I  prepare  for  dinner,  by  trying  to  part  my  hair  and  making 
myself  look  less  "  glazy."  I  appear  as  a  convalescent.  We  are 
moored  in  Loch  Scavaig,  Isle  of  Skye,  a  fearfully  wild  spot,  which 
might  have  been  the  country  residence  of  the  Three  Witches  in 
Macbeth.  Just  the  place  for  their  meeting  here  to-night,  now  that  the 
'  hurly-burly  's  done."  The  guide-book  writers  exhaust  the  vocabu- 
ary  of  abusive  admiration  for  Loch  Scavaig,  until  one  of  them, 
unable  to  hit  on  any  more  appropriate  simile,  calls  it  "  The  Avernus 
of  the  North." 

To-morrow  we  are  to  make  a  "fitcilis  descensus  "  on  the  Avernus 

serf  revocare  gradum  " — and  how  tired  I  shall  be  !  How  tired  I  am  ! 
Like  the  lover  in  LOVER'S  Irish  ballad,  "  I  am  not  myself  at  all;' 
though  it  would  be  difficult  to  say  who  I  am. 

I  can't  smoke  :  my  favourite  drinks  are  abhorrent  to  me  :  my  diet 
lias  been  of  the  plainest.  Messmates,  good-night !  And  so  at  an 
early  hour  I  retire  to  my  berth ;  and  as  I  undress,  commune  with 
myself  somewhat  to  this  effect :— "  Would  I  buy  a  yacht  if  I  had  the 
money  ?  Would  I  hire  one  for  a  couple  of  months'  holiday  trip  ? 
Would  it  be  the  most  satisfactory  way  of  spending  a  vacation  f  If 
line,  it  is  delightful — I  mean  if  tine  and  fairly  calm,  and  going  before 
the. breeze  ;  but  if  not,  if  blowy,  if  "jumping  a  bit,"  or  with  a  head- 
wind, or  at  sea  quite. out  of  reach  of  land,  and  unable  to  put  in  any- 
where and  come  *o  an  anchor  for.  dinner— how  would  that  be  for 
a  holiday  ?  Supposing,  too,  that  all  my  companions  were  to  suffer 
as  I  (evidently)  should,  why,  it  would  be  merely  a  floating  hospital." 
However,  before  arriving  at  our  destination,  I  am  likely  to  be  sorely 
tried  again,  and  so  I  will  snatch  a,"  fearful  joy  "  to-morrow  on  shore 

by  "doing  "  Avernus,  "  and  after  " Now,  bed. 

Off  Avernus  Loch  Scavaig,  Isle  of  Skye. — Merry  Young  Steward 
enters  cabin  at  6'45.     Fine  morning.     I  am  better,  but  only  conva- 
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ANCIENT 

Till   EGYPTIAN 

.,  PATENT!    HYMN 


RAILWAY    PUZZLE. 

To  FIND  THE  NAME  OF  THE  STATION. 


lescent.  Very  cautious  at  breakfast,  Roughish.  wet  on  deck,  and 
cold  :  bathing  not  enticing,  "  on  account,"  the  Merry  Steward  says, 
"  of  the  dog-fish."  The  dog-fish,  it  appears,  are  of  the  Shark  family, 

— young  Scotch  or  Hebridean  snarks — and  if  you  bathe, but,  in 

fact,  nobody  does  bathe  where  the  dog-fish  are. 

No  one  feels  better  for  yesterday's  gale. 

With  waterproofs  on,  we  put  off  in  gig.  Avernus  looks  more 
Avernus  than  ever  as  we  get  nearer  and  nearer.  Not  a  living  soul 
to  be  seen ;  not  a  sign  of  habitation.  The  tops  of  the  mountains  are 
enveloped  in  mist,  which  is  slowly  rising.  This  part  of  Skye  can 
only  be  inhabited  by  ghosts  of  departed  Scotchmen  who  have  come 
"  bock  agen."  I  should  not  be  in  the  least  surprised  were  LOCKE'S 
ll'itchcs'  ('hums  in  Macbeth  to  be  heard  behind  those  heavy  mists, 
or  were  we  actually  to  come  upon  the  Weird  Sisters  out  for  a  holiday 
— a  Witches'  Sabbath — picnicking  around  their  cauldron,  and  rising 
to  dance  to  a  time  played  by  Turn  (fnhnnter's  goblin  piper  !  In  fact, 
nothing  supernatural  would,  astonish  me  here.  I  should  be  prepared 
for  anything — except  seeing  Skye-terriers  in  Skye  !  Don't  believe 
there  are  any.  Should  say  that  they  had  all  turned  into  dog-fish. 

It  is  not  easy  walking.  Big  black  boulders,  sometimes  enormous, 
presenting  the  appearance  of  buried  elephants,  their  backs  only  being 
visible,  petrified  by  time  and  exposure ;  the  devious  tracks  between 
the  buried  elephants'  backs — which  it  would  be  flattery  to  call  sheep- 
walks — are  composed  of  bits  of  rock,  shifty  sand,  heather-moss,  and 
peat-bog  of  a  very  deceptive  character.  The  Sun  suddenly  comes 
out,  and,  when  it  does  so,  it  comes  out  very  strong,  so  that  we  take 
ott'  our  waterproof-coats  and  caps,  and  breathe  more  freely.  We 
have  scarcely  experienced  this  relief  for  three  minutes,  than  down 
pours  the  rain,  and  on  have  to  go  our  coverings  again.  There  is  no 
faith  to  be  placed  in  the  climate  of  Scotland.  CRAYLKY,  generally 
rather  an  invalid,  and  short-sighted,  skips  from  rock  to  rock,— 
like  a  mountain-goat  with  a  glass  in  its  eye.  KILLICK  is  in 
the  height  of  good-humour  because  everyone  else — even  CRAYLEY 
occasionally — is  more  or  less  in  difficulties  ;  and  he  has  managed  to 
get  well  in  front,  and  then  asks  the  others  ' '  why  we  don't  come  on  ?  " 

Sun  shining.    Very  hot  as  we  re-embark  in  the  gig. 

Happy  Thought. — Bathe  before  lunch.  No  dog-fish  close  to  shore. 
Not  deep  enough  for  them,  and  they  're  too  deep  1'or  it. 


For  once,  all  agree  to  this.  Yes,  just  the  very  time !  No  sooner  is 
this  settled,  than  the  wind  begins  to  blow,  the  ware*  to  rise,  the 
spray  to  attack  us,  so  that  we  have  to'  resume  our  mackintoshes — 
and  in  another  second  we  ore  all  complaining  of  cold,  and  decide, 
netn.  con.,  that  we  can't  bathe  with  any  sort  of  comfort  to-day. 
Lunch.  Directly  the  eating  and  drinking  is  finished,  we  are  off. 

I  am  still  cautious,  and  do  not  rush  up  on  deck  in  too  great  a 
hurry.  They  tell  me  the  wind  will  be  with  us  the  whole  time. 
"  Now  we  sail  with  the  gale"— only,  it  is  not,  thank  goodness!  a 
gale,  merely  a  breeze. 

It's  All  Ova! 

[Artificial  eggs  are  now  manufactured  in  America  of  corn-flour,  starch, 
albumen,  gelatine,  and  plaster  of  Paris.] 

"  As  sure  as  eggs  are  eggs."    Alas !  the  bases 

Of  Faith  cold  Science  one  by  one  effaces. 

Bang  goes  another  axiom !— black  disaster ! 

Eggs  are  not  eggs,  but  corn-flour,  starch,  and  plaster, — 

"Keep  good  for  years,  and  are  not  easily  broken." 

Quite  likely.     But  this  is  another  token 

That  Faith" and  Nature  are  on  their  last  legs. 

Art  has  but  one  last  crux — to  hatch  her  eggs. 


HIGH  Junes  rtf  THE  HIGHLANDS.— On  Wednesday,  last  week,  in 
a  heavy  downpour  of  rain  upon  a  large  crowd  of  people,  the  Obser- 
vatory erected  on  Ben  Nevis  was  formally  opened  with  ceremonies 
performed  by  a  Lady  who  defied  the  deluge.  Xote.— Ben  Nevis, 
the  Scotch  Big  Ben.  Eh,  Mr.  AULDJO  ? 


SOME  disappointment  is  felt  in  certain  circles  at  Trinity  College. 
Cambridge,  having  been  chosen  for  the  young  Prince.  An  aggrieved 
one  was  reminded  that  Trinity  is  the  Prince  of  WALES'S  own  College. 
"  No,  it  isn't !  "  was  the  immediate  retort.  "  The  Royal  College  of 
Music  is  the  Prince  of  WALES'S.  Why  couldn't  he  send  his  boy 
there  ?  "  After  this,  explanation  was  useless. 
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THOSE    BROWNS    AND    THEIR    LUMINOUS    PAINT    AGAIN. 


"  DISINTEGRATION  ! " 

"Like  Achilles  emerging  from  hig  tent,  he  is  evidently  determined  that 
his  followers  as  well  as  his  adversaries  shall  be  reminded,  by  contrast,  of  his 
prolonged  absence  from  the  field  .  .  .  .  His  attack  is  damaging  enough,  hut 
it  overthrows  hia  own  friends  almost  as  completely  as  his  opponents." — The 
J  tints . 

Ei>  A  VAST  !    Ah,  Sir  Knight,  a  redoubtable  cry, 

Calculated,  you  think,  scattered  forces  to  rally. 
The  time  for  tent-dwelling  you  deem  is  gone  by, 

And  so  arm  cap-a-pie  for  a  desperate  sally. 
I  naomlled  at  onset,  a  Rupert  at  least, 

With  a  dash  of  Murat  and  a  touch  of  Achilles. 
And  then  what  a  charger !    A  thoroughbred  beast, 

>\  ho  pules  about  prudence  then  ?    Out  on  such  sillies  ! 

•nJnf°1?  ?,.  ^  discouragement  reigns  in  their  hosts, 

ine  Kadical  ruck  will  not  tight  long  together. 
And  as  to  the  Whigs,  poor  lost  wandering  ghosts, 

II   v  would  only  too  gladly  escape  GLADSTONE'S  tether. 
Jlicir  low  imprecations  have  greeted  your  ears  — 

How  sad  is  their  lot  whose  sole  solace  is  cursing ! 
Ine  country,  heart-sick  of  the  barren  three  years, 

Its  hat  but  waits  a  fair  chance  of  reversing. 

E r  "IF"1'  then  !     Of  course  !     A  beau  s"breur  like  you 

la  the  very  commander  for  such  an  occasion. 
for  quieter  times  gentle  STAFF?  may  do, 

With  his  love  of  fair  fence  and  fine  chivalrous  suasion 

'^Tn  T?  \hat  qneer  Iled  Clloss  Kni*ht  and  the  rest, 
Very  stodgy  old-stagers,  want  rallying  slightly  • 
Their  usage  of  you  has  been  none  of  thAest, 

>«  will  show  what  it  means  to  be  dashing  and  knightly 
Enarant!    And  a  War  Cry !    That 's  ready,  of  course, 
One  qmte  a /«  Dizzr  -'tis  "  Disintegration!  " 
And  ?iT~rv   mf?>  . T'*  il  V   Va*ueness  has  force, 
In-™/]   /A  ^{Ten  *  ^ey-shields,  wakes  trepidation 
V  wl       1     '   ^e  1ue^,on-     To  frighten  your  foes 
By  war-whoops  is  possible-when  they  are  savages  ; 
Bit  cm  bono  chargers  and  fine  swashing  blows, 
It  ranks  they  are  found  making  ravages  ? 


'Ware  heels !    How  he  backs  and  buck -jumps,  your  brave  steed ! 

What  a  shower  of  splashes  behind  him  he  spatters ! 
SMITH  doesn't  half  like  it,  and  STAFF  must  take  heed. 

Rather  rum  Rosin  ante  who  followers  scatters ! 
The  cool  Standard-bearer  looks  flurried  and  cross, 

The  gig-lamps  of  CEOSS  gleam  "  so  savage  and  Tartarly," 
And  grandmother  NOETHCOTE  exclaims,  "  Drat  that  'oss ! 

Call  this  a  Review  ?    It  must  be  the  hind- Quarterly  .'  " 

Ah !  RupERT-crjM-QurxoTE,  deliberate  dash 

Is  a  capital  thing,  when  well-timed  and  well-measured. 
But  the  leader  who  leads  to  surrender  or  smash. 

Though  he  charge  like  a  torrent,  not  long  will  be  treasured. 
You  've  tried  the  Thor-hammer  tornado-like  style 

Once  or  twice,  and  its  end  has  been — capitulation. 
The  foe  at  your  charger  and  war-whoop  will  smile, 

If  amidst  your  own  ranks  they  bring  "  Disintegration." 

it  A  REVIEWER  REVIEWED.— But  for  G.  A.  S.'s  reference  to  it  in  his 
"  Echoes,"  only  a  select  few  would  have  known  anything  about  the 
Saturday  Review  article  on  our  hearty  condemnation  of  RABELAIS.  The 
Reviewer,  after  agreeing  with  us  on  our  two  essential  points,  firstly, 
that  RABELAIS  requires  a  thorough  cleansing  before  he  can  be  intro- 
duced into  the  polite  society  of  to-day,  and  secondly,  that,  perhaps, 
after  all,  Professor  MORLEY  had  better  have  left  the  "dirty  old  black- 
guard" and  all  his  works  alone,— attempts  to  represent  him  as  a  highly 
moral  and  kindly  old  cleric,  on  the  strength  of  a  few  passages  in  his 
writings,  gems  which,  to  our  thinking,  are  not  worth  wading  through 
the  intolerable  muck  to  pick  up.  But  as  the  writer  has  evidently 
only  selected  this  congenial  subject  in  order  to  use  it  as  a  stalking- 
horse  for  a  malicious  attack  on  ourselves,  Mr.  Punch  leaves  him  to 
splash  about  to  his  heart's  content  in  his  own  ink -pool,  from  which 
he  may  emerge  as  clean  as  RABELAIS  himself  could  wish  to  see  him. 


SONG   OF  THE   CONSERVATIVE  WORKING-MAN. 

I  LIKES  a  House  o'  good  Peers,  I  does, 

1  'm  perticular  partial  to  Peers  ; 
Confound  them  there  Rads,  the  cantankerous  Cads, 

Who  would  rob  the  poor  man  of  his  Peers  ! 
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TRIBUTE    DEW    TO    BEN    NEVIS. 

JUST  NOW  THB  OBSERVED  or  ALL  OBSERVERS.     MRS.  CAMERON  CAMPBELL 

CROWNS  THE  EDIFICE. 


THE  SPEAKER. 

(A  Handbook  to  Ready-made  Oratory.) 
PABT  I.— LOYAL  TOASTS. 

ALMOST  everybody  can  manage  to  propose  the  health  of  Royalty.  The  subject 
carries  with  it  regulation  applause  and  conventional  enthusiasm.  The  proposer 
of  "The  Queen"  should  adopt  an  official  tone,  as  if  for  the  nonce  he  were 
Premier  or  Lord  Chancellor.  He  should  convey  the  idea  that  he  was  on  terms 
of  respectful  familiarity  with  Her  MAJESTY — that  it  was  no  unusual  thing  for 
him  to  drop  in  to  live  o'clock  tea  at  Balmoral,  or  lunch  at  Windsor.  That  in 
spite  of  this  friendly  feeling  he  yet  could  be  an  impartial  critic,  and  in  that 
character  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  Monarchy  was  a  decidedly  sensible 
and  list-till  institution.  But  perhaps  to  show  exactly  what  is  meant,  the  Handbook 
may  drop  for  a  little  time  into  a  theatrical  form. 

SCENE — A  lianijiifting  Hall.     Principal  guests  on  a  raised  platform.     Remainder 
seated  at  lung  tables.     The  grace  has  been  said  or  sung.     There  is  much 
in  line,  anil  //leu  it  silenec  an  (i  (ientleman  with  a   donhle  eyeglass — ought  to 
hafe  n  double  eyei/lnss  trlien  you  want   to  propose   "  The   Queen"— risen 
nloirly  niiil  iritli  iiiueh  dignity.    Kathcr  intojrieated  applause,  which  is  checked 
by  Toast  Muster,  irlio  begs  all  present  In  "  charge  their  glasses." 
Toast  Proposer  (looking  at  a  list  before  him  through  his  glasses,  and  then  Ixuriiii/ 
to  a  feeble   Youth  on  his  right}.  My  Lord—  (abruptly] — and  Gentlemen — (ap- 
plause)— when  an  assembly  of  Englishmen — (pause) — I  repeat,  Englishmen — 
(applause) — meet  together  anywhere,  it  is  at  once  their  duty  and  their  pleasure 
to  drink  the  health  of  their  Sovereign.     (Cheers.)     It  is  unnecessary  for  me  to 

say  that (Here  follows  irhut  it  is  unnecessary  for  him  to  say  about  the  Ion'  <-t 

the.  lirilun  fur  the  Throne,  &c.,  &c.)  But  why  should  I  detain  you  longer ': 
(A  conundrum  u-hich  is  given  up  by  all  present.)  The  toast  will  be  drunk  by  you 
all  with  enthusiasm.  (Seeing  that  the  interest  is  iraning, — to  arouse  attention. 
But,  before  I  conclude,  I  think  I  may  venture  to  sav,  with  Lord  GOOSEBERRY'S 
permission—  (Feeble  Youth  smiles  vaguely) — that  had  Her  MAJESTY  known  that 
this  gathering — but  perhaps  I  weary  you — ( Cries  of  "  Ao,  HO  .'  "  and  "  Go  on  !  ") 
—that  had  Her  MAJESTY  known  that  this  (fathering— but  there— (with  a  diplo- 
matic smile,  and  beating  time  with  his  double  eyeglass) — this  is  scarcely  the 
moment  for  explanation.  All  I  would  say,  and  I  say  it  with  the  utmost  hearti- 


ness, my  Lord  and  Gentlemen— the  Queen  !     (Sit*  down 
with  the  air  of  an  Archbishop  who,  having  just  a- 
an  episcopal  charge,  is  now  bent  upon  retiring  into  private 
life  with  as  much  humility  as  his  high  position  admits. 

If  the  Chairman  is  able  to  give  an  anecdote  about 
Royalty,  a  great  chance  is  opened,  to  those  who  listen  to 
him,  of  confirming  his  statement  by  a  loud  "hear, 
hear !  "  that  argues  that  they  (the  utterers  of  the  "  hear, 
hear !  ")  know  as  much  about  the  matter  as  the  Speaker 
himself.  This  "hear,  hear!"  is  very  useful  when 
members  of  the  Royal  Family  are  mentioned.  Thus  a 
pushing  Physician  or  a  "  Society  Barrister"  can  convey 
a  world  of  information  in  a  cheer,  confirmatory  of  the 
platitudes  that  "  the  Princess  is  beautiful,"  "  the  Prince 
is  as  good-natured  as  he  is  conscientious  to  perform  his 
public  duties,"  and  that  "  the  Duke  is  a  most  able  sea- 
man." A  certain  Doctor  has  been  known  to  bring  tears 
into  the  eyes  of  all  present  by  the  deeply  sympathetic 
tone  in  which  he  has  applauded  the  remark  that  "  tin: 
Duke  of  CONN  AUGHT  has  ever  preferred  duty  to  pleasure." 
The  learned  healer  on  hearing  this  statement  is  wont 
to  look  up  sharply  at  the  speaker,  shake  his  head  slowly, 
sigh,  ana  observe,  "  Hear,  hear ! "  in  a  voice  suggestive 
of  a  response  in  church. 

In  proposing  the  members  of  the  Royal  Family,  it  is 
as  well  to  bear  in  mind  their  chief  characteristics.  The 
Prince  and  Princess  may  be  left  out  of  the  collection, 
as  everyone  knows  their  excellent  qualities.  Here  follows 
a  list : — 

Duke  of  Etlinburgh.-Sa.iior.  Plays  the  fiddle  like  an 
angel.  Married  to  rich  Russian  Princess.  Friend  of  Sir 
ABTHTTB  SULLIVAN.  Name  of  His  Royal  Highness  can 
be  easily  introduced  a  propos  of  the  Fisheries  Exhibition, 
Diamonds,  Coastguard  Service,  Nihilism,  and  H.M.S. 
Pinafore. 

Duke  of  Connaught. — First-class  Soldier,  covered  with 
Egyptian  medals.  Married  to  daughter  of  "the  Red 
Prince."  Has  served  in  Artillery,  Rifle  Brigade,  and 
Hussars.  Is  now  a  Colonel  in  the  Guards.  Useful  orna- 
ment to  dissertation  upon  the  toast,  "  The  Army,  Navy, 
and  Volunteers."  His  Royal  Highness  may  be  called  "  the 
heroic  and  beloved  son  of  our  revered  Sovereign  " — by  a 
provincial  Mayor.  Name  may  be  introduced  anent  Ire- 
land, the  Franco-German  War,  Foreign  Stocks — "  Prefs  " 
and  "  Unified  "  the  late  Duke  of  WELLINGTON,  and  "  the 
Patent  Camp  Equipage  Hold- All." 

Duke  of  Albany. — Scientific.  Called  after  the  old  King 
of  the  Belgians.  Was  at  Oxford.  Connected  more  or  less 
with  South  Kensington ;  Upton  Park  Road,  Bedford  Park ; 
the  Kyrle  Society ;  and  Cremona  violins.  Is  walking 
in  the  steps  of  the  late  greatly  lamented  Prince  Con- 
sort, &c.,  &c. 

Prince  Teck. — Served  with  distinction  as  a  letter- 
carrier  on  the  field  of  Tel-el-Kebir,  sold  furniture  of 
Kensington  Palace  by  auction,  and  retired  abroad.  Name 
of  no  great  value  to  anyone.  Is  a  "  Serene  Highness." 
Semi-royal  joke  to  be  used  rather  late  in  the  evening. 
"  As  the  Duke  takes  adversity  and  prosperity  with  equal 
equanimity,  in  years  gone  by  he  would  have  been  called 
an  '  All  Serene  Highness.'  " 

A  Royalty  returning  thanks  will  speak  of  the  "  Duchess 
and  himself  "  as  being  greatly  gratified  at  "  the  very  kind 
manner  "  in  which  the  toast  nas  been  received.  He  will 
be  also  pleased  (when  receiving  a  deputation  for  instance 
on  landing  after  a  particularly  rough  passage),  "  at  the 
expression  of  loyalty  to  the  QUEEN,  to  which  the  Mayor 
and  Corporation  will  give  vent.  At  a  few  moments'  notice 
he  will  learn  the  name  of  the  town  and  its  chief  product, 
and  introduce  both  into  his  reply,  and  suggest  that,  as 
he  was  not  lucky  enough  to  be  born  there,  "he  should  be 
very  jileased  to  be  associated  with  so  interesting  a  part 
of  Her  Majesty's  dominions."  But  even  this  is  scarcely 
ry.  Should  the  Royalty  be  heard,  so  much  the 
better ;  but  should  his  voice  be  weak,  it  will  be  drowned 
by  the  cheers,  and  nothing  of  the  speech  will  catch  the 
populace.  And — once  again — sometimes  so  much  the 
better '.  

Poetry  for  the  Porte. 
(Duffcriv's    J-'eraion,) 

EUBOPE  had  an  old  Islam, 

Uncivilised  and  sluw, 
And  every  way  that  Europe  went, 

IsUm  refused  to  go. 
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SONGS  OF  THE 
STREETS. 

A  ROVSDEL  IK    THE 

It!  we  shout  with  voice 

ecstatic. 

As  the  coming  'bus  we 
spy; 

n  the  wet  we  get  rheu- 
matic— 

in: 

Stop!    we    fain    would 

travel  dry, 

)  conductor  acrobatic, 
Why  not  stop  a  moment, 
why  ? 

'  Full  inside !  "  the  auto- 
cratic 
Driver  yells  as  he  goes 

by! 

kill  we  shout  with  voice 
emphatic, 
Hi! 


ONE  of  the  Musical 
Correspondents  —  a  very 
learned  person,  of  course — 
it  Leeds  asked  when  the 
"English  pitch"  was  going 
to  be  touched  by  the  I^egis- 
lature  ?  The  present  Minis- 
try has  quite  enough  on  its 
liumU  without  meddling 
with  this,  which,  remem- 
bering the  proverb  about 
pitch  generally,  they  will 
be  very  careful  to  avoid. 


"  Ah !  it  was  a  gale ! " 
said  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM  ; 
"  it  shook  our  house  by 
the  sea-side,  and  I  couldn't 
Help  murmuring  to  myself, 
as  I  lay  awake,  the  words 
of  the  old  song  you  know, 
my  dear,  '  Cease,  rude 
Borax'  !" 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.   159. 


"GENERAL"    BOOTH. 
His  OWN  TRUMPETER. 


SHAKSPEARE  AT 
PADDIXGTON. 

I  KNOW  a  bank  whereon 
foul  road-slush  flows, 

Where  passing  one  hath 
need  to  hold  one's  nose ; 

Where  the  familiar  slop- 
carts  do  combine 

To  store  malodorous  muck 
in  fetid  line. 

There  drowses  heavy 
BUMBLE  day  and  night, 

Lulled  into  stupor  to  his 
soul's  delight. 

He,  with  his  pompous  Pad- 
dingtonian  kin, 

With  well-plumped  pocket 
and  with  well-filled  skin, 

Allows  the  fetid  foul  fer- 
menting mass 

To  nauseate  the  souls  of 
all  who  pass. 

Addendum  by  Mr.  Punch. 

BUMBLE  's  our  "  Bottom  " .' 
— written  down  an  Ass  ! 


AN  eminent  tenor  of 
everybody's  acquaintance 
is  always  dreadfully  ner- 
vous when  he  has  to  sing 
a  new  song.  He  shivers 
from  head  to  heel.  One  of 
the  audience  seeing  this 
effect,  and  ignorant  of  the 
cause,  supposed  that  the 
poor  man  had  caught  a 
severe  chill.  "Not  a  bit  of 
it,"  explained  a  friend,  "  it 
is  only  because  it's  the 
first  night  of  a  new  song." 
"  Ah,  1  see,"  was  the  reply, 
"  he  feels  cold  because  he 
is  in  a  state  of  new  ditty." 


MR.  GLADSTONE'S  PATRON 
SAINT. — St.  Mary  Axe. 


MEMS.  OF  A  MINUTE  PHILOSOPHER. 

•  •  *•  •  *  * 

WONDERFUL  how  people  got  along  in  the  old  empirical  rule-of- 
thnmb  times,  when  tie  mini  mis  non  curat  lex  was  indeed  a  verity. 
Why,  de  minimis  is  the  theme  and  care  of  the  Minute  Philosopher,  and 
lex  is  every  day  dealing  more  closely  and  rigorously  with  what  are 
erroneously  called  the  n'  small  things"  of  life.  Our  only  difficulty 
is  to  get  Law  to  move  fast  enough.  Law  ought  to  tit  in  like  a  second 
skin.  And  it  doesn't — yet.  Look  at  Breathing,  for  instance  !  The 
most  important  action  of  Life,  and  Law  hardly  touches  it.  Fools 
have  a  frantic  notion  that  they  may  respire  just  as  they  please, 
breathe  freely,  as  they  would  say.  What  can  be  more  absurd  ?  I  have 
been  thinking  a  deal  about  Breathing  lately.  It  is  a  sadly  neglected 
subject.  Doctors,  indeed,  have  written  books  about  "  The  Air  we 
Breathe,"  but  how  about  the  way  in  which  we  breathe  it  ?  A  virgin 
subject,  which  I,  JOHN  PARTLET,  M.U.B.S.,  have  made  mv  own. 
Shall  not  write  to  the  papers  about  it  this  time,  or  read  a  "  Paper." 
No.  I  shall  write  a  Handbook !  It  has  long  been  the  ambition  of 
mv  life  to  write  a  Handbook,  and  here  's  my  chance.  Such  a  subject ! 
Who  knows  just  how  many  respirations  per  minute  he  ought  to  allow 


sibilities  of  GERMS,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  empirical,  l<nrless 
respiration    is   High    Treason   to   the   Race !     My   Handbook   will 

prove  it. 

****** 

And  to  think  of  the  horrors  of  a  World  without  Handbooks  !  Sur- 
vival of  the  Fittest,  indeed !  The  wonder  is  that  there  were  any  fit 

to  survive  ! ! ! 

****** 

And  yet  what  a  lot  of  people  there  are  still  left !  The  Survival  of 
the  Unfit !  There 's  a  promising  subject !  I  must  think  it  over,  and 
perhaps  prepare  a  paper  on  it  for  the  coming  Pancosmical  Congress. 


An  important  section  of  my  Handbook  will  be  devoted  to  demon- 
strating that  the  mode  and  rate  of  the  respiration  of  the  Individual 
should,  in  the  interests  of  the  Community,  be  regulated  by  Late.  Free 
Breathing  has  doubtless  been  the  curse  o'f  the  world.  I  'm  astonished 
—but  glad— that  no  one  ever  thought  of  this  before.  Breathe  freelu— 
which  means  capriciously  and  unscientifically— indeed  !  Monstrous ! ! 
n  view  of  the  Lung-Furnace  Theory  and  the  awful  unplumbed  pos- 


Lines  for  a  "  Leader." 

BETWEEN  China  and  France  there  exist  "  complications," 

Which  have  "  strained"  to  the  utmost  their  "  mutual  relations, 

Till  they  now  have  arrived  at  a  state  of  such  "  tension  " 

As  to  furnish  occasion  for  "  grave  apprehension  ;  " 

And,  because  they  are;quite  the  reverse  of  "  elastic  " 

They  are  likely  to  snap.     But  a  remedy  "drastic," 

As  the  safest  and  surest  of  friendly  advice  is, 

Would  but  sharply  "  accentuate  "  this  present  "  crisis." 


"CLIFFORD  LLOYD  in  Aygypt,"  read  out  TIM  MURPHT.  "Is  it 
that  same  CLIFFORD:  "  exclaimed  PAT  FEENT  the  Fenian.  " Loy\l  in 
Aygypt,  did  he  ?  Faix,  he  'd  lay  annywhere." 


MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM,  on  hearing  that  a  young  lady  friend  was  about 
to  be  married,  remarked,  "Of  course  she'llibuy  all  her  wedding 
things  at  Madame  TROUSSEAU'S." 
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CONCLUSIVE! 

Volunteer  Colonel  (Swell  Brewer).  "I'M  AFRAID,  MR.  JENKINH,  YOU  HAD  BEEN  INDULGING  IN  POTATIONS  THAT  WERE  TOO  STRUNG 

FOR  YOU  I "  [Private  J.  teas  being  "  called  over  the  coals  "  for  insubordination  at  the  Intpection. 

I'rimtc  Jrnkina  (who  is  still  wearing  his  Bayonet  on  the  wrong  side).   "  OH,  I  COULDN'T  HAVE  BEEN  DRUNK,  SIR,  FOR  I  SEVER  HAD 

NO   MORE  THAN   ONE   PlNT  O'   YOUR   ALE   ALL  TUB   BLESSED   DAY  !  " 


THE  OLD  VENETIAN  BLIND. 

"  Life  would  be  tolerable  were  it  not  for  its— Venetians." 

The  Swinging  Philosopher. 

VKXKTIAN  Blinds  ?    I  hate  'em,  yet  they  always  seem  to  me 

Fit  emblems,  in  a  mansion,  of  re-spec-ta-bil-i-tee  : 

And  memories  their  greenery  will  doubtless  ever  bring, 

Of  stocks,  and  stays,  and  curly  hats,  when  GEOHQE  THE  FOURTH  was 

King : 

Connected  with  that  period  they  all  appear  to  be. 
With  port  and  polished  tables  made  of  dark  ma-hog-a-nee. 
In  spite  of  all  these  memories,  I  think  you  '11  feel  inclined 
To  speak  in  terms  disparaging  the  old  Venetian  Blind  ! 

Though  boasting  many  virtues,  it  is  not  possessed  of  one  ; 

It  keeps  your  room  as  dark  as  night  or  dazzles  you  with  MIII  ; 

It  has  a  cord  of  many  knots,  not  one  of  them  is  right, 

And  halyards  which  will  never  work  to  turn  it  "  dark"  or  "  light." 

'Tis  noisy,  too,  and  cumbersome — you  pull  it  up  with  dread, 

It  comes  down  with  a  clatter  on  your  shoulder  or  your  head  ! 

'Tis  a  fearful  nuisance,  and  vou  very  soon  will  find 

A  terrible  impostor  is  the  old  Venetian  Blind ! 

Its  pulleys  never  glibly  run,  its  laths  are  seldom  strong, 

Its  webbing  ever  giving  way,  its  lines  are  always  wrong ; 

They  often  break  quite  suddenly,  and,  as  the  blind  you  scan, 

It  gives  an  imitation  of  an  epileptic  fan ! 

You  may  storm  and  you  may  bluster,  may  objurgate  and  frown, 

When  down,  you  cannot  get  it  up  ;  when  up,  can't  get  it  down  ! 

Though  workmen  come  and  workmen  go — you  '11  have  to  be  resigned, 

And  spend  a  little  fortune  on  the  old  Venetian  Blind ! 

I  wonder  who  invented  it,  and  was  he  known  to  fame  ? 

I  feel  so  very  certain  that  it  ne'er  from  Venice  came  ; 

It  never  sheltered  Poges  from  the  ardent  solar  rays, 

Nor  screened  Venetian  beauties  from  their  lovers'  longing  gaze ! 


It  must  have  been  invented  by  some  tiend  in  human  shape, 

To  give  the  world  a  trouble  that  it  never  could  escape — 

For  health  and  wealth  and  happiness,  and  ease  and  peace  of  mind, 

All  perish  in  the  worry  of  the  old  Venetian  Blind ! 

A  TUNNEL  TO  THE  ISLE  OF  WIGHT! 
(Extract  from  a  Submarine  Conreriation-Sook.) 

SHALL  I  be  able  to  enjoy  a  view  of  the  lloyal  Yacht  Squadron  when 
I  am  under  the  Solent  ? 

Ah !  So  Hyde  and  Cowes  have  now  become  one  town,  have  they  ( 
And  how  like  Margate  the  place  looks,  with  all  these  excursionists 
having  donkey-rides  on  the  beach ! 

Those  swings  and  merry-go-rounds  in  the  neighbourhood  especially 
odd  greatly  to  the  appearance  of  Osborne  from  the  sea. 

As  Ventnor  nowlias  an  Aquarium,  three  Music-Halls,  and  a 
branch  of  the  Salvation  Army,  we  already  see  the  advantages  of  the 
"  Isle  of  Wight  and  Mainland  National  tunnel." 

Did  you  say  that  the  new  Company  formed  to  make  a  branch  sub- 
marine line  to  the  Channel  Islands  is  in  liquidation  '' 

How  pleasant  it  is  to  see  all  that  crowd  of  cheap-trippers  gathering 
cockles  at  the  foot  of  Shonklin  Chine ! 

Freshwater  has  certainly  improved  in  appearance  since  the  five 
new  hotels  and  the  race-course  were  completed. 

No,  it  is  not  true  that  the  Poet-Laureate  has  consented  to  read 
"  Morte  D' Arthur  "  from  a  bathing-machine  on  Bonchurch  beach,  in 
return  for  a  per-centoge  paid  by  the  Railway  Company  on  every 
excursionist  brought  down  by  the  "  Tennyson  Express." 

Is  it  possible  that  the  South- Western  really  does  the  distance  to 
Hyde  now  in  twelve  hours  ? 

The  invalids  in  the  hospital  seem  quite  to  enjoy  the  sound  of  the 
five  rival  brass  bonds  on  the  Pier. 

And,  finally,  it  is  perfectly  correct  that  the  hotel-proprietors, 
lodging-house  keepers,  and  owners  of  house  property  and  land  in 
"  The  Island"  generally  are  delighted  with  the  new  state  of  things. 
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LABOR  ".OMNIA   VINCIT  : 

OR,  HOW  SOME  OF  'EM  TRY  TO  LIVE  NOW. 

(Petite  ComMie  Soeiale,  as  performed  daily,  with  the  greatest  success,  at 
teveral  leading  West-End  Houses.) 

The  Scene  represents  the  fashionable  boudoir  of  a  icell-knoirn  Mnnxinn 
in  Mai/fair.  Lady  SKBIBELEK  discorered,  seated  at  a  dainty 
little  Early  English  writing-table,  amid  a  heap  of  highly-per- 
fumed official  and  other  stationery.  On  the  right,  a  spreading 
pile  of  crumpled  Society  Journals;  left,  a  bijou  gold-edged 
Johnson's  Dictionary."  As  the  Curtain  rises,  the  Hon.  Mrs. 
HJLRDUP  is  announced,  and  enters. 

Lady  Skrib.  (putting  down  her  pen].  Why,  my  dear  TIZZIE.  where 
hate  you  come  from  ?  What  has  brought  you  up  ?   Why,— I  thought 
you  were  all  down  at  Scraypings,  economising,  till  November  ? 
Ifrt.  Hardup.  I  've  no  doubt  you  did :  and  so  did  I.    But  hotnme 

S-opose,  or,  rather,  HABEY  does, — and  disposes,  too,  of  everything, 
e  took  away  my  carriage  all  the  Season,  and  now  he  has  cut  down 
my  allowance,  dear,  to  a  sum  that  I  'm  positively  ashamed  to  men- 
tion.   You  would  scarcely  believe  that 

[Enters  into  thrilling,  but  painful,  particulars  of  domestic  re- 
trenchment for  fifteen  minutes. 

Lady  Skrib.  (pleasantly).  Dear  me !  But  how  do  you  manage ! 
You  should  make  him  do  what  everybodv  else  does ;  go  into  trade, 
or  keep  a  shop,  or  something,  you  know.  Why  doesn't  ne  sell  wine  ? 
Mrt.  Hardup.  Oh,  he  has  done  that.  He  was  Chairman  of  that 
Thurinf  ian  Claret  Company  ;  and  we  got  ever  so  many  people  about 
us,  to  take  a  quantity.  But  it  fermented — or  did  something  stupid ; 
and  they  do  say  it  killed  the  poor  Duke,  who  was  very  kind  to 
HAHKY,  you  know,  and  took  a  hundred  dozen  at  once.  And  now,  of 
course,  there's  no  sale — or  whatever  they  call  it ;  and  HAEBY  says  if 
it  can't  be  got  rid  of  to  a  firm  of  Blue  Ink  Makers,  who  are  inquiring 
about  it,  it  will  have  to  go  out  to  the  Colonies  as  Chateau  Margaux 
— at  a  dreadful  loss.  (Summing  tip.)  I  don't  believe  the  men  under- 
stand trade  a  bit,  dear.  So  I  'm  going  to  do  something  for  myself. 
Lady  Skrib.  (interested).  What  ?  Are  you  going  on  the  Stage  ? 
Mrs.  Hardup.  No  chance,  my  dear !  The  Stage  is  quite  full ; 
overstocked  in  fact.  Not  a  place  for  a  Chambermaid  even  1  Though 
Mr.  SAWDEB,  the  "  Stage-coach,"  you  know,  of  whom  I  was  taking 
lessons,  and  who  never  compliments  anybody,  said  I  should  have 
made  the  best  Juliet  since  Miss  O'NuiL.  But  with  all  Ms  influence 
with  the  Managers,  he  could  only  promise  me  a  week's  engagement 
at  the  Fancy  as  Mrs.  Bouncer.  So  I've  taken  to  china  painting, 
aid I  re  done  a  lot  of  plates ;  and  I  want  you,  dear,  to  get  rid  of  all 
of  them  for  me  to  your  friends,  at  seven  guineas  a-piece. 

[Hotly  presses  her  for  another  fifteen  minutes  to  take  fire-and- 

taenty  decor  fled  flat  wash-h  and  basins  on  sale  or  return. 
-L*dy  Skrib.  (kindly  but  firmly).    Impossible,  my  dear     Every- 
body does  them,  you  know.     Why,  there 's  Lady  CLYNTHOBFE, 
1 1the1«XETn'LE  «irhi,  and  the  PONSONBY  TEMPLAES,  and,  oh,  I 
I  tell  you  a  dozen  others,  really  very  clever,  who  are  doing 
nothing  but  painting  butterflies  and  sprigs  on  over-sized  soup-plates 
from  moraine  till  night ;  but  they  can  get  nobody  to  take  one  of  them. 
t  nous,  1  myself  did  a  lovely  vegetable-dish  cover,  and  sent  it  to 

j  ILL  fi?  JAMP'    ,But  Jt  has  1)een  there  <luite  eighteen  months, 

and  they  tell  me  there's  no  sort  of  demand  for  it.    No,  believe  me 

-(holding  up  her  pen)— is  the  only  thing  that  pays,  dear.  Nothing 

(Snubi   ,nth  mmMoant    triumph   at   the  confusion    on  her 

dainty  irnting-table.)     Tins  is  what  you  should  do. 

xr  TT  j  WTT.  Ul"»(hJ"'r  " 'hu<*  Humberofthe  "Peacock." 
Mn.  Hard,,,,.  Why,  I  didn't  know  you  wrote,  dear !  How  cl,  ver 
[Rum  her  eye  vaguely  orer  a  two-page  feuilletnn. 


. 

.      Only  a  moment,  my  dear.      How  do  you 
deveppment'    'Always  bothered  about  development.     Is 
wean     e"  in  the  middle  or  not?    (Looks  it  out.)    One's  head 

"1.  tTO  to  Vlrn  th'se  things  out  nicely.    Atfig 

I  here  we  are  ! 

Mr*.  Bogy,.  What  !   do  you  write  your  speeches  out  first  ? 
Lo,J  Sl.-r,b. 


. 

'' 


Speeches  !    Whv.  I  Haven't  even  seen  the 


, 

'"'"'' 


Bother 


.  And  do  yon  write,  too  ? 
•  •'•  jiaun-i - ;     JUOOK  at  tnai ! 
joints  with    beaming   pride    to  occasional   paragraph   in    the 

atar^i,'   C0"'me>"l"«  nn  ^>""  "/  "  ™<"*  fr™*** 
*  <„  fl,      rrafe.m"'  .'"•'•  "'"'  f»mi»Mng  important  details 
as  to  the  character  oj  ihr  champagne,  and  1r    m       ' 

VHrted  Earl's  drag,  together  ,,-,'th   so, 
^tmttotkt  Mlttta  <(fthe  Ladies  of  the  part;/. 


„„  „ 


Mrs.  Hardup  (feeling  herself  in  face  of  a  rei'clation).  What?  And 
is  it  really  you  who  send  this  sort  of  thing  ? 

Lord  Sknb.  I  should  rather  think  it  was !  Don't  get  anything 
out  of  my  tenants,  not  even  after  returning  them  seventv-five  per 
cent,  of  what  I  haven't  received.  Why,  I  got  seventeen  and  sixpence 
for  this  "  par  " — that 's  short  for  "  paragraph  " — alone.  And,  look  at 
this.  Who  says  my  Lady  can't  write,  too?  Look  here.  (Reads.)  "The 
dance  of  the  evening,  on  Friday,  was  at  Mrs.  POPINJAY  JACKSON'S,  and 
as  there  was  no  lack  of  supper,  everybody  was  in  the  best  of  tempers. 
The  arrangement,  too,  of  hired  mignonette  on  the  covered  balcony 
was  delightful,  and  though  the  heavy  rain  poured  steadily  through 
in  several  places,  one  or  two  renommS  couples  were  lingering  there 
till  half-past  five.  POLLAKY'S  private  band  was  in  attendance, 
but  the  cheap  character  of  the  damask  made  dancing  dangerous. 
Nobody,  however,  was  seriously  hurt.  There  were  several  Mies  en 
I'ridrnce,  and  the  palm  of  beauty  was,  by  universal  consent,  accorded 
to  pretty  little  Mrs.  HOPTON  FLYPP,  who  wore  a  brick-dust  frock 
and  siick  (charbon-de-terre),  and  who,  spite  a  tiresome  and  [acute 
influenza,  showed  no  lack  of  spirit  in  the  refreshment-room.  I  ought 
to  add  that  the  linkmen  were  particularly  civil,  which  is  not  usually 
the  case  at  this  house.  The  electro-plate  was  from  FOGELS." 

Enter  the  Youthful  Heir  to  a  Peerage. 

Youthful  Heir.  Ha !  I  've  seen  it !  Capital,  my  dear  Lady  SKRI- 
IIELEB  ;  I  congratulate  you.  You  beat  me  put  of  the  field.  Look 
at  mine!  (Takes paper,  and  reads  with  fitting  emphasis,  three  lines 
and  a  half  about  the  new  breakfast-tariff  of  an  unimportant  Cara/ri/ 
Regiment.)  It  ain't  long,  is  it  ?  But  the  Chappies  will  like  it.  won't 
they  ?  I  should  think  I  ought  to  get  three-and-six  for  that  r  Eh  ? 
It 's  every  word  of  it  true,  you  know.  And  they  gave  me  five  for 
that  bit  about  Old  CHAMPXEYS  sending  down  his  mutton-chop  at 
the  Megatherium.  You  saw  it  ? 

Lady  Skrib.  Oh  yes !  It  was  just  the  sort  of  thing  to  interest 
them. 

Youthful  Heir.  And  I  've  sent  two  good  stories — after-dinner  sort, 
you  know — (Lady  SKBXB.  intimates  that  she  understands) — to  the 
Acteeon,  and  three  jokes  to  Momus ;  hope  to  see  'em  again,  in  print. 
Why  I  'm  putting  by  quite  a  small  fund  for  ray  bootmaker. 

Enter  Youthful  Heir's  Uncle,  the  Dean  of  PrtniBorvOTTGH. 

Dean  (overhearing  his  Nephew's  last  pbserratt'on).  Delighted,  my 
dear  ALGEY,  with  your  excellent  resolution.  "  In  books  and  works 
and  healthful  play'"— we  can  all  go  to  one  of  the  theatres  now,  thank 
goodness !— "  let  my  first  years  be  past." 

Lord  Skrib.  Dr.  WATTS,  eh  ? 

Dean.  I  believe  so.  Nothing  like  a  determination  to  succeed  in 
whatever  you  undertake.  As  Momus  hasn't  sent  back  my  last, 
which  was  charmingly  illustrated  by  MATILDA — she 's  only  seven, 
you  know,  and  it 's  quite  wonderful — I  dare  say  it  will  appear  this 
week.  In  the  meantime  you  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  ITiave  just 
gained  the  prize  of  two  guineas  for  guessing  the  Acrostic  in  the 
Sphinx. 

All.  Bravo  I 

[Mrs.  HABDUP  hopes  that  she  may  one  day  guess  an  Acrostic. 

Dean.  Yes  ;  there  is  work  for  all  nowadavs.  No  one  need  be  idle 
— "for  Satan  finds  some  mischief  still  for  idle  hands  to  do." 

Lord  Skrib.  Dr.  WATTS  again  ? 

Dean.  I  think  so.    But  how  true  !    Journalism  is  not  nowadays  a 

close  borough ;  it  is  open  to  all.     It  is ( They  look  at  their  irntrhes.) 

It  is,  I  was  about  to  say (Exit  Me  Youthful  Heir  irith  "copy" 

to  send  off  to  the  "  Sumbler,"  $-c.)    It  is (Exit  Lord  SKKIBKLBR 

to  finish  his  paragraph.)     It  is — 

Lady  Skrib.  1  oil '11  excuse  me,  Uncle,  but  I'm  very  busy;  I've 
several  "pars "  to  finish,  and  they  go  to  press  earlier  this  week. 

[Makes  a  sign  aside  to  Mrs.  HABDUP  that  she  is  not  to  go. 

The  Dean  (blandly).  Quite  so.  I'm  busy  myself.  I'm  in  for 
three  Acrostic  Competitions,  and.— (smiling  sweetly)— I  give  a  fourth 
of  my  earnings  to  a  local  charity,  a  fourth  to  my  wife,  and  the 
remainder Good  evening,  my  dear  Madam.  [Soiei,  and  exit. 

Lady  Sknb.  And  now,  niy  dear,  where  weie  you  last  night  ? 

Ifrt.  Hardup.  I  was  at  the  MANHATTANS'  dinner,  Lady  SQUABUM'S 
At  Home,  and  the  MOTHETH'TH  ball. 

Lady  Skrib.  Very  well.  Now,  as  I  wasn't  at  any  of  them,  just 
try  your  hand  at  a  description  of  all  three, — the  leading  points,  you 
know— something  after  this  style — (hands  her  a  model  paragraph  of 
Mr  (iti-ii  composition), — and  let  me  see  it  when  vou  've  done.  (Gives 
her  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  sets  her  to  work.)  You'll  soon  get 
into  it. 

[And  she  Joes.  Profiting  by  the  morning's  conversation,  she, 
too,  relegating  her  fire-and-tiventy  fiat  washhand  basins  to 
chaos,  besieges  unprotected  Editors,  contributes  to  the  litera- 
ture of  her  country  most  interesting  weekly  accounts  of  the 
doings  of  her  friends  and,  acquaintance*,  and,  it  is  to  be 
htnu'd,  practical!;/  snlres,  In  hi/r  turn  Ratixfactiun,  the  secret 
of  the  way  in  which  a  good  many  of  us  manage  to  lire  now. 
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THE    SPEAKER. 

(A  Handbook  to  foody-made  Oratory.) 

PAHT  II.— POLITICAL  STCMP  SPEECHES. 

THE  Parliamentary  Debater  who  is  permitted  by  his  party  to  per- 
ambulate the  country  for  the  purpose  of  indulging  in  "out-of-Session 
utterances  "  is  invariably  a  practised  Speaker.  At  Westminster  he 
has  been  tried  before  all  sorts  of  audiences,  from  the  full  House  of  a 
"big  light ' '  right  down  to  the  "two  men  and  a  Speaker  "  of  a  "  nothing- 
serious-on"  dinner-hour.  Consequently  it  would  be  an  act  of  superero- 
gation, not  to  add  impertinence,  to  teach  such  an  orator  what  to  say 
and  how  to  say  it.  i  or  all  that  the  Stump  Speaker  may  be  benefited 
by  a  few  practical  hints.  It  will  be  as  well  for  his  Private  Secretary, 
having  obtained  a  chart  of  his  Chief's  projected  tour,  to  go  over  the 
ground  beforehand,  either  in  person  or  in  spirit,  as  "an  agent  in 
advance."  The  Secretary  should  ascertain  the  characteristics  of  the 
people  who  live  in  the  various  places  through  which  his  master  will 
nave  to  travel,  and  then  should  proceed  to  draw  up  a  sort  of  tabular 
report.  For  instance,  say  the  Right  Hon.  Sir.MAYroLE  WAISTCOAT 
intends  a  little  trip  to  the  West.  He  is  going  from  England  to  Ire- 
land, and  returns  by  Wales.  The  following  might  be  an  extract 
from  the  Private  Secretary's  memorandum-book : — 


NAME  OF 
TOWN. 


Blunderton. 


English  Sea- 
port, witli 
Fishermen 
Voters. 


Castle  Shille- 
Ugh. 


GENERAL 

I  i.;:\. 


The     beauty  The   Corrupt  That     the     borough 
of  the  Town    Practices  at]     was     disfranchised 
Hall.      The    Elections     for  bribery, 
repeal  of  the   Act,  and  the  That  for  many  years 
success      of     the    more   respect- 
the  Interna- 
tional Fish- 
eries   Exhi- 
bition. 


Irish   Home- 
Kule  < 


Spirit  Du- 
ties. Advo- 
cacy of  in- 
creased pay 
to  thi 

of  the  Life- 
boat. 
Only      one  Every    other  That  the  last  Member 


owing  every 

to  the 
beauty  of  td- 

Men 

erv.  whieii 
attracts 
wealthy  tou- 
riata. 


SAFE 
SUBJECTS. 


UNSAFE     USEFUL  FACTS  TO  BE 
SUBJECTS.         REMEMBERED. 


quite  safe — 
Whiskey. 

When  sober 
enough  to 
understand 
the  purport 
of  a  speak- 
er's remarks 
the  inhabi- 
tants will 
cheer  the 
name  of 
C  H  A  it  L  E  s 
STE WAHT 
I'AHXKI.L. 

Tin1    i:- 
of  Kxeursinii 
Trains.  The 
lilfod. 


ablc  of  the  inhabi- 
tants have  been 
attempting  to  ac- 
complish a  Post- 
Oflice  Mail  job. 


subject  save 
the  con- 
sumption of 
alcohol. 


was  shot  at  four 
times,  and  only 
saved  by  local  un- 
steadiness of  aim. 
That  they  always  try 
to  kill  strangers. 


uity  That      ninety  -  nine 


of  Welsh- 
men. The 
charms  of 
North  Lln- 
•Ivpppyd,  a 
nru  beauty 
spot. 


huudredths  of  the 
audience  don't  un- 
derstand English, 
and  that  the  re- 
mainder speak  no- 
thing; but  Welsh. 


Of  course  the  above  is  merely  the  roughest  of  rough  guides.  A 
good  Private  Secretary  will  find  out  whether  a  political  speaker  has 
ever  been  killed  by  a  brickbat  or  pelted  with  rotten  eggs.  He  will 
see  that  his  Chief  is  properly  dressed  to  meet  any  emergency.  In 
Blunderton  the  Right  Hon.  MAYPOLE  might  wear  a  yachting  costume 
to  suggest  that  his  heart  is  in  the  proper  place,  and  sympathises  with 
the  toilers  of  the  sea.  In  Castle  Shillelagh  a  complete  suit  of  steel 
armour,  worn  under  the  cloth  clothes,  would  be  imperatively  neces- 
sary to  prevent  accidents.  For  Glenbyggygy,  a  dress  suggesting 
intimate  acquaintanceship  with  the  more  respectable  of  the  Music 
Hall  agents  would  seem  advisable.  There  are  a  number  of  "  Bards  " 
wandering  about  Wales  who  would  feel  impressed  at  meeting  a 
gentleman  who  appeared  likelv  to  be  able  to  get  them  "  a  turn"  at 
some  Metropolitan  "  Palace  of  Varieties."  As  to  the  subject-matter 
of  the  speech,  that  is  an  atl'air  of  no  great  importance.  Ot  course  the 
oration  should  be  written  out  beforehand,  and  "  communicated"  to 
the  Press,  for  transmission  to  London.  What  is  actually  spoken  on 
the  spot  is  seldom  heard  by  anyone  save  the  reporter,  who,  nowever, 
having  a  "  corrected  slip,"  listens  with  very  little  attention.  The 
stumper  must  do  his  best  to  keep  his  temper.  He  must  remember 
that  although  his  words  are  intended  for  the  whole  world,  upon  his 
personal  demeanour  will  depend  the  party  retention  of  a  seat.  He 
consequently  will  do  Ms  best  to  be  all  smiles  and  affability.  If  he 
happen  to  have  rather  a  quick  temper,  it  will  be  as  well  for  him  to 


rehearse  the  part  he  will  have  to  play,  with  his  Private  Secretnrv, 
who  should  be  an  accomplished  Amateur  Actor.  To  more  fully 
explain  the  meaning  of  the  above,  the  Guide  drops  for  the  nonce  into 
a  dramatic  form : — 

SCUTE— Interior  of  the  Right  Hon.  Gentleman'*  Study.  Mr.  TEX- 
TKRFORE  (the  Private  Secretary)  discovered  awaiting  hit  Chief's 
appeiirnuK.  l-'.nli-r  Sir  M  uroi.K.  Mr.  TKXTKKFORE  rushes  up 
In  him,  und  seixs  him  by  the  hand. 

Sir  Maypole.  This  is  the  proudest 

Mr.  Tenterfore  (interrupting).  Stop,  Sir  MAYPOLE!  I  am  imper- 
sonating the  Mayor,  and  in  that  character  must  shake  hands  with 
you  for  ton  minutes,  and  talk  rubbish  to  you  for  three-quarters  of  an 
hour. 

-Sir  Maypole.  All  right !     Go  on !  [Hit  Secretary  goes  on. 

Mr.  Tenterfore.  Stop,  stop,  Sir  MAYPOLE  !  You  are  actually 
going  to  sleep ! 

•Vi>  Maypole.  Only  closing  my  eyes,  my  dear  fellow — only  closing 
my  eyes. 

Mr.  Tenterfore.  But  you  mustn't  close  your  eyes.  And  that 
speech-receiving  smile  of  yours  is  scarcely  natural  enough. 

Sir  Maypole  (annoyed).  Tut,  tut!  And  yet  I  have  practised  it 
every  day  for  the  last  six  months,  in  the  looking-glass,  while  I  was 
shaving  f 

Mr.  Tenterfore  (encouragingly).  Oh,  it  will  come  in  time.  And 
now,  Sir  MAYPOLE,  will  vou  please  mount  this  table  ? 

[The  Right  Hon.   dentleman  obeys,  and  immediately  comes  a 
"  cropper." 

Sir  Maypole  (getting  up).  I  say,  this  is  beyond  a  joke!  I  have 
hurt  myself ! 

Mr.  Tenterfore.  I  got  a  weak  table  purposely.  Sorry  to  inconve- 
nience you,  Sir  MAYPOLE,  but  you  must  accustom  yourself  to  these 
little  contretemps.  And  now,  if  you  will  make  your  speech,  I  will 
interrupt  you  in  the  customary  places,  and  pelt  you  at  the  points 
where  I  think  it  is  most  probable  you  will  receive  a  hot  reception. 

Sir  Maypole  (doubtfully).  I  say,  you  have  no  stones  or  dirty 
water  ? 

Mr.  Tenterfore  (appeasinglu).  Oh.  dear  no  !  Only  a  few  harmless 
cabbages !  I  promise  not  to  throw  them  too  hard. 

[Scene  closet  in  upon  the  Right  Hun.  Gentleman  learning  his 
lesson. 

It  will  be  seen  from  the  above  that  the  speeches  of  a  first-class 
political  Stump  Orator  require  considerable  rehearsal  before  they  can 
be  considered  ready  for  the  public  ear.  If  the  Speaker  is  very 
popular,  and  selects  his  resting  places,  or  rather  non-resting  places, 
with  care,  no  doubt  he  will  escape  the  pelting  and  interruptions. 
But  he  can  never  feel  thoroughly  safe  from  the  other  inflictions.  Ho 
must  always  put  up  with  the  fussy  garrulity  of  provincial  nobodies, 
and  will  scarcely  ever  be  able  to  quite  rely  upon  the  stability  of  his 
platform.  It  will  be  as  well  for  him  to  glance  at  the  table  or  chair 
he  is  invited  to  occupy  before  mounting.  Some  furniture  will  not 
stand  fervid  eloquence.  He  should  avoid  hurling  messages  of  defiance 
at  anyone  unless  he  is  standing  in  a  waggon  or  a  railway  carriage. 
If  he  wishes  to  be  unusually  emphatic,  he  should  carry  his  own  plat- 
form with  him.  But  this  should  be  only  done  in  an  acute  crisis,  as 
the  local  upholsterer  might  consider  himself  defrauded  of  his  just 
perquisites. 

To  sum  up.  A  political  Stump  Orator  should  attend  chiefly  to  the 
necessities  of  the  outer  man.  He  must  look  after  his  voice,  and  be 
careful  not  to  catch  cold.  He  should  go  to  bed  with  his  head 
swathed  in  flannel,  and  live  chiefly  upon  rump  steak  and  cough 
lozenges.  If  he  obeys  these  rules,  he  will  return  to  the  bosom  of  his 
family  but  little  the  worse  for  wear.  As  for  his  speeches,  they  can 
shift  for  themselves.  And  it  is  a  notable  fact  that  the  speeches  of 
some  stumping  Parliamentarians  are  particularly  shifty. 


"FALSELY  TRUE." 
(Dedicated,  without  respect,  to  Lord  Rossmore.) 

DISLOYAL  loyalty  that  breaks  the  law 

In  Law's  own  name !    Contending  crows  that  caw 

Mutual  defiance  harsh,  from  field  to  field. 

As  well  might  shelter  spite  'neath  Law's  broad  shield. 

This  loyal  service  of  the  Sovereign  State  '• 

N<>t  so,  egregious  Lord,  but  Party  hate. 

Sectarian  fury.     Genuine  loyalty 

Xeeds  covert  none  of  the  fanatic  lie. 


THE  book  singled  out  by  the  Tim-  .-  Reviewer  as  the  successful 
novel  for  this  Fisheries  Exhibition  year  is  called,  most  appropri- 
ately, John  Herring.  Probably  some  relation  to  John  Dory. 


"Yorso  FOLKS'  WAYS."— A  Pantomime  version  of  this  will  pro- 
bably be  given  at  Christmas,  ealkd  The  Other  Yokes'  Ways. 
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A  CRITIC  (VERY  MUCH)  ABROAD. 


A    RAINY    DAY. 

"  MAMMA,  MAY  I  BINO  THE  BELL  ? " 

"WHAT  FOR,  DARLING?" 

"On — FOR  SOMEBODY  TO  COME  UP!" 


IMPROVEMENTS  IN  THE  LAW  COURTS. 

As  they  have  already  fitted  up  one  of  the  Lord  Chief  Justice's  Courts  wit] 
sliding  desks,  useful  for  the  barristers  in  very  cold  weather  when  they  can  take 
exercise  and  "  keep  the  pot  a  bilin' "  at  luncheon-time,  or  previous  to  the  Judge' 
arrival,  why  not  try  the  following  suggestions  P — 


icr,  guaraeu,  snouia  ne  orougnt  up,  siowiy  ana  solemnly,  a  grea 
effect,  on  a  lift.    If  music  could  be  added  to  this,  so  much  the  better.    A  soothing 
"voluntary"  on  a  concealed  organ  would  put  everyone  in  proper  dispositions. 

2.  The  jury-box  should  also  be  "worked"  from  below;  not  in  two  Ion; 
"grave  traps,"  as  they  are  called  on  the  Stage,  but  each  Juryman  should  hav 
his  own  square  trap  fitting  into  its  proper  place  in  the  box  above,  and  when  hi 
cue  came, — that  is,  when  his  name  was  called, — he  should  be  taken  up  on  th 
trap  sharply,  so  as  to  say,  "  Here  !  " 

:..  'I  lir  presiding  Judge,  or  Judges,  should  always  enter  through  a  "vampire 
trap,  that  is,  a  spring  panel  in  the  wall  just  behind  the  judicial  bench.  Or  h 
miirht  st  nt  himself  in  full  costume  on  a  chair,  and,  on  touching  a  spring,  thi 
could  In;  wheeled  forward  through  the  panel  doors,  and  come  out  exactly  opposit 
his  desk,  all  ready  to  begin. 

Nothing  can  be  more  inconvenient  than  the  old-fashioned  pews  for  Counse! 
but  the  above  alterations  should  be  first  tried  by  a  full  Court  and  a  Specia 
Jury,  and  if  the  verdict  is  favourable, — of  which  there  can  be  hardly  a  doubt, — 

.it,  MI  improved,  will  be  at  once  acknowledged  as  the  Superior  Court,  an 
we  will  then  make  further  beneficial  suggestions. 

THEY  were  discussing  the  Tamatave  affair.  "  Poor  Mr.  SHAW  !  "  exclaime 
Mrs.  RAMSMIITII.UI,  "I  am  glad  he  is  going  to  be  identified  by  the  French  Govern 
ment.  But  you  know  they  owed  his  family  a  grudge  ever  since  Waterloo." 


A PPHOPRIATK  STKAM  BOAT  SERVICE  TO  AMERICA.— The  "  Star  "  Line.     M 
BRIGHT  is  said  to  be  the  next  Star  for  the  trip. 


After  all,  I  think  there  is  no  place  to  live  in  like  dear  smoky 
d  London."— Matthew  Arnold  in  New  York. 

H,  Culture's  apostle,  your  notions  must  jostle, 

Upset  by  that  tossing  Atlantic— Atlantic, 
r  is  it  that  travel  cool  reason  can  gravel, 

And  finical  judgments  drive  frantic— drive  frantic  f 
o  think— oh.  good  gracious !— that  you,  saponaceous 

Belauder  of  Sweetness  and  Light,  are  so  undone 
As  thus  to  go  raising  our  danders  by  praising 

That  Bogey-hole  "  smoky  old  London  "—old  London  I 
)ear  MATTHEW,  remember  we  're  close  on  November, 

And  fogs  foul,  pea-soupy,  and  sooty— and  sooty, 
Are  gathering  round  us  to  choke  and  confound  us, 

And  rob  us  of  comfort  and  beauty— and  beauty. 
.nd  'tis  at  this  season  you,  friend  of  pure  reason, 

To  Yankee  reporters  go  prating— go  prating, 
n  terms  eulogistic,  but  false  and  sophistic, 

Of  London !     Pray  stick  to  your  slating— your  slating. 

Mellifluous  MATTHEW,  when  on  the  war-path  you 

Are  noted  for  slyness  sardonic— sardonic  ; 
3ut  drollery  cranky  that  "  stuffs  "  the  'cute  Yankee 

In  this  wise  is  quite  too  ironic — ironic. 
Vhat  will  you  be  saying,  your  consciousness  playing, 

With  freedom  that  distance  enhances— enhances, 
About  the  old  City,  in  which— more 's  the  pity, 

We  linger  as  winter  advances — advances. 
Wilt  chuckle  its  slime  at,  and  gush  of  its  climate, 

And  chant  its  perfections  of  paving— of  paving  ? 
Or,  laudably  humble,  sing  pseans  to  BUMBLE, 

His  prowess  in  sweeping  and  laving— and  laving  ? 
Wilt  paint  rosy  pictures,  unchequered  by  strictures, 

Of  Mud-Salad  Market  in  August— in  August ; 
Or  pour  song's  oblations  to  bleak  railway  stations, 

Saharas  of  dust  cloud  and  raw  gust— and  raw  gust  ? 
Wilt  say  loving  prank  meant  to  bless  the  Embankment 

With  smoke-reek  that  savours  of  Tophet— of  Tophet  ? 

or  launch  satire's  bolt  on   sleek    STIFF  and    shrewd 
DOULTON, 

The  potters  who  turn  stink  to  profit— to  profit  ? 
Wilt  deem  him  a  pessimist  who  Lambeth's  messy  mist, 

Streaming  away  o'er  the  river— the  river, 
Considers  a  scandal  from  which  he  'd  command  all 

The  Bigwigs  JOHN  BULL  to  deliver— deliver  ? 

Oh,  come,  now  you  're  joking !    It 's  really  provoking 

To  Cockneys  half-choked,  and  neuralgic— neuralgic. 
Why  should  you  talk  rot  so  ?    Or  if  it  is  not  so, 

You  must  be  extremely  nostalgic — nostalgic. 
Discourser  on  "  Dogma,"  a  true  London  fog  may 

To  one  who  is  home-sick,  or  sea-ditto — sea-ditto, 
Seem  almost  pleasant ;  yet  were  you  here  present 

You  'd  vote  it  atrocious,  and  we  ditto — we  ditto. 

It 's  just  dberglaube  you  're  diddled,  I  trow,  by, 
But  sage  though  you  be  you  shan't  fiddle  us — fiddle  us. 

Not  you  plus  COLERIDGE  !    A  home-sick  mole  her  ridge 
Might  esteem  worthy  of  Dtcdalus — Dsedalus. 


"  PHANTOM  FORTUNE."— Miss  BRADDON'S  latest  nove' 
has  haunted  us  for  the  last  week.  It  is  a  very  substantial 
Phantom,  without  which  "no  Gentleman's  library  if 
complete."  If  some  of  the  material  is  old,— and  olc 
materials  must  be  used, — yet  the  dramatis  persona;  ar( 
new,  the  incidental  sketches  admirable,  the  humour  o: 
first  quality,  and  the  interest  sustained  to  the  end.  Thi 
reader  will  see  the  plot  at  once — "  it  is  too  evident,' 
he  will  say,  and  then  he  will  go  on  reading  and  reading 
in  order  to  prove  his  guess  correct,  and  to  congratulate 
himself  on  his  uncommon  sharpness.  We  venture  to  sai 
that  it  is  one  of  Miss  BBADDON'S  best-written  books,  an( 
our  advice  to  everyone  is  "  Read  it." 

"  THE  Lord  Mayor  Elect,"  we  were  informed  by  a  Citj 
friend,  "  will  decline  to  go  to  church  on  Sunday  in  State. 
"  In  what  state  '<"  we  asked.  "  In  the  usual  state  tha 
Mayors  go  in,"  replied  our  informant.  We  held  it  pruden 
not  to  inquire  further.  Of  course,  the  "Elect"  will  be 
in  a  tit  state  for  service. 
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SIENTIFFIC   STAGGERERS. 

WHAT  a  trewly  wunderfool  Body  is  th 
grate  Copperashun  of  the  Citty  of  London 
Not  content  with  feesting  of  Princes  am 
Books  and  Markesses  and  Barrens  by  th 
score  and  Hem  Peas  by  the  bushel,  to  speal 
allegollycally,  they  has  akshally  ;now  too' 
it  into  their  wise  eds  to  ask  a  lot  of  mos 
imminent  sientific  swells  and  littery  men  U 
cum  and  have  a  bit  of  dinner  with  'em 
aye,  and  not  ony  that,  but  they  akshally 
give  'em  evry  think  of  the  best,  such  as  ree' 
tnrtel  and  '74  port,  just  as  if  they  'd  bin 
million-hares  instead  of  poor  fellers  as  as  t 
work  for  their  living  j  ust  like  an  hed  Waiter 
They  'd  all  evidently  put  their  best  close  on 
and  tried  their  werry  best  to  look  quite  a 
their  ees,  as  they  sat  all  of  a  roe,  tho'  thej 
was  surrounded  "by  Lord  Mares  and  Slier 
ryffs  and  Haldcrmen,  which  in  course  mus 
ha'  bin  werry  trying  to  their  unacustumc 
nerves.    And  to  see  the  way  in  witch  them 
distingwished  dignerterries  tried  to  make 
'em   feel  cumferable   by  their   condsendin 
afferbilerty  amost  drew  teers  to  my  eyes 
They  evicdently    sukscedid,  for  wether  i 
was  tho   not   being  kwite  used  to  our  re 
markerably  fine  Port,  I  never  seed  a  lot  o 
gents,  of  their  rayther  low  order,  talk  awaj 
at  sitch  a  rate  as  they  did.    Fortnitly  foi 
them  the  Chairman  was  a  sientific  gent,  a., 
well  as  being  a  werry  uncommon  Council- 
man, so  he  kindly  let  'em  go  a-ramblin"  on 
jest  as  if  he  bleeved  they  was  in  earnest 
and  if  they  didn't  throw  the  long  bow  am 
draw  the  Atchet  to  an  extent  as  even  I  never 
eard  ekwalld,  no,  not  even  after  dinner,  wen 
most  folks  seems  to  think  as  eating  inkreeses 
the  power  of  swallering,  why,   my  name 
ain't  ROBERT,  but  JON,  or  sum  sitch  low 
name. 

Suppose  as  I  gives  jest  one  or  two  xam- 
pels  of  what  I  shoud  call  "Sientiffic 
Staggerers." 

One  roely  quite  respekabel  looking  Gent 
who  told  em  as  he  was  imployd  in  tlu, 
Gineral  Post  Office,  praps  as  a  Sawter  01 
summat  of  that  grinding  sort,  akshally  sed 
as  he  wunce  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  Brord 
Hatlantick,  witch  I  am  told  is  a  sort  oi 
fancy  name  for  the  American  See,  and  sen) 
a  messidge  to  his  masters  in  Sum  Martens- 
leegran  and  got  his  anser  back  by  return 
of  post,  without  noboddy  not  going  ashore  ! 
And  the  good  nachered  Chairman  kindly 
looked  as  it  he  bleeved  him !  "  Ah."  as  I 
sed  to  BROWN,  "tell  that  to  the  Marines, 
even  an  ed  waiter  can't  swoller  that.' 
And  not  only  an  ed  Waiter,  but  I  seed  the 
smile  of  pitiful  contemp  on  the  nobel  coun- 
tingance  of  more  than  one  iminint  eorpo- 
rater.  Encurridged  aperiently  by  the  Chair- 
man's mistaken  kindness,  the  Gineral  I'd-^t- 
man,  whose  name  I  lernt  was  Pi; 
drank  off  a  bumper  of  our  best  Port,  jest 
as  if  he  was  quite  used  to  it,  and  gave  us 
another  staggerer.  He  akshally  said  as  he 
had  once  stood  on  the  shore  of  Wales  and 
talked  to  a  friend  in  Dubling,  witch  I  need 
scarcely  add  is  in  lerlan,  and  asked  him  if 
he  could  tell  his  woice,  and  his  friend,  not 
to  be  outdone  in  staggerers,  replied  "  Yes, 
I  can.  and  I  can  smell  your  sigar !  " 
Well  this  was  just  a  little  too  much  for  the 
swoller  even  of  a  Common  Councilman 
ifter  dinner,  so  they  all  bust  out  into  a  loud 
larf,  but  he  wasn't  a  bit  ashamed  of  hisself , 
but  finishd  up  by  saying  that  it  was  not 
impossible  but  that  we  might  some  day  be 
able  to  see  all  our  ants  and  our  sisters  and 
our  cozens  at  the  other  side  of  the  world. 
Pretty  well  that  for  a  Gineral  Postman 
when  allowed  to  drink  '47  Port  "  at  indis- 
cretion "  as  the  French  says. 


DETECTED ! 

Mother-in-law  (sternly).  "  Yorx.i  M.vv,  YOU  MAY  DECEIVE  YOUR  GUILELESS  LITTLE  WIPE,  BUT 
HER  FATHER'S  WIFE,  NEVAR !    YOU'VE  BEEN  DB —  [Tableau. 


Well,  after  this,  Mr.  X  i:\VTrxo  of  the  Britich  Mewseeem  in  Bloomsberry  was  called  upon 
o  speek,  and  being  werry  unksluis  not  to  be  outdone  by  a  mere  G.P.O.,  told  m  all,  inklewdmg 
he  astoniched  LORD  MARK,  who  I  shoud  ha'  thought  after  a  brilliant  rain  of  eleven  munse 

would  ha'  had  enuff  and  ha'  seen  enuff  not  to  be  estounded  at  nuffin,  that  the  propperest  of  all 
ropper  things  for  the  LORD  MARE  and  his  great  corporashun  to  do,  was  to  alow  him  and  his 
xkawaiters  to  dig  up  all  Cheapside,  and  then  taking  the  Poultry  to  Cornhill,  on  to  Aldgate, 
nd  he  would  pledge  himself,  either  at  Mr.  HATTON  SORROW'S  or  at  any  other  of  his  ekilly 
bliging  relashuns,  never  to  leave  the  work  by  day  or  by  night,  until  he  had  reelised  the  dream 
f  his  early  youth,  the  object  of  his  matured  manhood,  and  the  one  fond  ope'of  his  advancing 
ars,  namily  the  thrilling,  the  startling,  the  overwelming  discover}'  of  tho  foot-print  of  an 
ncient  Roman  Soljer  in  the  beautiful  London  Clay ! 

As  I  wentured  to  remark  to  BROWN,  after  I  had  suffishently  recovered  my  breth,  that 
wild  be  about  the  most  hingterestingest  diskuvery  since  Robinson  Crust  t  diseovry  of 

vryday's  one  foot-print  without  no  feller  to  it.  !>„„ 

'1 


THE    DRURY    LANE    TEMPERANCE    PLAY; 

OR,  THE  "DROP "-TOO-MUCH  DRAMA. 

"  I  'VE  only  got  one  night  in  town,  and  I  want  to  see  something 
that  occupies  the  whole  evening  with  lota  of  sensation,  murders  - 
murders,  mind!  "  so  said  our  Friend  from  the  Country,  and,  conse- 
nui-ntlv,  we  decided  for  Drurv  Lane. 

Nothing  is  wanting.  The  lover  of  sensational  melodrama  cannot 
get  more  for  his  money,  we  should  say,  anywhere  than  he  can  at 
Drury  Lane.  Harry  Hastings  (Mr.  AUGUSTUS  HARRIS)  is  a  young 
Sailor,  whose  even,'  utterance  is  the  quint- 
essence of  courageous  virtue,  except  when 
he  once  bullies  a  policeman,  though,  by  the 


Every  Inch  a  Sailor;    or,   Do  Gus-tibus  non  disputandum. 
(Trans. — "  It 's  no  good  having  a  row  with  Gus  Harris.") 

way,  the  result  even  here  proved  that  he  was  quite  right  in  his 
estimate  of  this  particular  constable's  character,  as  the  official  was  so 
completely  overawed  by  the  bold  Sailor's  manner,  that,  in  the  most 
cowardly  style,  he  turned  on  an  unoffending  person  in  the  crowd,  and 
"  ran  him  in."  An  unwarrantable  arrest  that  may  furnish  the  sub- 
ject for  a  new  drama  by  Messrs.  HARRIS  and  BUCHANAN. 

In  the  First  Act  a  very  wicked  Country  Squire  (Mr.  HENRY 
GEORGE)  induces  a  drunken  Farmer  to  murder  another  but  a 
younger  and  less  wicked  Country  Squire  (Mr.  W.  MORGAN),  the 
cousin  of  the  first  Squire,  who,  thereby,  obtains  the  murdered  man's 
property/and  makes  love  to  a  remarkably  line  young  woman,  Mary 

Morton  (Miss  HARRIET  JAY), 
on  whom,  I  regret  to  say,  the 
deceased  young  Squire  had 
had  ulterior  designs  the  re- 
verse of  virtuous, — but  let 
bygones  be  bygones,  poor 
younger  and  less  wicked 
Squire !  de  mortuis  nil  nisi 
bonum!  When  Mr.  FERNAN- 
DEZ, with  a  fine  display  of 
anatomical  knowledge,  gave 
him  that  one  stab,  with  a 
clasp-knife,  which  settled  the 
young  Squire's  hash  in  less 
than  two  seconds,  we  pitied 
him  sincerely,  and  anxiously 
looked  forward  to  the  last 
Act,  when, — unless  he  wasn't 
really  killed,  which  was  quite 
on  the  cards, — we  knew 
retribution  must  overtake  the 
Very  Very  Wicked  Squire 
and  Farmer  FERNANDEZ,  the 
latter  of  whom  would  by 
time  have  (as  in  fact  he 
when  Act  V.  came)  re- 
pented of  the  sins  of  his 
fanner  life.  In  this  Act  we  are  introduced  to  the  Comic  Villain  and 
a  tender-hearted  Cabman,  capitally  played  by  Mr.  H.  NICHOLLS  and 
Mr.  H.  JACKSON,— Mr.  HARRIS'S  two  HARRIES,— respectively. 

"  The  murder  in  the  First  Act  isn't  bad  for  a  beginning,  but  I  hope 
they  '11  keep  it  up,"  says  our  Friend  from  the  Country,  rubbing  his 
hands  and  smacking  his  lips. 

The  Kind  Cabman  takes  under  his  protection  his  black-eyed  Fare 
Esther  (Miss  EYKE)  with  her  little  child,  her  "  small  and  early,"— 
(son  or  daughter,  we  did  not  hear  the  sex  mentioned,  and  the  costume 
at  this  early  age  is  much  the  same  for  both  sexes,)— who  is  the  pledge 
A  e  T?ry  7ery  Wicke(1  Squire's  heartless  attachment. 
ACT  II.— Ingeniously-contrived  scene.    Dynamite  factory  on  one 
ide,  and  Cabman's  lodging  for  man  and  beast  on  the  other.    Real 
in  descends  in  buckets.    The  bold  Sailor  is  caught  in  it.     "  Any 

right 


who  form  the  club  of  Dynamite  Conspirators,  of  whom  the  chief 
villain  is  the  Guv  Fauxj  always  offering  to  blow  lip  everything 
and  everybody.  (The 
bold  Sailor  is  more 
truthful  than  com- 
plimentary— that  is 
one  side  of  his  cha- 
racter which  he 
never  loses  an  oppor- 
tunity of  exhibiting, 
while  giving  the 
audience  his  full 
front  as  often  as 
possible— and  abuses 
these  ruffians  to  their 
dirtyfaces.  Theylet 
him  escape  pro  tern., 
for  the  sake,  not  of 
their  dynamite  plot, 
but  for  the  plot  of 
the  Drama,  which,  at 
this  point,  couldn't 
dispense  with  either 
the  services  of  the 
bold'young  Sailor,  or 
with  those  of  the 
double-dyed  villains., 

of  its  being  a  temperance  drama. .. , 

The  next  "drop*1  comes  between  the  Acts;  and,  last  of  all,  is 
"  drop  too  much"— so  much  too  much  that  the  Sailor,  who  has  been 
condemned  (what  a  hard  life  he  has  had  !)  for  the  murder  of  which 
he  is  innocent,  does  not  take  it,  but  is  restored,  by  means  ot  the 
Kind  Cabby  and  his  black-eyed  Fare,  to  the  arms  of  his  Lass,  the 
"doosid  fine  gal,"  Mary  Morton,  who  might  have  floored  that 
"  •  •-  ^  -  T^__.L  » ...  y  known 


Bob  Downsy  and  Ill-treated  Esther  with  a  couple'of 
Black  Eyes ;  or,  The  Cabby  and  Ms  Dark  Fare. 

It  is  in  this  Act  that  we  get  the  first  intimation 
Here  we  have  the  first  drop,— of  rain. 


Maid  of  the  Mill."    This  Act  ends  by  Mr.  FERNANDEZ  Cutting 
dynamite  somewhere  near  a  Police-station  (being  driven  to  it— the 
deed,  not  the  station— by  the  Very  Very  Wicked  Squire,  not  by  the 
Cabman),  and  partially  blowing  up  his  own  daughter,  who  had  doi 
nothing  to  deserve  it. 

"  No  murder  in  that  Act,"   says  our  Country  Friend,  who  has 
tasted  blood  in  Act  the  First,  and  whose  bloodthirstiness  is  not  to  be 
quenched  by  a  mere  dynamite  explosion  which  only  shatters  glass, 
and  injures,  but  doesn't  kill,  the  very  fine  young  woman.  ' '  Besides, 
he  adds,  discontentedly,  "  where  was  the  Sailor  ?  he  ought  to  h: 
come  in  and  rescued  somebody,  or  fought  one  of  the  villains,  or  have 
been  arrested  for  the  '  diabolical  attempt.'  "    No ;  our  Friend  didn  t 
think  it  was  horrible  enough,  and  we  too  fancied  that  a  chance  had 


*,'*- 


'.  U-TTEHF.I)  "JAY.1 


Mary  Morton  (a  timid  and  evidently  latter  ( 
helpless  Maiden").  Unhand  me  Sir !  or  that  til 
I  'Ll-ask  Papa  !  did  wh< 


port  in  a  storm !  "  and,  having  mastered  the  pass-word,  he  goes 
in  among  all  the  "  Black-looking  pirates,  ugly  swabs,"  and  so  : 


No  Umbrella !   or,  Drury  Lane  in  the  Rain  of  Augustus. 

been  chucked  away  for  the  sake  of  forestalling  other  authors  wb 
might  be  disposed  to  meddle  with  dynamite. 

ACT  III.— The  ship  at  sea.   Our  Friend  from  the  Country  delighted 
Great  chance  of  the  whole  dramatis  personee  being  swept  off  at  one 
blow  of  the  wind.    Wrecks  and  Jucxs,— Miss  JECKS,  we,  should  say 
who  plays  the  poor  little  Stowaway,  and  saves  the  principal  per 
formers.     The  inoffensive  Captain,  with  whom,   as  he  had  onl; 
appeared  in  two  short  scenes  before,  we  had  scarcely  time  to  scrap 
an  acquaintance,   or   appreciate   his   exact  worth,  is  murdered — 
("That's  two!"   says  my  bloodthirsty  Friend  from  the  Country- 
cheeking  'em  off  on  his  fingers.     "  Hooray  !  ")— and  about  six  of  th 
crew,  afl  dynamite  villains,  are  drowned— (That 's  eight !  "  says  m 

• _      •       .1  _  _1    17>_'  _•_  J       J  _i;  _1- *„  J\         i-V.  ^«      *  I  L        «l-.-5/-,4-*    A  TTYI  a  m  i  +£>T     1 


forth,  I  sanguinary-minded  Friend,  delighted)— then  the  chief  dynamiter 
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Harry  Nicliolls  on  board  the  Craft, — A  Dele- 
gate-looking Creature. 


chucked  into  the  sea  from  the  top  of  the  mast  of  the  sinking  ship — 
("  .Nun- !  "  exclaims  my  gore-craving  companion.  "  Capital !    ) — and 
with  the  saving  of  the  Cabman's  black-eyed  Fare,  her  child,  and  the 
Sailor,  the  Act  ends  tri- 
umphantly. 

A.  i  IV.  -A falling off- 
this  sounds  like  a  sensation 
— but  it  means  that  my 
bloodthirsty  Friend 
the  interest  falling  off,  for 
there  is  no  murder:  only 
an  innocent  man  con- 
demned to  death. 

"1  know  he  won't  bo 
executed,"  says  myfriend, 
who  has  become  quite  a 
vampire,  despondingly, 
and  that 's  what  they  mean 
by  a  '  condemned 

Our  Country  Friend's 
thoughts  arc  running  on  sanguinary  deeds ;  and  when  the  heavy 
rich  crimson-plush  curtains  fall  ana  hide  the  scene  from  the  view, 
he  exclaims,  "  How  many^unhappy  Footmen  must  have  been  sacri- 
ficed to  make  that  drapcryl!  " 

ACT  V.— No  more  murders.  The  Sailor  is  in  Newgate.  This  gives 
us  time  to  reflect  on  the'  appropriateness  of  the 
Sailor's  name,  lltin-i/ 
Hastings.  Who  gave  him 
that  name  ?  His  god- 
fathers, Messrs.  BUCHANAN 
and  HARRIS.  It  suggests 
a  whole  group  of  such 
family  connections,  as  Bill 
Brighton,  Richard  Rams- 
gate,  Mat  Margate,  Ben- 
jamin Broadstairs,  Sam 
Scarborough,  &c. 

The  Very  Very  Vicked 
One,  in  Scene  3  of  Act 
V..  turns  out  to  be  that 
"Terrible  Puzzle  15"— or 
"No.  13"  the  Dynamiter  _ 

f/V  and  Fenian,  and  is  arrested  ~, 

Truss     Mr         by  the  Detective,  who  is  The  %°n?™™d .Sc":  ™ 
jinuBcu JU<  f  .,  *.,          ..        &  Iteal       lilaok    Flair'' 

Harris!  also   witness    to    the    old      m  Waitin_ 

I-  iinner  s  last  dying  speech 

and  confession.    The  old  Farmer  laughs  best,  because  he  laughs  last, 
and  then  expires  like  Mathias  in  the  Bells. 

The  last  scene  of  all  where  the  Sailor  is  "  bound  "  for  his  last  long 

voyage,  and  being  unable  to  do 
the  Davenport  Brothers'  trick,  is 
consequently  taken  off  to  be.  like 
"repairs,"  "neatly  executed,  fin- 
ishes this  thrilling  drama.  The  last 
scene  might  be  described  as  "Tied 
and  Time."  Of  course  the  innocent 
Sailor  is  restored  to  his  Lass,  and 
all  ends  happily. 

Our     bloodthirsty     Friend    was 
pleased,  but  not  quite  satisfied,  as 
there  had  been  one  splendid  oppor- 
tunity for  another  murder,  which 
,  the  Authors  had  most 

unaccountably  missed. 
This  was  when  the 
Wicked  Squire,  in  the 
Fourth  Act,  went  about 
with  a  gun  in  his 
hand  and  shot  nobody ! 
and  then  when  he  left 
it  most  temptingly  in 
a  corner  for  anybody 
to  take  it  up  and  shoot 
him,  not  even  Miss 
EYRE,  though  she  had 
lots  of  chances,  ever 
thought  of  availing 
herself  of  any  one  of  them.  This  oversight  may  still  be  rectified, 
and  if  the  \V  icked  Squire  can  be  shot  by  his  victim  before  eleven, 
there  can  be  no  further  cause  of  complaint. 


The  Tce-to-tum  at  Sea :  a  Reelistic  Sensation. 


SARTORIAL  SWEETNESS  AND  LIGHT.— MR.  MATTHEW  AKKOLD  (d  la 
mie  d  Oscar)   has  ordered  a  "  lecturing-suit "  of  the  new  grey 
colour  called  "  London  Smoke."    Sootable. 


THE  SIGH  OF  THE  STOCKBROKER 

[BuaneM  is  very  dull  on  the  Stock  Exchange.] 

IT  was  a  weary  Stockbroker  who  stood  in  Capel  Court, 
That 's  just  outside  the  Stock  Exchange,  where  brokers  most  resort 
Quoth  he,  "  In  speculation  there 's  a  most  disastrous  lull, 
And  business  in  the  City  is  indubitably  dull. 

"  There  'a  nothing  doing  in  the  '  House'  in  any  stocks  or  shares, 
And  very  silent  are  the  '  Bulls,'  and  angry  are  the  '  Bears ' ; 
'Tis  no  use  dealing  with  ourselves,  endeavouring  to  '  best ' 
Each  other,  when  the  public  won't  be  tempted  to  invest. 

"  I  've  tried  my  hand  at  Mexicans,  and  sold  them  in  a  funk, 
And  often  I  'ye  been  in  and  out  of  Canada's  Grand  Trunk  ; 
I  've  dabbled  in  Egyptians, — you  don't  catch  me  there  again, — 
I  've  lost  in  rails  American,  and  burnt  my  hands  with  Spain. 

"  It  's'no  good  going  on  like  this,  for  all  men  know,  I  ween, 
The  proverb  says  it  s  bad  for  Crows  to  '  pick  out  Corbies'  een ; ' 
We  prey  upon  each  other,  since  the  public  shows  no  flats, 
And  very  soon  must  emulate  the  famed  Kilkenny  Cats." 

So  moaned  that  poor  young  Stockbroker  in  accents  sad  and  sour, 
He  scarce  could  cock  his  glossy  hat,  he  sported  ne'er  a  flower ; 
And  as  he  wandered  West  upon  his  melancholy  way, 
He  hadn't  tasted  dry  champagne  through  all  the  weary  day. 

Philanthropists  of  England,  ye  who  go  to  the  LOED  MAYOR, 
And  ask  him  to  get  up  new  funds  presiding  in  the  Chair, 
Now  surely  in  the  Mansion  House  a  meeting  ye  should  hold. 
To  give  the  hapless  Stockbroker  once  more  a  glimpse  of  gold. 


AN  ENGLISHMAN'S  CASTLE! 
RULER  FOR  A  MUDDLE  Loooixo-HocsE. 

No  Herrings  must  be  cooked  without  an  order  from  the  Head- 
Porter. 

All  Resident  Workmen  must  leave  their  tools  at  their  workshops. 

All  Persons  must  be  in  before  eleven  P.M. 

Everybody  to  be  in  bed  and  asleep  by  11  '30  P.M. 

No  Pictures  must  be  hung  or  pasted  on  the  walls. 

No  Cats  or  Dogs  allowed. 

All  Children  beyond  three  in  number  must  be  chained  up. 

Music  strictly  forbidden.    No  whistling  on  Sundays. 

Visitors  not  admitted  without  an  order  from  the  Head-Porter. 

No  Sweeps,  Dustmen,  or  Music-Hall  Singers  to  be  admitted  with 
or  without  on  order. 

All  gaudy  apparel  strictly  forbidden. 

No  Beer  to  be  brought  in,  on  any  pretence,  after  nine  P.M.,  and  no 
Brandy,  except  as  a  certified  medicine. 

Rent  to  be  punctually  paid  every  Saturday  in  advance  before  noon, 
or  Tenant  will  receive  notice. 


LATIN  "ALL  GREEK." 

DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, 

I  am  only  a  Fifth  Form  boy,  but  I  want  to  know  what  all 
this  new  rubbish  is  about  pronouncing  the  Latin  C  like  the  Greek  K. 

I  sent  up  some  verses  this  week  trying  to  give  HOUOHTON  (that '» 
our  Head-master)  a  hint.  Here  they  are,  Mr.  Punch : — 

Si  K  vis  pro  C  substituere,  quare  Kukumli,  r 
Non  invenire  debes  semper  at  Kctsar's  Hotel  ? 

Aut  pro  ludibrio  Cicero  si  quasrit  Avernum, 
Die  mini  si  Kickero  non  game  at  football  habet ! 

Now,  would  you  believe,  Mr.  Punch,  that  for  this,  which  took  me 
half-an-hour  with  a  gradus,  I  had  to  go  into  the  library  with  a  rod, 
because  the  Doctor  said  that  "  my  verses  had  neither  quality  nor 
quantity  to  recommend  them ! "  And  so  I  "m  in  for  it,  but  remain, 
Mr.  Punch,  your  sincere  friend, 

THE  BOY  WHO  CAN'T  SCAN. 


Bumbledom  on  Theatres. 

AT  the  recent  proceedings  in  the  Bow  Street  Police  Court  against 
the  Messrs.  GATTI  for  not  doing  something  at  the  Adelphi  Theatre 
which  had  been  ordered  by  the  Metropolitan  Board  of  Works,  the 
Architect  to  the  Board  recommended  the  covering  of  the  roof  with 
lead.  As  this  is  a  material  not  at  all  likely  to  melt  in  the  heat  of  a 
ire.  or  to  pour  down  upon  the  heads  of  an  excited  crowd,  the  wisdom 
of  Bumbledom  was  once  more  made  apparent. 
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CATCHING    A   WEASEL    ASLEEP. 

Mrs.  Ponsonby  de  Tomkyns  (printing  to  Tier  books).  "  THEY  ABE  NOT  if  ANY,  LORD  ADOLPHUS,  BUT  THEY  ARE  ALL  FRISXDS— DEAR 
OLD  FRIBXDS!" 

Noble  Poet  (taking  dawn,  a  Volume  of  his  own  Poems  and  finding  the  leaves  uncut).  "  AH  !  HUM  !     I  'M  GLAD  TO  FIND  THAT  YOU  DON'T 
err  ALL  YOUR  OLD  FRIENDS,  MRS.  DE  TOMKYNS  !  "  [,«.„.  p.  de  T.  is  at  a  loss  for  once. 


"NET"  RESULTS. 

Fint  West-End  Fishmonger.  Hah !   Closing  at  last !  Been  a  reg'lar 

"  Big  Boom," 

As  the  Yankees  would  say,  this  high  paternised  "  Fisheries  "  ! 
Second  Ditto.    Jest  so !      (Meditatively.)      Do    you    think  that  it 

threatens  our  doom  ? 

Pint  Ditto  (chortling).  You  wag!     Every  'monger  its  jolly  well- 
wisher  is. 
It 's  done  lots  o'  good  to  a  lot  has  this  Show  ; 

The  Princes  and  Paper-chaps  there  made  no  error  ; 
But  as  to  it 's  frightening  us,  Sir !    Ho  !  ho ! 

)  'in  don't  seem  perticular  staggered  with  terror. 
Second  Ditto  (wagging  his  head  with  facetious  gravity).    Ah.  B0G- 

GIXS,  you  are  such  a  beggar  for  jokes, 
Born  grinning,  you  must  ha' bin,  got  jest  the  mug  for  it. 
It  s  writ  up  our  Ikybod,— so  say  some  folks. 
HHt  Ditto  (winking  cheerily).  Oh,  has  it  ?    Well,  I'«  have  a  hit  of 

a  tug  for  it, 
l!l«-st  if  I  don't,  before  I  go  to  smash 

Along  of  brass  bands,  'lectric  lights,  and  the  rest  of  it. 
Soles  are  still  two  bob  a  pound,  ready  cash. 

Some  comfort  in  that,  hay  ? 

Second  Ditto  (portentously)  Ah  !  don't  make  a  jest  of  it, 

BUGGINS,  mv  boy.    Think  o'  stuffed  sharks,  and  squids, 
ffrrflttfolYtt '    ?m,thcre  <kviljsh  long-armed  Hoc<»puse« ! 
But  what 's  that  to  us,  so 's  we  pull  in  the  "  Mopus'ses'." 

Dinner"'  >*> *  'M'<Per  M""d  hi*   '"""^    Sixpenny 
First  Ditto  (exploding).    Now,  SKINNEM,  old  man 

Haa'brttePraen*rmreotime'     TeU  y°U  What'  ^  "  the  Garden" 

•  (tho^fuih','.    Ah !  not  a  bad  plan, 
lien  salmon  is  down  to,  we  '11  say  tuppence  farden, 


And  all  us  poor  Fishmongers  out  in  the  cold. 

Thanks,  BUGGINS,  I  '11  think  of  it. 

First  Ditto  (admiringly).  Lor  !  what  a  feller  ! 

You  should  start  a  "  Comic."    Snakes  !  how  'twould  be  sold 
In  the  Trade  !     'Twould  make  some  of  them  scribblers  look 

yeller. 
They  've  writ  up  "  the  Fisheries  "  proper,  no  doubt, 

But  for  larks  they  're  not  in  it  with  tradesmen  like  we  are. 
Second  Ditto.  Not  likely.    The  Public  bamfoozled  about 

Betwixt  Nobs,  Scribes,  and  Salesmen  like  fish  in  the  sea  are 
Fair  game  for  the  hook  and  the  net,  and  that 's  fun, 

That 's  a  good  bit  beyond  scribbling  wits  and  joke-jobbers. 
First  Ditto.   They  said  we  was  bottled  up  sure  as  a  gun, 

And  the  public  well  rid  o'  such  sharks  and  sea-robbers. 
Second  Ditto.  Ah,  yes,  that 's  their  lay ;  heard  the  whole  lot  before  ; 

But  we  're  head  upperds  yet. 

First  Ditto  (judicially).  Well,  this  'ere  Exhibition, 

Has  been  good  for  Trade  and  the  Railways.    Done  more 

For  amusements  than  plays.    Then  those  Gardens  Elysian, 
As  ink-spillers  call  'em,  with  Japanese  lanterns, 

Weren  t  bad  ;  and  the  Public  seemed  happy  to  wander, 
With  nets  and  sea-horrors  wherever  a  man  turns. 

But  as  for  cheap  fish ! !  ! 
Second  Ditto  (scornfully).  Why  he  must  be  a  gander 

Whoever  expected  it. 
First  Ditto.  Here 's  its  good  health ! 

The  wide  'uns  as  started  it  made  a  good  purse  from  it. 
As  to  the  poor  and  their  share  in  the  wealth 

Of  the  sea-harvest,— Walker  ! 

Second  Ditto  (genially).  Well,  we  're  none  the  worse  for  it ! 

[Left  hob-nobbing  in  its  honour. 

To  our  Correspondent  CUBBANT  JELXY'S  question.  What  in  Sport 
is  equivalent  to1'  chopping  a  Fox"  ?  we  reply,  Probably,  jugging  a 
Hare. 
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PISH  CHEAP 

TO'DAY 

ruRBor-2/w 

/\  /  /,*-j 


"NET"    UKSl'I/rS. 


FIRST  WEST-END  FISHMONGER.  "  WELL— THEIR  '  FISHERIES  EXHIBITION  '  HAS   BEEN  A  TREMENDOUS  SUCCESS ! ' 
SECOND  DITTO  DITTO.  "  YES— AND  NONE  OF  US  THE   WORSE  FOR  IT!.'" 


X'.VI-MBER  3,  1883.] 
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TRICKS    OF    THE    LANDING-STAGE. 

(  The  whole  Bug  of  'cm.) 

Bogus  Club,  New  York,  29<A  Oct.,  1883. 

MR.  PUNCH,  —  SIR,  —  Having:  seen  in  your  British  papers  the  account, 
cabled  off  at  the  time  to  date,  of  the  arrival  of  I!ENRY  J.  IRVING, 
KI.I.KN  li.  TKHKY,  and  the  rest  of  that  distinguished  intellectual 
footlight  consignment,  I  am  franking  you  these  lines  to  tell  you  that. 
from  a  general  desire  freely  expressed  all  round  to  avoid  painful 
vulgar  publicity,  it  was  that  delicately  garbled,  that  thougn  con- 
siderably on  the  spot  myself  that  morning,  I  should  not  have  recog- 
nised it  in  the  atternoon  sheets  with  a  twenty-four-inch  binocular. 
No,  Mr.  Punch,  a  two-cent  slice  of  the  truth,  one-horse  quality,  is 
all  that  you  have  yet  had  of  those  remarkable  proceedings  ;  and 
under  the  circumstances  you  will,  I  guess,  be  glad  and  grateful  to 
cast  your  eye  over  a  few  genuine  straight-hand  notes  taken  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  that  there  ship  Britannic,  on  that  morning  in 
question  by  Your  watchful  and  reliable  Correspondent, 

THE  FIRST  MAW  UP  THE  SIDE. 

*  *  •  •         .    •  * 

3  A.M.—  Woke  by  heavy  firing  of  harbour  batteries.  Jumped  up 
and  put  my  head  out.  Procession  half  a  mile  long,  with  three  brass 
bands  and  live  Circus  elephants  picked  out  in  electric  light,  passing 
quietly  along  somewhere.  Fancy  it's  COLERIDGE  going  to  bed. 
Wiong.  IRVING  's  in  sight.  Fly  into  my  clothes,  and  on  to  wharf 

like  a  tickled  rocket. 

*#•••• 

Seventy-five  launches  starting  together.  Pushing  smart.  Water 
full  of  interviewers.  The  most  cursedest  crush  to  get  on  board,  but 
manage  it,  and  am  off  first.  Note  rival  screw  creeping  up  fast. 
Explain  to  Captain  that  "  he  may  as  well  bust  as  get  me  up  along- 
side in  a  back  row."  That  does  Him.  He  's  on  the  safety-valve  like 
a  piece  of  hot  butter.  Pace  improved.  Cannot  see  the  other  craft. 
Hope  he  's  run  on  to  a  torpedo.  Ha  !  here  's  the  Britannic  !  Now, 
then.  Hullo  !  what  's  this  ?  Funnel—  spars  —  bits  of  the  Captain 
flying  all  over  the  place,  and  nothing  to  sit  on  but  five  tons  of  steam  ! 

I  do  believe  she  's  bust  ! 

•  ***•« 

Yes,  she  has  !  Most  convenient.  Here  I  am  come  down  on  board. 
Right  in  the  very  midst  of  all  the  bosses  on  the  bridge.  Shake  hands 
all  round  and  ask  for  HENRY  K.  IRVING  and  ELLEN  J.  TERRY.  Cap- 
tain, a  thin,  long,  gentlemanly  looking  cuss,  with  flowing  hair  and 
glasses  fixed  up  on  his  nose,  says  something  with  a  white  smile,  and 
beckons  a  short  and  stout  party,  well  mustachioed  with  a  dark  beard. 
to  come  up  and  join  us.  This,  then,  is  the  great  British  tragedian  ! 
Looks  like  it.  Don't  see  though  how  he  's  to  collar  King  Lear  with- 
out a  clean  shave.  Owing  to  the  seventeen  warships  in  attendance 
all  playing  "  Hail,  Columbia.'"  together,  can't  catch  plainly  what 
the  pole  Captain  says,  but  think  he  calls  him  "JOSEPH."  Proper 
style  then,  HENRY  JOSEPH  IRVING.  Make  a  note  of  it.  Interview 
him  rapidly.  Denies  that  he  has  come  to  the  States  solely  to  buy  up 
tinned  oysters.  Has  never  tried  to  knock  BOOTH  down  fiat  with  a 
left-hander,  but  thinks  he  could.  Wears  merino  hose  in  summer 
months.  Likes  artichokes.  Believes  VANDERBILT  could  stand  a 
week's  "  bearing,"  and  toss  the  Duke  of  WESTMINSTER  five-dollar  bits 
to  cents  with  'vantage  coin  any  time  he  likes  to  name  afterwards. 
Has  never  tasted  devilled  walrus.  Hopes  to  take  some  home  with 
him.  Would  go  back  by  land  if  he  could.  Thinks  .SHAKSH  u;i 
could  give  the  Editor  of  Tribune  five  laps  in  a  mile  and  lick  him  into 
apple  shaving's.  Says  the  reason  he  isn  t  like  the  published  cartel  of 
HENRY  IRVING  is  because  his  name  is  JOSEPH  HATTON.  Use  bad 
language  and  leave  him  ut  a  bound,  in  search  of  ELLEN  TF.RBY. 
*  »  »  «  *  • 

Owing  to  that  slipped-in  interview  with  JOSEPH  B.  HATTON,  chance 
gone.  Every  blessed  one  of  the  seventy-live  launches  alongside  now. 
Interviewers,  cheers,  guns,  Military  bands,  and  floating  triumphal 
arches  —  loose  for  miles  in  every  direction.  Head  on  one,  "  May 
Heaven  bless  BEAM  STOKER."  Must  find  him  out  at  any  pace.  Safe 
to  be  in  the  engine-room.  Down  we  go. 


Hullo,  here  's  luck  !  iliss  ELI.K^  P.  TERRY  at  last  !  She  seems  to 
be  taking  tongue  sandwiches  and  porter  freely  in  front  of  the  coal- 
bunkers,  finding  it  cold  aloft.  Looks  a  tine  well-grown  woman  of 
about  five-and-t'orty  by  the  glare.  Go  at  her.  straight,  and  ask  her 
which  she  linds  her  biggest  part,  Beatrice  or  Juliet.  Tells  me  "  to 
get  along  with  my  nonsense."  Turn  to  a  cuss,  with  a  smut-set 
face,  sniggering  by  the  furnace,  for  information.  Says  "she's  a 
Stewardess."  Ask  him  ii  he's  BRAM  STOKER.  Says  he's  stoker. 
"  but  as  to  BRAM.—  not  if  he  knows  it."  Out  of  that  as  quick  as  I 
can,  and  up  the  shaft  as  slick  as  lubricated  lightning. 

*  *  *  •  •  » 

After  a  free  fight,  and  a  little  handling  of  my  six-shooter,  got  near 
HENRY  W.  IRVING  and  ELLEN  A.  TEKRY  at  last.  Take  the  Lady 
first.  Cries  bitterly  when  I  talk  of  the  rough  weather  she  had  after 


she  got  off  from  Liverpool.  When  asked  whether  she  thinks  she  '11 
take  the  shine  out  of  COLERIDGE,  says  she  "  rather  hopes  she  will." 
Is  fond,  top.  of  PKAHS'S  soap,  ana  thinks  if  GOULD  is  put  up  for  the 
next  Presidency  it  ought  to  be  more  than  even  betting.  Takes 
molasses  with  her  tea,  and  believes  BOOTH  could  play  Macbeth  on  a 
bicycle  if  he  tried  hard.  Was  continuing  my  questions  neatly,  but 

was  here  handed  backwards  through  a  skyligut. 

•  *  •  «  •  • 

A  little  damaged,  but  soon  up  again,  with  the  assistance  of  the 
saloon-poker.  Get  hold  of  HENRY  Y.  IRVIJJO  at  last.  Went  for  him 
like  a  cobra  on  the  drink.  Here  is  his  examination  in  full : — 

1.  Says  he  thinks  he  has  gained  a  good  deal  of  flesh  on  this  trip. 

2.  Is  a  better  sailor  in  quiet  water  than  most  men.    (This  includes 
COLERIDGE.) 

3.  Says  BRAM  STOKER  t»  BRAM  STOKER,  and  that's  all  he 's  got  to 
say  about  him. 

4.  Speaks  with  a  good  deal  of  kindly  feeling  of  JOSEPH  B.  HATTOIT. 
SaySj  when  he  and  ABBEY,  and  a  cuss  from  the  Lotus,  and  a  lot  more 
he  didn't  know  from  ADAM,  all  came  on  board  together,  and  fell  on  his 
neck  with  tears  of  welcome,  all  of  'em,  "  so  broke  down  like  a  child," 
that  you  could  have  heard  the  sobbing  right  away  at  Sandy  Hook. 

5.  Hopes  they  won't  pelt  him  with  dead  cats  because  he  wouldn't 
play  First  Grave-digger  to  BOOTH'S  l/am/<><  down  in  the  London  Strand. 

6.  Doesn't  think  if  the  British   Ministry  come  over,  with  the 
Speaker  and  other  properties,  that  they  '11  spoil  his  business— unless 


retiring  high-class  sort  of  work,"  and  perfect  top-boots  as  cheap 
advertising. 

8.  Admits  he  has  brought  a  pile  of  sets  with  him,  but  not  the 
Lyceum  Stage  and  the  Gaiety  Restaurant/—  as  maliciously  reported 

by  COLERIDGE. 

*••••• 

— was  about  to  ask  him  his  opinion  on  Sea  Bathing  and  Hop 
Bitters  when  at  this  point  I  was  again  handed  backwards  down 
through  a  skylight,  ana  badly  figured  with  splinters. 

8  P.M.— On  shore  again.    Just  got  the  glass  out  in  time  to  take  a 
stroll,  and  pick  up  a  bit  more  news.    Such  a  crush  in  Broadway  that 
I  got  fixed  up  in  a  gutter  on"  top  of  some  cuss  who  said  he  was  a  bit 
of  a  poet,  and  wanted  "  sweetness  and  light."    Gave  him  five  cents 

of  green  corn-candy  and  a  fusee. 

•  ••••• 

9  P.H. — Here  they  are !    Skyrockets,  firemen,  banners,  balloons, 
Bengal  lights,  deputations,  brass  bands,  and  the  whole  select  scum 
out  on  the  full  swing !    Here  they  come !    HENRY  K.  IRVING  and 
ELLEN  J.  TERRY  just  landed  !   Ask  the  poet  if  he  '11  let  me  just  step 
on  his  head  for  five  minutes  for  fifteen  dollars.    Says  he 's  never  let 
out  his  head  at  such  a  low    figure."     Ask  the  cuss  his  name. 
"  MATTHEW  ARNOLD."    Well,  I  am  blest!    Pick  him  up,  and  get 
him  quietly  to  an  hotel  in  a  back  street,  with  the  help"  of  a  few 
friends.    Says,  feebly,  he  likes  "  smoky  London  best."    Promise  to 
come  and  hear  all  about  it  to-morrow.    Guess  I  will,  too. 

Hullo!    Here  they  come!    Down  I  go.    Up  again,  and  behind 

BRAM  STOKER  on  a  fire-engine. 

•  «  •  •  •  • 

More  about  what  I  've  got  out  of  him  by  next  cable. 


A  Real  Cold  Place. 

"  NEGRETTI  and  ZAMBRA  !  "  exclaimed  a  Gentleman  up  from  his 
charming  marine  residence  at  Beachington.  "NEGRETTI  and  ZAMBRA! 
how  cola  it  has  been !  " 

".Dear  me !  "  observed  a  friend,  "  I  'm  sorry  to  hear  that.  I  was 
thinking  of  trying  Beachington  in  the  winter." 

' '  Beachington  is  more  likely  to  try  you,"  was  the  encouraging  reply. 

"  But,"  said  the  friend,  "  when  you  have  a  West  wind  it  must  be 
delicious." 

"  West  wind !  "  exclaimed  the  chilly  person.  "  By  XAMBRA  !  we 
never  have  a  West  wind.  With  us  at  Beachington  whatjou  call  the 
West  wind  is  only  the  East  wind  coming  back  again  .'  Ugh  ! ' 

MOTTO   FOR  OCE  FANCY  PORTRAIT  ARTIST. 

"  NOR  be  it  ever  of  my  Portraits  told — 
'  Here  the  strong  lines  of  malice  we  behold.'  " 

C&ABBB  iHtiit,  setiit,  inrentfdit,  runtdit,  and  rotil,  1810. 


0  IMMORTAL  punster  TOM  HOOD  !  We  refer  to  the  notice  in  last 
Saturday's  l^imes  of  hitherto  unpublished  CHARLES  DICKENS'  cor- 
respondence, in  which  there  is  a  quotation  from  a  letter  of  HOOD'S  to 
the  great  novelist,  explaining  why  he  had  objected  at  first  to  the 
Pickwick  Papers,  on  account  of  their  supposed  "  Pickwickedness." 
What  a  splendid  sample  of  "  HOOD:S  Own  ! 
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CONSOLATION  ! 

Widow  (with  a,  sigh).  "  AH,  WELL— '  MOURNING'  ALWAYS  WAS  BECOMING  TO  ME  I " 

MINISTERS  IN  COUNCIL. 

Mr.  Ol-dtt-ne  (after  preliminary  conversation}.  Yes,  I  assure  you,  a  delightful 
trip.  TENSTSON  in  capital  form :  promised  to  write  a  new  Idyll  of  the  Czar, 
and  I'm  going  to  help  him  ! 

Sir  C.  D-lke.  I  object,  on  principle,  to  Czars,  of  course.     Still,  excellent 
move  that,  hob-nobbing  with  Emperors  and  Kings.   Pleased  British  Public  im- 
mensely.   Pandora  can  t  hold  a  candle  to  Pembroke  Castle  ;  can  it,  H-BT-NGT-N  ? 
Lord  H-rt-ngt-n.  Not  a  lucifer !    But,  I  say,  how  about  business  ? 
Mr.  Gl-dst-ne.  Ah !  quite  so.     Here  beginneth  the  Fifteenth  Chap— ^ 
beg  pardon !    What  I  meant  to  say  was,  that  the  first  subject  for  our  considera- 
tion to-day  is,  the  work  for  Parliament  in  the  approaching  Session.    What  shall 
it  be  ?    Now,  don't  all  speak  at  once ! 

Sir  W-ll-m  H-rc-rt.  I  should  be  sorry  to  obtrude  my  personal  views,  but 
I  should  like  just  to  remind  all  you  fellows  that  I  spent  no  end  of  time  last 

Session  in  working  up  that  London  Municipal  Reform  Bill,  and 

Mr.  Ch-mb-rl-n.  Don't  distress  yourself.  The  Bill 's  sure  to  come  in  useful 
"Worked  up"  a  trifle  more,  with  glue,  it  would  make  capital  pellets  for  the 
new  police  revolvers.  Not  safe  to  trust  'em  with  real  bullets,  you  know,  H-RC-RT. 
Mr.  Tr-r-l-n.  Talking  of  bullets  reminds  me  of  Ireland.  Don't  know  why 
it  should,  but  it  does.  Should  be  sorry  to  press  my  own  views  on  the  Council, 
but  no  doubt  we  must  look  for  more  agitation,  as  P-EN-LL  won't  put  his  thirty- 
five  thousand  in  an  old  stocking,  and  consequently  some  fresh  Irish  measures 

All  (rrr;/  hfiirtity}.  Bother  Irish  measures ! 

Sir  C.  D-lke.  And  I  am  quite  as  sorry  as  anybody  else  to  interrupt  the  course 
of  business,  but  I  must  say  that  I  rather  agree  with  H-EC-ET  about  that  London 
Bill.  F-RTH  is  making  life  quite  unendurable  to  me  about  it.  Threatens  to 
denounce  me  to  my  constituents  (and  his)  as  "  An  Alderman  is  Disguise."  I: 
I-ondon  Bill  isn't  brought  in  next  Session,  I  anticipate  that  F-ETH  will  shoot  mi 
in  the  back  from  behind  a  street-hoarding. 

Mr.  Gl-dst-ne.  Dear  me !  what  a  dangerous  person !  Quite  a  Nihilist 
Wonder  if  he  would  accept  the  Chief  Justiceship  of  Sierra  Leone  ?  Talking  o 

Nihilists,  the  CZAR  told  me  that 

Mr.  Ch-mb-rl-n.  Oh,  hang  the  CZAR  !  Excuse  the  expression  ;  hut  really 
how  about  business  ?  There 's  the  County  Franchise  Bill.  Shall  we  take  tha 
next  Session,  or  not  ? 

Mr.  Gl-dst-ne.  Why,  of  course !  Imagine  the  natural  indignation  of  th 
agricultural  labourer  if  this  great  and  glorious  privilege  is  delayed  much  longer 
Patriotism  demands 
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Mr.  Ch-mb-rl-n.  So  it  does,  but  the  question  rather 
s,  what  did  the  Leeds  Conference  demand  t 

Lord  H-rt-ngt-n,   Don't  wish  to  say  anything  un- 
pleasant to  Cn-MB-BL-N,  but  surely  we  oughtn  t  to  yiel 
x>  a  Caucus  Parliament.  _ 

Mr.   Ch-mb-rl-n.  And  I  should  he  sorry  to  hurt  1 
T-NGT-N'S  feelings  in  any  way,  but  I  must  remark  that 
government  by  a  Caucus  Parliament  would  be  preterabli 
•o  government  by  a  Whig  Oligarchy ! 

Mr  Gl-dst-ne.  Come,  come  !  \  ou  're  both  quite  r:  ;nt, 
as  I  have  frequently  explained,  and  would  now,  only  1 
htireii't  time.  1  confess  I  should  like  to  tackle  the  Corpo- 
ration at  once.  You  see  they've  cleared  for  action,  and 
stationed  old  FOWLER  on  quarter-deck,  with  his  glass 
up  to  his  blind  eye,  to  shout  that  England  expects  every 
Alderman  to  do  his  duty.  Should  feel  real  pleasure  in 
blowing  up  his  magazines  for  him. 

Mr.  Ch-mb-rl-n.  Then  why  not  take  London  and 
County  Franchise  for  next  Session  ?  Nothing  like  decid- 
ing quick.  I  want  to  go  off  to  bed,  as  I  've  been  sitting 
up  till  four  in  the  morning  all  through  the  Recess,  appoint- 
ing Bankruptcy  Receivers.  Thousands  of  applications. 
Didn't  know  how  to  choose.  Tried  it  by  algebra  at  first, 
but  have  taken  now  to  shuffling  up  names  in  an  old  hat. 
Saves  no  end  of  time.  Then  shall  we  say  it 's  all  settled  f 

Mr.  Gl-dst-ne  (thoughtfully).  It  has  been  suggested  that 
a  Redistribution  of  Seats  Bill  would  easily  wait  till 
The  Electoral  Balance  of  Power  must  not  be  too  rashly 
disturbed.    Talking  of  the  Balance  of  Power,  the  opinion 
of  the  CZAE 

Mr.   Ch-mb-rl-n  (rudely  interrupting).   Who  cares  a 
serene  for  the  CZAE?     Not   I.      Tell  you  what  it   is, 
GL-DST-NE;   you 'ye  forgotten  the  chief  argument  tor 
taking  Redistribution  of  Seats  at  once. 
Mr.  Gl-dst-ne.  What's  that? 
Mr.    Ch-mb-rl-n.  Why,   how  about  Woodstock  and 

_lye?    They'd  be  disfranchised,  and  then,   "exeunt 

RANDOLPH  and  ASHMEAD  ! 
Mr.    Gl-dst-ne.   Why,    it's  the  Millennium !     But  J 

Imost  hesitate.      We  are  Patriots  first,   and  Liberals 

fterwards,  and   what    would    the    British   Empire  do 

cithout  ASHMEAD  ?    The  CZAR  told  me — 
All.  Quite  so — but  suppose  we  adjourn  the  discussion 

or  a  week  ?  [Council  adjourned  accordingly. 


BISMARCK'S  WHITE  ELEPHANTS. 

Being  a  List  oj  Presents  to  be  offered  by  His  Highness  to  the 

Royalties  of  Europe.) 

For  the  Duke  of  Edinburgh.— A  complete  set  of  Nihi- 
ist  Works,  in  which  the  system  of  "removing  despots 
s  defended  and  explained.  To  be  taken,  as  a  travelling 
ibrary,  to  St.  Petersburg  by  His  Royal  Highness  the 
next  time  he  pays  his  brother-in-law,  the  CZAH,  a  visit. 

For  the  Prince  of  Wales.— A.  collection  of  Danish 
Military  Trophies,  bearing  the  German  Government  mark, 
jeing  a  memento  of  the  Austro-German  invasion  oi  bcnles- 
wig-Holstein.  To  be  put  in  His  Royal  Highness  s  port- 
manteau on  the  eve  of  his  visit  to  Copenhagen. 

For  the  Sultan.— Fac-similes  of  a  Turkish  Bond  and 
the  Treaty  of  Stefano,  handsomely  framed.  To  be  sent 
x>  His  Majesty  under  cover  to  Lord  DUFFERIN,  who  will 

courteously  invited  to  present  them. 

For  the  Emperor  of  Russia.— Neatly-executed  Map 
of  Russian  Encroachments  on  the  North  of  India.     II 
Prince  of  WALES  will  be  respectfully  charged  with  the 
delivery  of  this  gift. 

For  the  President  of  the  French  Republic.  —  Large 
and  handsomely-bound  Scrap-Boqk,  containing  extracts 
from  French  newspapers,  supporting  the  pretensions  ol 
DON  CABLOS,  or  suggesting  the  immediate  re-establis, 
ment  of  a  Spanish  Republic,  King  ALPHONSO  having, 
with  good-natured  condescension,  promised  to  carry  out 
His  Highness's  commission,  has  kindly  consented  to  read 
the  volume  before  personally  presenting  it  to  M.  GREVY. 

For  the  Rest  of  the  European  Potentates.— Handsome 
Uhlan  Uniforms,  to  be  worn  on  future  State  occasions 
when  visiting  France. 

MBS.  RAMSBOTHAM  was  puzzled  what  book  to  give  her 
youngest  Nephew  as  a  birthday  present.    LAVTSIA  sug- 
gested "  Fairy  Tales."  "  No,  my  dear,  I  know,'/  said  her 
Aunt ;  "  I  can't  do  better  than  give  him  a  nice  editio 
of  ALLSOPP'S  Fables." 
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"THE  ONLY  ONE." 

AVi:  tremble  when  we  read 
the  following  in  the  l^iilu 
'1  'clegraph : — 

AS    GENERAL.  —  Neat    in 
dress,    respectful   manners, 
willing  and  obliging.  Seven  years' 
personal  character.      Disengaged 
end  of  present  month. 

Is  he  tired  of  fame  and 
honour  ?  Does  he  sigh  for 
other  worlds  to  conquer  ?  Is 
he  bored  with  the  adulation 
of  the  Press '(  Will  our  Only 
General  desert  us  after  all  we 
have  done  for  him  ?  Will  he 
leave  the  Soldier's  Pocketbook 
to  command  our  Army  ?  Let 
us  weep,  let  us  howl,  let  us — 
hope  it  is  not  true ! 


DISTANT  RELATIONS, — Mem- 
bers of  the  Alpine  Club  may 
have  been  interested  by  the 
information  recently  tele- 
graphed from  .Calcutta  that 
Mr.  GRAHAM  and  his  Swiss 
guides  had  returned  to  Dar- 
jeeling  from  a  survey  whereof 
the  conclusion  is,  that  he  pro- 
nounces the  ascent  of  Kinch- 
injunga  from  the  South  impos- 
sible. The  Kinchinjunga  seems 
to  be  no  very  small  child. '  Are 
the  Kinchinjunga  and  Jung- 
f  ran  to  be  regarded  as  moun- 
tain-cousins only  some  degrees 
removed  ? 


NEW  LATIN  SPELLING.— The 
Dean  of  Bangor  would  substi- 
tute for  "  Te  Diice  "  the  fol- 
lowing "Tea  Deuce,  eh?" 
The  Dean  says  that,  as  far  as 
he  is  concerned,  tea  should 
remain  in  its  own  chest,  and 
be  "  Unurned  Increment." 


LATEST  FROM  DOVER.— They 
no  longer  talk  of  fool-hardiness 
— they  now  call  it  Drevarica- 
tion. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.   160. 
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ABBE  FRANZ  LIZST. 
Auufc  THOUGHT  (OF  COURSE). — "  LIZST,  LIZST,  0  LIZST  ! " 


A    NEW   PIIO]-T>M"N. 

THOSE  who  run — thiir  >  jv 
over  the  advertisement  columns 
of  the  papers— may  read, 
strange  things.  The  follow- 
ing appears  in  the  Daily  Tele- 
graph : — 

A  BACHELOR,  professional, 
would  like  to  meet  with 
cheerful  and  Christian  society, 
where  an  hour  in  the  erening 
could  be  epent  in  reading,  con- 
versational German,  or  otherwise. 
This  is  tonA  fdt.  Highest  re- 
ferences. 

Now  we  have  heard  of  a 
"  confirmed  bachelor,"  but 
surely  a  "professional  bache- 
lor "  is  something  new.  Pos- 
sibly he  is  artful,  and,  when 
he  gets  into  "cheerful  and 
Christian  society,"  fails  to 
practise  what  he  professes, 
steals  away  the  heart  of  some 
young  maiden,  and  gets  the 
promise  of  her  hand,  when 
the  parents  all  the  while 
thongnt  him  to  be  the  most 
harmless  of  men.  What,  too. 
does  "or  otherwise"  mean  < 
It  might  comprise  a  great  deal. 
Carpet  dances,  pleasant  sup- 
pers, and  flirtation  in  the  con- 
servatory. We  are  afraid 
this  "professional  bachelor" 
is  a  sly  dog. 


AT  the  opening  of  the  New 
York  Metropolitan  Opera 
House,  Madame  NILSSON  was 
presented  with  a  golden  girdle. 
A  lot  of  money  .was  spent  on 
it,  but  there  was  v«ry  little 
waist.  But  why  a  girdle  ? 
Was  it  to  remind  her  of  the 
brilliant  dress  circle  that  wit- 
nessed her  performance  on  the 
occasion.  The  Ancient  Ma- 
riner, with  his  glittering  eye — 
Lord  COLERIDGE,  Our  Only 
Lord  Chief  Justice,  was  pre- 
sent. Poor  MAPLESOX  !  he  had 
a  poor  show  that  same  night ! 


ANOTHER  LITTLE  HOLIDAY  CEUISE. 

Aicay  from  Luke  Sctimig — Practical  Joke  at  Loch  Ilourn — On 
again — Craylvy't  Practice — Making  for  Kyle  Aikin. 

One  of  CRAYLEY'S  idiosyncrasies  —  idiosyncrasies  soon  become 
palpable  on  board  a  yacht — is  to  be  quite  delighted  at  having  bought 
anything  cheap.  He  has  purchased  during  the  voyage  (before  our 
appearance  on  board)  a  box  of  Jersey  cigars,  one  hundred  for  nine 
shillings.  He  says  that  they  are  really  very  good ;  in  fact,  he  prefers 
them  to  anything  he  has  ever  smoked  (lie  deals  in  superlatives)  at 
five  times  their  price.  He  is  most  open-hearted  with  these  treasures, 
pressing  his  host  and  ourselves  to  just  try  one,"  but  somehow  we 
all  seem  to  shrink  from  availing  ourselves  of  hia  lavish  generosity. 
Our  host,  who  is  so  courteously  good-natured  that  he  would  rather 
risk  an  irreparable  injury  to  his  constitution  than  seem  by  his  refusal 
to  imply  a  slight  on  his  friend's  perfect  taste  and  judgment  as  evinced 
in  his  predilection  for  these  Jersey  Favourites,  pretends  to  change 
his  mind,  and  asks  CRATLBT,  in  a  way  that  makes  it  quite  a  favour 
on  CEAYLEY'S  part,  to  give  him  one ;  which,  of  course,  CRAYLEY  does 
with  the  greatest  possible  pleasure.  The  Jersey  Favourite  is  a  trifle 
recalcitrant  on  being  lighted,  and  shows  an  inclination  for  burning  on 
one  side,  with  a  dirty-coloured  crumbling  ash.  The  conversation, 
whatever  it  was  about  (Dr.  JOHNSON,  I  think),  continues,  but  I 
notice  that,  within  five  minutes  of  the  first  lighting  of  that  Jrrsey 
Favourite,  our  host  has  risen  to  look  out  of  the  port-hole  to  see  what  the 
weather  is  like,  and  has  then,  avowedly  with  the  same  object,  gone  up 
"  the  companion,"  and  when  he  returns,  with  a  hopeful  report  of  the 


weather, — which  is  immediately  dissipated  by  a  sudden  downpour, 
and  a  derisive  howling  of  the  wind, — the  Jersey  Favourite  (the  cigar 
merchant  ought  to  have  labelled  them  the  Lilies,  or  the  L-gtries)  is 
burnt  down  to  a  stump,  which  our  host  places  in  the  ash-tray.  "  It 
is  impossible  to  smoke  in  the  wind,"  he  says,  and  somehow  or  other 
he  skilfully  manages  not  to  give  any  decided  opinion  on  the  cigar ;  at 
all  events,  he  has  committed  himself  to  nothing  which  can  hurt 
CRAYLEY'S  feelings  (we  are  all  so  tetchy  about  wine,  cigars,  and 
horses),  and  as  he  has  smoked  it,  CRAYLEY,  if  he  asks  no  questions, 
can  afterwards  quote  MELLEVILLE  (who  is  really  a  good  judge  of  most 
tilings)  as  having  smoked  one  of  these,  and  liked  it ; — the  logical 
inference  being  from  his  having  smoked  it  that  he  did  like  it. 
CRAYLEY  regrets  not  having  bought  five  or  six  boxes  of  the  Jersey 
Favourites.  KILLICK  observes  that  he 's  deuced  glad,  for  the  sake 
of  his  friends,  he  didn't,  but  MKLI.KVIU.K,  who  occasionally  visits 
CRAYLEY  at  Crayley  Court,  Kent,  only  smiles,  and  saying  dubiously, 
"  Ah,  well ! "  retires  drowsily  to  the  saloon  sofa. 

After  a  despairing  glance  upwards  at  the  skylight  on  which  the 
rain  is  still  cascading  and  eataracting,  we  compose  ourselves  to 
sleep,  with  books  in  our  hands,  and  our  legs  up  on  chairs.  I  take  my 
scientific  work  to  my  own  cabin,  and  retire  till  a  cessation  of  rain 
may  permit  me  to  pace  the  deck  ;  but,  as  this  is  most  unlikely,  I  get 
Clarissa  ILir/mre  (that  fearful  example  of  the  cacoethes  scribentli} 
by  my  side,  with  Dr.  JOHNSON'S  Tour  of  the  Hebrides,  a  few  odd 
numbers  of  magazines,  and  a  Spectator  which  I  ought  to  have  read 
a  fortnight  ago,  but  which,  having  been  packed  up  by  mistake, 
comes  in  quite  fresh  now,  and  with  these  and  my  note-books  and  my 
pencil  all  within  my  reach,  so  that  I  shall  not  have  to  disturb  my- 
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self  when  I  have  once  settled  down  comfortably,  I  prepare  to  spend 
so  much  of  the  afternoon  as  may  remain  between  now  and  dinner-time. 

We  give  the  weather  another  chance,  which  is  returning  good  for 
evil,  and  determine  to  leave  the  "  Avernus  of  the  North,"  whatever 
happens,  to-morrow  morning. 

The  weather  takes  our  courteous  treatment  into  consideration,  and 
limiting  itself  to  a  Scotch  mist  to  begin  with,  but  a  real  tine  day  and 
a  pleasant  breeze  to  finish  with,  away  we  go,  "  a-sailing,  a-sailing 
— and  thoroughly  enjoying  the  poetry  of  motion. 

•  ••»•« 

"We  sail  by  Loch  Nevis,  Armadale.  and  arrive  at  Loch  Hourn, 
where,  after  a  consultation  between  tne  Commodore,  the  Pilot,  and 
the  Captain,  we  anchor.  In  this  part,  at  the  entrance  of  the  Loch, 
there  is  a  good  practical  joke  played  by  some  one  who  has  placed  a 
stick  with  a  square  piece  of  something  on  it  (which  may  be  a  notice- 
board  when  you  get  close  enough  to  it),  on  the  top  of  a  submerged 
rock.  The  Humour  of  this  is,  that  in  broad  daylight  it  is  scarcely 
visible,  in  twilight  it  may  be  just  discerned  with  a  strong  glass  when 
you  are  unpleasantly  near  it,  and  at  night  it  can't  be  seen  at  all.  Of 
course,  the  practical  fun  of  this  is  evident. 

*  ***** 

KILLICK  and  CRAYLEY,  who  has  developed  a  wonderful  faculty  for 
flat  contradiction,  have  a  lively  argument  as  to  the  meaning  of 
"  Scavaig."  It  commences  by  CHAYLEY  informing  the  company 
generally  that  Loch  Nevis  is  Lake  Heaven. 

KILLICK  says  he  knew  this,  and  caps  it  by  telling  us  that  Loch 
Hourn  is  just  the  opposite. 

Then  I  ask,  if  the  guide-books  call  Loch  Scavaig  the  Avernus  of 
the  North,  what  is  the  meaning  of  Scavaig  ? 

KILLICK  thinks  that  it  must  mean  something  gloomy. 

MELLEVILLE observes,  marginally,  "probably." 

CRAYLEY  thinks  it  is  the  old  Scotch  for  "  Witch." 

"  Gaelic,"  says  KILLICK,  majestically. 

"  No  ;  not  Gaelic,"  returns  CRAYLEY.  "  They  don't  speak  Gaelic 
here." 

They  did !  "  retorts  KILLICK,  shortly. 

"  They  did  nothing  of  the  sort,"  answers  CRAYLEY,  with  his  head 
well  on  one  side,  his  glass  screwed  in  his  eye,  his  face  turned  away 
from  KILLICK,  and  towards  Loch  Nevis. 

"  Oh,  certainly !  "  remarks  our  Commodore,  intervening  with  per- 
suasive gentleness.  "They  certainly  spoke  Gaelic  in  these  parts. 
Scavaig,  Nevis,  and  Hourn  are  all  Gaelic  names. " 

"  Armadale  isn't,"  says  CRAYLEY,  not  thoroughly  convinced. 

This  is  my  opportunity.  I  am  not  well  up  in  Gaelic,  but  now  I 
feel  my  feet.  Armadale"  I  say,  cleverly,  was  a  novel.  Was  it 
a  story  about  this  locality  ?  " 

Nobody  is  positive  on  this  point ;  ergo,  I  suppose  no  one  has  read 
it.  I  haven't. 

KILLICK  remembers  it  in  the  Cornhitt  Magazine.  "By  WILKIE 
COLLINS,"  he  adds,  as  if  he  had  only  read  the  title,  and  stopped 
there.  There  are  some  people  with  great  reputations  for  reading 
everything  who  never  do  more  than  this,  and  manage  to  pick  up  the 
chief  points  in  the  course  of  conversation. 

"It  wasn't  written  by  WILKIE  COLLINS  !  "  replies  CRAYLEY,  curtly. 
le  evidently  owes  KILLICK  one  for  the  latter's  recent  victory  on 
the  Gaelic  dispute. 

'  It  was!  "  retorts  KILLICK,  shandy. 
Nonsense,"  says  CRAYLEY.     "  It  was  Mrs.  WOOD." 
Oh !  I  don't  think  it  was  Mrs.  WOOD,"  1  say,  "  because  she  has 
a  magazine  of  her  own,  and  why  should  she  write  in  the  Cornhill  ?  " 
Having  given  this  piece  of  logical  reasoning,  it  occurs  to  me  that 
Mrs.  WOOD  hasn't  a  magazine  of  her  own ;  but  keep  the  doubt  to 
myself. 

"  AniKulnl-  was  by  Mrs.  WOOD  or  Miss  BRADDoy,"  says  CEAYLEY 
rc'turnmsr  to  th.-  subject.  "  Wasn't  it '- "  he  asks,  appealing  to  our 

(    01111110(1. ,1V. 

Hut   Mir.i.r.vn.r.i:  will  not  commit  himself  to  an  opinion.    He 

rit  .IniKt.lnl,'  was  the  name  of  a  novel;  nothing  more 
.}.nis  neutrality  decides  CRAYLKY,  and  he  bears  down  on  KILLICK 
with  all  his  guns. 

"Of  course,"  he  says,  decidedly,  as  if  he  had  just  that  instant 
wived  private  and  positive  intelligence  from  indisputable  authority. 
rane  ArmaOaU  was  by  Mrs.  WOOD  or  Miss  BHOUQHTON  anil 
..  T.?ivtnts>  u  certeinly  was  >'"!  I>y  WILKIE  COLLIXS." 

11  bet  you  anything  you  like,"  savs  KILLICK,  warmlv,  "that 
(•o,m";;'      WaS     7  WlLKIE  COLLINS.     I'll  bet    you  five  pounds. 

But  CIUYLEY  won't  "come."    He  simply  replies,  with  a  superb 
mterapt  for  KILLICK'S  offer  "  I  never  bet,"  which  provokes  KILU.-K 
into  extravagant  offers  to  back  his  own  opinion,  at  twenty  to  one, 
to  one,  fiity  to  one  anything,  in  fact,  to  one,  that'WlLKiK 
drf  write  Armadale.    But  CEAYLEY  preserves  a  disdainful 
silence  which  so  irritates  KILLICK  that  he  says,  "  My  dear  fellow  "- 
e£°J I  y  t  ?,ctlo!f te  when  h,e  means  quite  'the  contrary,  for  if'  his 
ear  fellow    were  translated,  it  would  be  literally,  "  You  d— 


(not  dear)  fool  (not  fellow),"—"  My  dear  fellow,  you  can't  be  certain, 
or  you  would  back  your  opinion." 

"  I  never  bet,"  repeats  the  inperturbable  CRAYLEY,  still  with  his 
head  on  one  side,  his  glass  firmly  screwed  in  his  eye,  and  his  gaze 
fiercely  fixed  on  the  opposite  coast.  He  reminds  me  of  EDGAR  ALLAN 
POE'S  wearying  Raven,  with  its  constant  "  Never  more  !  "  KILLICK 
would  have  thrown  his  boots  at  that  raven,  and  broken  the  bust  of 
Pallas  Athene  over  the  Poet's  door.  As  it  is,  if  he  could  chuck 
CRAYLEY  quietly  into  the  water,  he  would  do  so,  and,  as  the  latter 
was  sinking,  he  would  ask  him  savagely,  "Now,  did  WILKIE  COLLINS 
write  Armadale  or  not?"  to  which  CRAYLEY,  rising  for  the  third 
time,  with  the  glass  in  his  eye,  and  his  head  on  one  side  gazing 
upwards,  would  serenely  reply,  "I  never  bet,"  and  disappear 
for  ever. 

Our  Commodore  goes  below ;  so  do  I ;  and  KILLICK  crosses  over  to 
the  other  side  of  the  vessel. 

Now,  though  at  the  commencement  of  this  discussion  I  knew  per- 
fectly well,  without  having  read  the  novel  in  question,  who  was  the 
Author  of  Armadale.  yet  now  I  own  to  being  a  bit  shaken  by  the 


and  we  descend  silently. 

*  »    '          •  »  *  « 

We  all  meet  at  dinner  as  happily  as  possible,  and  hear  no  more  of 
Armadale. 

CRAYLEY  and  KILLICK  avoid  discussion.  It  is  a  truce  between 
them ;  but  when  they  recommence,  the  contest  will  be  frightful. 

As  neither  MELLEVILLE  nor  myself  will  dispute  with  him,  CRAYLEY 
starts  a  new  method  and  argues  with  himself.  He  contradicts  him- 
self flatly,  and  finally  brings  himself  as  holding  Opinion  No.  1,  over 
to  the  side  of  himself  as  representing  Opinion  No.  2,  or  he  tries  to 
bring  one  of  us  into  this  dual  discussion.  But  as  to  cut  in  on  such 
delicate  ground  would  be  like  interfering  between  man  and  wife,  we 
wisely  hold  aloof,  and  express  no  opinion  either  way. 

For  example,  he  takes  up  a  telescope,  and,  after  a  careful  survey 
of  the  distant  snores,  he  says,  "  There 's  a  castle  there.  A  splendid 
ruin."  Then  he  hands  the  glass  to  me,  and  I  agree  with  him, 
in  much  the  same  spirit  as  the  old  courtier  Pulonius  did  with 
Hamlet  as  to  the  camel-shaped  cloud  which  was  backed  like  a  weasel 
and  very  like  a  whale.  But  this  does  not  content  HAMLET-G'RAVI.I:  Y. 
He  looks  at  the  object  again,  and  then,  in  a  voice  which  is  quite  loud 
enough  for  any  bystander  to  catch  and  reply  to  (it  is  a  bait  thrown 
out  to  KILLICK,  who  won't  bite, — or  bark  either,  now),  he  says  to 
himself,  "No,  it  isn't  a  castle ;  it 's  a  rock." 

He  turns  to  offer  me  the  glass,  but  as  I  am  with  Clarissa  Harlowe 
in  Bloomsbury,  and  cannot  be  disturbed,  and  as  MELLEVILLE  and 
KILLICK  have  gone  below,  he  applies  the  telescope  once  more  to 
his  eye,  and  continues  the  argument  entirely  with  himself. 
"Yes,"  he  says,  "itz's  a  castle" — then,  the  next  minute,  he  meets 
this  statement  with  the  flat  and  rude  contradiction,  "  No,  it  isn't," 
Then  ho  treats  himself  in  the  most  cavalier  manner,  and  quite 
turns  up_  his  nose  at  the  idea  of  anyone  ever  having  been  so  absurd 
as  to  think  that  eccentric-looking  rock  a  castle.  And  here  it  would 
end,  but  that  he  takes  one  more  look  through  the  glass,  which 
results  in  his  saying  positively,  "  Yes,  it  is  a  castle :  I  thought  so 
from  the  first" — which  concludes  the  controversy.  It  is  a  harmless 
amusement,  and,  so  to  speak,  keeps  his  hand  in  for  when  he  shall 
have  a  real  opponent  to  contradict. 

We  are  now  making  for  Kyle  Aikin,  and  that  is  my  last  point 
before  Strome  Ferry. 


Gold  Leaf  from  Goldsmith, 
HERE  is  a  cap  to  fit  some  of  'em  nowadays : — 

"  To  be  known  in  this  town  was  almost  synonymous  with  being  on  the  road 
to  fortune.  How  many  little  things  do  we  see,  without  merit  or  without 
friends,  push  themselves  forward  into  public  notice,  and  by  self-advertising 
attract  tne  attention  of  the  day  :  the  wise  despise  them,  but  the  public'  arc 
not  all  wine.  Thus  they  succeed,  rise  upon  the  wing  of  folly  or  of  fashion, 
and  by  their  success  give  a  new  sanction  to  effrontery." 

This  is  from  OLIVKR  GOLDSMITH'S  Life  of  Beau  NasJi.  0  sweet 
OLIVER  !  0  .brave  OLIVER  !  AVho  would  have  thought  that  Beau 
broke  one  hundred  and  twenty  years  ago.  Some  of  the  advertisers  of 
our  day  might  take  this  to  heart,  that  "  all  is  not  GOLD[SJIITH]  that 
glitters!" 

A  CONSERVATIVE  Solicitor  in  the  country  refused  to  subscribe  to  a 
Luther  Commemoration  Fund  on  the  ground  that,  first  of  all,  Luther 
started  a  Reform  Bill,  and,  secondly,  that  had  he  been  alive  now  he 
would  have  come  under  the  Corrupt  Practices  Act  for  allowing  two 
wives  at  the  same  time  to  an  Elector.  [Surely  this  "Permissive 
Bill "  of  Dr.  MAETIN'S  was  a  questionable  blessing  to  the  Elector, 
specially  if  there  were  two  Mothers-in-law.  Eh  ?] 


>HBS8PONDENTS     in  no  case  can  Co.tnbution,,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter.  v  Drawing, 
oj  i  stamped  and   Directed  F.nvnlnna  nr  pnn.,        n ;       .,  «„ 
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"  CERTIFICATION  FROM  LORD  R-ND-LPH  CH-RCH-LL  IS 
PRAISE  INDEED." 

"  A  Cure  far  the  Heartache  "  (adapted). 

Lord  R.  C.  (to  Scotch  University  Voter).  "  ALLOW  ME,  MY  DEAR  McIUopirEs, 
TO  INTRODUCE  SlR  ST-FF-RD.  YOU  'LL  FIND  HIM  NOT  AT  ALL  A  BAD  SORT  OF 
OLD  CHAPPIE  ;  AND  IF  HE  DOESN'T  ADEQUATELY  REPRESENT  THE  GREAT  CON- 
SERVATIVE PAHTY, — WHY,  YOU  KNOW  wao  DOBS.  En  ATTENDANT,  HE'LL  SUIT 

YOU  VERY  WELL    FOR  ANYTHING    LIKE    REAL   WORK.        PLAY  UP  I        YOUTH   MUST 
HAVE   ITS  FLINO,    AND  SlR  ST-FF-RD  WILL   PAY  THE   PlPER." 

[Rectorial  Dance,  and  Exeunt. 


THE  MARCH  OP  THE  SALVATIONISTS. 

8ouin>  the  loud  banjo  before  and  behind  u«, 
Grace  to  the  Rough,  and  a  fig  for  the  Smooth ! 

Gentle  Religion's  sweet  modesties  bind  us 
All  to  sing,  Hey  for  the  Family  BOOTH  ! 

Cornets  and  Generals,  Ensisms,  Lieutenants, 
Captains  and  Admirals,  Colonels  and  all, 

Blowing  our  trumpets  and  waving  our  pennants, 
Shout  for  Humility — keep  up  the  bawl. 

All  the  world  knows  we  're  so  blessedly  'umble — 
(How  like  the  Master  we  follow  so  well !) — 

That  for  a  BOOTH  there 's  no  chance  of  a  tumble, 
Though  e'en  the  Temple  of  Solomon  fell. 

Hey  for  our  CATHERINE,  blushing  so  feminine, 
Rousing  the  Swiss  to  conviction  of  sin  ; 

Out  on  their  Peak,  who,  the  tide  o*  gjace  stemmin',  in- 
-sisted  on  brutally  "  running  her  in  "  ! 

List  to  dear  CATHERINE'S  fervent  beseeching, 

Even  for  Prefects,  policemen,  and  all : 
Poor  old  St.  Paul  rated  women  for  preaching, 

CATHERINE  knows  rather  more  than  St.  Paul. 

Ancient  ideas  of  effete  Christianity 

Rot  in  the  modern  advertisement  age ; 
Modesty  now  is  the  merest  of  vanity, 

Prophets  and  Players  must  all  be  the  rage. 

Bishops  have  petted  and  Parsons  have  owned  ui, 
Shares  are  all  rising,  and  souls  above  par ; 

When  on  the  Eagle  we  fitly  enthroned  us, 
"Were  we  in  debt  ?    And  who  cares  if  we  are  ? 

Happy  transgressor,  forget  vour  transgression  ; 

Come  and  subscribe — we  'll  confess  you  and  soothe : 
Ours  is  the  true  Apostolic  Succession, 

Born  in  a  cradle,  but  crowned — in  a  BOOTH  ! 


NEW  drink  at  "the  American  Bar."  "The  Cole- 
ridge." It  is  a  soothing  beverage,  containing  one  pro- 
portion of  spirit  to  three  of  syrup. 


A  BROWNE  STUDY  IN  NEW  BOND  STREET. 

A  CHILL-BLOODED,  youth-forgetting  creature  must  be  he  who  can 
walk  round  the  collection  of  "  PHIZ'S"  Pictures  now  on  exhibition 
at  tho  Fine  Art  Society's  Rooms  in  New  Bond  .Street,  in  a  simply 
critical  Lessiug's-Laocoon-like  spirit. 

"  I  am  nothing  if  not  UMrituMkl !  "  one  is  tempted  to  exclaim  as 
soon  as  the  familiar  sera wly  signature  and  unmistakable  "touch" 
bring  buck  memories  of  bygone  boyish  enthusiasms,  school-day 
side-splittings,  the  happy  periodical  anticipations  or  significant 
"announcements,"  and  the  pleasant  monthly  promise  of  graphic 
green  covers.  Naturalistic  elaboration  ?  What  did  we  care  about 
it  then,  in  the  presence  of  sketchy,  but  infinitely  suggestive,  "go"? 
"Technique"?  Who  bothered  about  technique  in  boyhood  s  breezy 
hour,  when  fun  and  fancy  and  careless  grace  were  the  charms  we 
chiefly  can  fl  for— and  always  found — in  our  favourite  ?  Th< 
pictures,  our  pictures,  the  pictures.  MICHAEL  ANQELO  might  be 
more  massive,  Mr.  BURNF.-JONES  may  be  more  intense ;  but  this  is 
"Pniz."  Xiit  HABLOT  KNIGHT  BROWNE!  That  might  do  for 
visiting-card,  catalogue,  or  biographical  dictionary — not  for  us.  To 
us  he  was  "  Pnt/. "  fm/t  <-nurt,  or,  more  affectionately,  "  dear  old 
Pmz."  He  drew  Pickwick,  and  Pecksniff,  and  8tm  Wttttr.  ami 
Micaicber,  and  Dick  SiciKrllcr,  and  Quilp,  and  Little  Xt'll,  and 
these  were  sufficient  Art  Credentials  for  the  youth  of  pre  Rc> 
Philistia. 

And  now  ?  Well  "  Pnrz  "  is  "  PHIZ  "  still— a  "  Pnrz"  that  has 
not  lost  sparkle.  We  sec  him  here  in  the  old  familiar  shn  | 
in  some  new  and  unsuspected  ones.  We  find  that  the  old  charm 
remains.  We  find,  too,  that  he  will  stand  the  test  of  a  genial  and 
unpedantic  criticism,  if  we  care  to  apply  it.  He  may  not  "draw" 
as  accurately  as  some  heavily  conscientious  modern  Artists.  But  he 
can  "design"  better.  His  abounding  wealth  of  humorous  fanciful 
invention  arc  a  good  set-off  against  their  carefuller  finish.  What 
fine  free  fun !  What  sharp  characterisation !  What  spontaneous 
grace !  What  frolic  phantasy !  What  weird  impressivem 

Sketchy  ?  Of  course.  But  do  the  self-b«lauded  "  Impressinnistes " 
hit  a  character,  or  suggest  a  landscape  with  such  rapid  felicity  f 
Limited  range  ?  Equally,  of  course.  Every  Artist's  range  is  limited. 
"Pniz"  could  not  draw  Venuses  and  Cupids,  perhaps.  Neither 
could  FLAXMAN  draw  Cuttles  and  Quilps,  But  "  PHIZ  "could  do 
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more  than  sketch  light  comicalities  and  laughable  caricatures.  He 
was  fertile  of  symbolical  fancy,  and  had  a  feeling  for  the  graceful, 
the  dramatically  impressive  in  composition,  the  grotesque  in  in- 
congruity, the  tragic  in  antithesis,  the  whimsical  and  weird  in  land- 
scape. A  lightly-sketched  crowd  of  fine  fantastic  Ariel-and-  Puck- 
like  creations  snow  more  power  and  fertility  than  one  correctly 
modelled  and  carefully  stippled,  but  woodenly  lifeless  Chernb. 

Some  of  "PHIZ'S"  wonder- witched  scenes  were,  in  conception, 
almost  worthy  of  EDGAR  ALLAH  POE,  if  in  execution  many  a  duller 
draughtsman  might  have  surpassed  him.  That  he  had  powers  of 
imaginative  and  dramatic  design  only  partially  developed  seems  to 
be  indicated  by  such  pictures  as  "  Les  Trois  I'tfs  el  les  Trois  Marts  " 

E.  81),  "  Sintram  and  Death  descending  into  the  Dark  1'allry" 
.  128),  "Death's  Revel"  (No.  121),  and  many  a  smaller  subject, 
k  at  the  humorous  pathos  in  "Labour  in  Finn  "  (No.  64  ,  thr 
honest  rollicking  fun  in  the  set  of  Hunting  Bits  (Nos.  99  to  111), 
belonging  to  Major  JAY — lucky  Major! — the  comical  suggestirr-ncss 
of  "  burning  in  all  Ages"  (Nos.  148  to  160),  and  a A  Hint  to 
Schoolboys  with  a  Birchy  Master"  (No.  112),  the  quaint  feeling  of 
"  Gone"  (No.  46),  the  "  go"  of  the  Irish  and.  sporting  subjects,  the 
fluent  grace  of  many  a  light  figure  or  landscape  croquis,  and  admit  that 
our  old  favourite  had  range  as  well  as  raciness.  Often  thin  and  skimpy, 
sometimes  simpering  ana  conventional,  when  out  of  his  element 
amidst  fine  Society  figments  or  pseudo-classic  abstractions.  Granted. 
But  the  man  who  could  illustrate  DICKENS  and  LEVER  as  he  illus- 
trated them,  and  paint  the  unelaborated,  but  harmonious  and  impres- 
sive "  Les  Trois  Vifs  et  les  Trois  Moris,"  fetched  a  considerable 
compass  in  Art,  and  deserves  more  of  the  good  things  that  partial 
fondness  is  eager  to  say  for  him  than  perhaps  linical  Critics  may  be 
ready  to  admit. 

Anvhow,  "  Go  and  see  the  '  PHIZ  '  Gallery,"  is  our  advice  to  genial 
Middle-age  with  memories,  and  unpriggisn  Youth  without  nyper- 
sesthetic  prejudices.  Mr.  Punch  rather  pities  the  party,  man  or  boy, 
who  cannot  spend  a  pleasant  hour  with  the  relies  of  "  dear  old 
'  PHIZ,'  "  at  148,  New  Bond  Street. 


WHY  ?— "  Whv  should  London  wait  ?  "  asks  the  Daily  Teletrraph. 
"  Why,  inde»d  ?  "  says  Our  EOBEJT,  "  when  there  are  lots  of  honest, 
hard-workin'  perfeshcals  ready  to  do  all  the  waitin'  that  can 
posserbly  be  rekwired,  for  a  considerashnn." 
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HONESTY    THE    BEST    POLICY. 

Modest  Youth.  "MAy  I  HAVE  THE  PLEASURE  OF  DANCINU  WITH  YOU,  Miss  LIOHTFOOT  ?" 
JftM  Lightfoot  (to  her  Mothers  horror).    "THANKS — NO!     MY  WAISTBAND   is  so  TIGHT  I 
CAN'T  MOVE,  AND  BO  ARE  MY  SHOES!" 

[Modest  Youth,  who  w,  let  its  say,  an  Earl  of  Richard  the  First's  creation,  six  foot  eight  in  his 
pumps,  with  eight  hundred  thousand  a  year,  and  in  every  respect  the  ideal  of  a  Young  Girl's 
Dream — is  so  touched  that  he  proposes  on  the  spot ! 


A  CHEAP  OUTIXG. 

CAN  you  get  freedom  from  care  at  Brigh- 
ton ?  It  would  appear  so,  from  the  following 
advertisement,  which  appeared  in  the  Sussex 
Daily  News : — 

"IX/TOTHER,  requiring  freedom  from  care, 
Jj-l_  asks  for  fortnight  near  New  Pier  at  Brigh- 
ton ;  will  someone  kindly  give  it,  advertiser  being 
unable  to  afford  it.  All  letters  answered. 

Beyond  the  railway  fare,  a  fortnight  near 
the  New  Pier  could  scarcely  be  very  expen- 
sive ;  hut  possibly  the  police  might  object  to 
"MOTHER"  hanging  about  there  for  so  long 
a  period,  and  if  she  stopped  out  all  night, 
she  might  possibly  catch  cold.  Possibly  she 
means  comfortable  apartments  in  the  King's 
Road,  first  floor,  big  bow-window,  hot 
luncheon  at  two,  choice  dinner  at  eight, 
and  a  smart  Victoria  and  pair  to  go  out 
a-driving. 

"Who  longed  so  much  for  change  of  air, 
Who  wished  to  be  quite  free  from  care, 
Who  hadn't  too  much  cash  to  spare  ? — 
Why,  "MOTHER": 

Who  'd  like  to  spend  a  fortnight  near 
The  Bedford  or  the  nice  New  Pier, 
In  quarters  free,  with  rare  good  cheer  ?— 
Why,  " MOTHER"! 

It  is  a  pity  that  "  MOTHER  "  did  not  give 
more  elaborate  details,  then  we  should  have 
known  how  to  provide. 


ANOTHER  HADYN'S  SURPRISE.— .2  propos 
of  our  note  on  HADYN'S  Dictionary  of 
Dates,  a  Correspondent  informs  us  that  in 
the  edition  for  1878,  ABB!:  FRANZ  LISTZ  is 
still  mentioned  as  having  died  in  1868. 
Once  having  killed  him,  they  stuck  to  it  for 
ten  years,  at  all  events.  We  haven't  seen 
the  latest  edition.  The  ABBE  is  alive  and 
well ;  and  the  last  number  but  one  of  the 
Musical  World  tells  us  where  he  is  going 
to  spend  his  winter,  in  spite  of  HAYDN'S 
Dictionary  of  Dates. 


LITERARY  GOSSIP.  —  "  Brass  Work  at 
Birmingham,"  in  the  new  number  of  the 
English  Illustrated  Miigaziim,  is  not  by 
Mr.  JOSEPH  CHAMBERLAIN,  but  by  Mr. 
BERNARD  BECKER. 


COUNTER  CRITICISM. 

RBFERRINO  to  the  Annual  Meeting  of  the  Hogarth  Club,  held  a 
few  evenings  since,  a  contemporary  states  that  it  has  received  the 
subjoined  communication  from  a  Correspondent  present  on  the 
occasion : — 

" '  I  wa»  standing,'  lays  the  gentleman  in  question,  '  at  the  buffet,  when  I 
•uddenly  hc.inl  the  voice'of  Mr.  OSCAR  WILDE  dismissing  with  Mr.  WHISTLER 
»nd  others  the  attributes  of  two  well-known  actresses.  The  criticism  is  at 
least .expressive.  "SARAH  BERXIIARDT,"  he  said,  "is  all  moonlight  and 
•untight  combined,  exceedingly  terrible,  magnificently  glorious.  Miss 
ANDERSON  is  pure  and  fearless  as  a  mountain  daisy.  Full  of  change  as  a 
river.  Tender,  fresh,  sparkling,  brilliant,  superb,  placid."  '  " 

That  such  sort  of  criticism  is.  as  the  Correspondent  truly  observes, 
"  at  least  expressive  "  cannot  for  a  moment  DC  donied,  but  in  what 
intelligent  manner,  or  with  what  distinct  result,  is  perhaps  not  quite 
so  evident. 

Still,  as  there  are  some  who  acknowledge  an  indefinite  sort  of 
charm  m  the  meaningless  mash  up  of  empty  adjectives,  and  inconse- 
quent antitheses,  that  is  the  leading  characteristic  of  such  "  criticism" 
as  the  above,  the  process  might  with  advantage  be  extended  to  other 
and  equally  deserving  notabilities.  Indeed,  a  species  of  brief  hand- 
book to  character  might  be  essayed  on  such  lines  with  much  success. 
Take,  for  instance,  a  few  names  at  random  : — 

Mr.  BRIGHT  might  be  said  to  be  "  solid  and  psychological  as  a 
ran.  Diversified  and  full  of  surprises  as  a  lobster-salad. 


liath-bun.     Diversified  and  full   of    surprises  as  a  lobste 
«  y;  In<"5,e9tible,  elegant,  peppery,  fragrant,  settling." 
Or  Lord  SALISBURY  might  be  disposed  of  as  "  all  night-li 


light  and 


squib-light  rolled  into  one,  terribly  humorous,  magnificently  uncon- 
scious." While 

Mr.  OSCAR  AVlLDE  himself  could  figure  fairly  enough  under  the 
involved  image  of  "  trembling  as  an  apple-dumpling.  Rash  as 
cheap  hair-oil,  flaccid,  futile,  finished,  scholastic,  scented  sixpence 
a  bottle." 

But  there  is  no  occasion  to  continue  a  list  the  value  of  which,  if 
completed,  would,  as  a  psychological  and  social  guide,  be  obvious. 
Mr.  OSCAR  WILDE  and  Mr.  WHISTLER  should  lose  no  time,  but  meet 
again  and  again  at  buffet  after  buffet,  accompanied  by  a  shorthand- 
writer  and  an  enterprising  publisher  or  twe,  and,  before  the  month 
was  out  at  the  refreshment-bar,  the  thing  would  be  done. 


Tin:  "ORIENTAL  EXPRESS"  LUXURY.— The  Times  Correspondent, 
who  seems  to  have  been  a  nervous  traveller  for  "  A  Special,"  records 
"  that  the  motion  (of  the  train)  was  so  smooth,  that  the  people  could 
shave  throughout  the  journey."  What  a  cheerful,  though  after  a 
time  monotonous,  amusement  !  He  should  have  signed  himself, 
"A  YOUNQ  SHAVER."  And  then  his  description  of  the  dinner! 
"  Rubies  of  red  wine,  and  topazes  of  ditto  !  "  What  sort  of  beverage 
is  the  latter?  And  is  "  topazes  "  a  misprint  for  "  Topers  "?  After 
many  of  these  toperses  of  dittos  and  red  rubies,  there  couldn't  be 
much  more  steady  shaving  except  by  a  very  old  hand.  We  drink 
the  Special  Traveller's  health  in  a  glass  of  Double  Ditto ! 


THE  HEAD-QUARTERS  OF  AMERICAN  MASHEHY.— Masherchusetts. 
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PRINCE   ALBERT   VICTOR    OF   WALES   AT   CAMBRIDGE;    OR,    HOW   TO    SPEND   A   HAPPY    DAY. 

(Suggested  by  a  Page  in  the  service  of  lait  Saturday's  Ill-str-t  d  L-nd-n  A'-ics.) 
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PART  III.— MUNICIPAL  TOASTS. 

THE  position  of  a  Provincial  Mayor  is  less  peculiar  than  that  of 
'the  Chief  Magistrate  of  the  City  of  London."  As  a  rule,  the 
country  magnate  has  "been  before  his  public"  for  many  years  as 
an  Alderman  before  making  his  first  appearance  as  the  head  of  the 
Municipality.  The  transition  from  Alderman  to  Mayor  is  easy  and 
rraduaf.  it  makes  very  little  difference  to  anyone,  save,  perhaps,  to 
-he  reporter  of  the  local  paper,  who  has  to  remember  the  distinction 
jetween  the  two  grades.  But  in  London  the  change  is  magical. 
Before  the  9th  of  November  the  Lord  Mayor  Elect  is  scarcely  known. 
Ete  has  been,  and  will,  after  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  days  of 
office,  become  once  more,  a  simple  Alderman.  Sometimes,  a  very 
simple  Alderman.  His  name  will  be  mentioned  with  an  apologetic 
smile  by  the  vast  majority  of  those  who  know  him  when  he  is  not 
residing  at  the  Mansion  House,  but  during  his  tenancy  of  that 
desirable  residence,  he  will  be  accepted  as  a  somebody — a  rather 
ridiculous  somebody — but  still  a  somebody.  For  one  whole  year  he 
will  be  Host  in  General  to  the  Metropolis  of  the  World.  He  will  have 
to  entertain  Bishops,  Statesmen,  Scientists,  and  Royalties.  Nay.  it 
is  possible  that  he  may  have  to  welcome  to  his  honest  but  not  humble 
house  Sovereigns,  and  even  the  very  Majesty  of  England  itself.  Any 
letter  he  addresses  to  the  papers  (especially  during  the  earlier  months 
of  his  reign)  will  be  honoured  with  large  type,  and  all  his  speeches 
will  be  given  in  full.  His  great  object  should  be  to  defend  the  raison 
d'etre  of  his  office.  It  should  be  his  task  in  proposing  the  health  of 
such-and-such  a  celebrity,  to  trace  the  connection  between  the  City 
and  the  City's  guest,  and  to  lead  up  to  the  reply.  If  not  particularly 
interesting  in  itself,  his  speech  should  be  the  cause  of  interest  in  the 
speeches  made  by  others.  Much  latitude  is  permitted  him  in  pro- 
nunciation. He  may  take  as  a  golden  rule  the  line,  "  Look  after  the 
thoughts  and  sentiments,  and  allow  the  aspirates  to  look  after  them- 
selves." He  must  mind  his  "ps"  and  "qs,"  but  need  not  keep  a 
severe  watch  over  his  "hs."  No  one  expects  the  Lord  Mayor  of 
London  to  be  a  devoted  student  of  the  laws  laid  down  by  the  late 
LINDLEY  MURRAY.  Occasionally  a  "  Chief  Magistrate  "  is  found  to 
be  thoroughly  well-educated.  The  present  LORD  MAYOR  Elect,  for 
instance,  is  an  example  of  this  exception  to  the  general  rule,  and  one 
of  his  colleagues,  too,  who  has  not  passed  the  Chair,  is  actually  a 
Master  of  Arts  of  the  University  of  Cambridge.  But  these  cases  must 
be  regarded  as  rather  startling  innovations.  And  startling  innova- 
tions are  never  very  popular  in  the  Guildhall. 

The  great  occasion  for  Civic  oratory  is  unquestionably  the  9th  of 
November,  when  the  intellect  of  the  nation  is  gathered  together  to 
eat  turtle-soup,  under  the  shadows  of  Gog  and  Magog,  within  a 
(tone's  throw  of  Cheapside.  It  is  then  that  the  ears  of  the  Press  and  the 
eyes  of  the  nation  are  most  concerned  with  "  his  Lordship."  He  has 
a  very  difficult  part  to  play,  especially  if  he  happens  to  be  a  Member 
of  Parliament,  and  belongs  to  the  party  languishing  on  the  Oppo- 
sition Benches.  The  loyal  toasts,  of  course,  will  give  him  no  trouble. 
He  will  say  the  conventional  things  in  the  conventional  manner,  and 
receive  the  conventional  applause.  It  is  when  he  has  to  propose  the 
Army  and  Navy,  the  Houses  of  Lords  and  Commons,  and  especially 

Her  Majesty's  Ministers  "  that  his  real  troubles  will  surround  him. 
He  must  be  dignified  and  conciliatory,  and  yet  have  the  courage  of 
his  principles.  He  must  not  be  frightened  at  the  PREMIER'S  uniform, 
and  when  the  costume  of  a  more  than  usually  gorgeous  Ambassador 
attracts  his  attention,  he  must  regain  his  composure  by  a  glance  at 
the  magnificent  toilette  of  the  City  Marshal.  He  must  bear  in  mind 

•ntuL9UI'I>orted,  by  thc  City  Trumpeters,  who.  in  case  of  need, 

U  be  able  to  put  down  opposition  by  clamour.  Thus  reassured,  he 
should  pass  through  the  ordeal  successfully.  To  assist  "  his  Lord- 
ship, this  Guide  (which  is  nothing  if  not  practical)  contains  a  few 
suggestions  lor  dealing  with  the  various  toasts  that  have  to  be  given 
mm  the  Chair  on  the  9th  of  November.  It  will  be  seen  that  the 
leading  idea  is  to  give  the  "local  colouring"  of  the  City  to  every 
proposition,  llere  then  followeth— 

Hints  for  Speeches  to  be  made  by  the  Lord  Mayor  at  his  "Call  Dinner.' 

"  Army  Xavy,  ami  J'oluHh-en,."— Introduce  allusion  to  the  City 
Tram  Bauds.  Give  briefly  history  of  WAT  TYLER  laying  stress  upon 
the  incident  of  his  death  at  the  hands  of  a  Lord  Mayor  of  the  Period. 
R.-lcr  to  the  love  of  past  Chief  Magistrates  for  excursions  on  the 
Thames  Should  the  nation  be  really  in  danger,  the  City  Barge 
would  be  manned  bv  the  Watermen  ready  to  expel  theJEorei|n 
intruder  London  Militia  has  for  its  Colonel  Sir  REGINALD  HANSON, 
r  of  Arts  of  the  University  of  Cambridge.  The  Lady  Mayoress 

Lv?™  rt  TO  aWay  Pmi,e8  to  the  Citv  Volunteers.     Conclude  by 
"NAPOLEON  BONAPARTE,  referring  to  the  great  com- 
mercial interest*  of  the  City  of  London,  called  the  English  a  'nation 
of  shopkeepers '-for  aU  that  the  Battle  of  Waterloo  was  won 
British  pluck  and  Bntish  bayonets  !  " 


"  House  of  Lords."— A  Tory  Lord  Mayor  will,  of  course,  speak  of 
this  institution  with  much  respect.  Mr.  ALDKRMAN  FOWLER  no  doubt 
will  refer  with  approval  to  the  suggestion  of  his  predecessor  that  the 
Chamber  of  Peers  and  the  Court  of  Aldermen  are  very  much  alike — 
especially  the  Court  of  Aldermen. 

"  House  of  Commons."— His  Lordship  will  apologise  for  the  short- 
comings of  the  popular  assembly.  "  As  a  Member  himself,"  he  will 
jrobably  furnish  autobiographical  reminiscences.  Each  reminiscence 
nay  commence  with  "  I  remember  on  one  occasion  in  the  House,  when 
[  was  talking  to  a  Statesman  who  before  now  has  enjoyed  the  confi- 
dence of  Her  MAJESTY,  that,"  and  then  will  follow  the  story. 

"  Her  Majesty's  Ministers."— He  will  say  that  "politics  are  not 
admissible  at  a  gathering  such  as  this."  Having  laid  down  this  rule, 
le  will  proceed  to  break  it.  He  will  call  attention  to  the  rumours 
("he  hopes  groundless")  that  the  privileges  of  the  City  are  about 
M  be  invaded.  Then  he  will  quote  more  history  about  WAT  TYLER, 
SRESHAM,  the  City  Train  Bands,  and  the  recent  opening  of  Burnham 
Beeches  to  the  People  for  ever.  He  will  give  a  "  nasty  one  "  to  the 
HOME  SECRETARY.  He  will  probably  have  something  to  say  about 
the  late  Lord  BEACONSFLELD  and  his  foreign  policy.  The  connection 
between  the  City  and  Ireland  will  possibly  furnish  a  subject  upon 
which  to  hang  some  pleasant  saying  about  the  Government  and  the 
present  condition  of  the  Emerald  Isle.  He  will  conclude  by  making 
the  discovery  that  after  all  (in  "  spite  of  all  temptations  ")  Liberals 
and  Conservatives,  Whigs  and  Tones,  are  yet  Englishmen,  and  may 
be  expected  "  to  behave  as  such."  This  last  sentiment  will  be  the 
concession  that  a  host  feels  bound  to  yield  to  a  guest.  He  will  sug- 
gest that  although  the  members  of  the  present  Government  are  rather 
partial  to  wallowing  in  blood  and  mud,  they  have  one  great  redeem- 
ing point — they  are  fond  of  City  turtle  ! 

Having  disposed  of  these  toasts  and  received  snubbings,  more  or 
less  pronounced,  from  the  FOREIGN  SECRETARY,  the  Marquis  of 
HARTINGTON,  and  Mr.  GLADSTONE,  he  may  "  rest  and  be  thankful." 
If  necessity  arises,  he  will  patronise  the  Ambassadors,  because  the 
City  is  wealthy,  the  LORD  CHANCELLOR,  because  he  is  himself  "  the 
Chief  Magistrate  of  the  First  City  of  the  Universe,"  and  the  ancient 
seats  of  learning,  because  "  amongst  the  Aldermen  is  a  Master  of  Arts 
of  the  University  of  Cambridge." .  During  his  year  of  office  he  will  say 
something  civil  to  the  Judges,  because  he  presides  at  the  Central 
Criminal  Court,  to  the  Bishops,  because  the  daughter  of  a  Lord 
Mayor  is  occasionally  married  in  St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  to  the  Fellows 
of  the  Royal  Society,  because  telephones  are  now  in  general  use  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  Mansion  House.  When  he  attends 
the  Royal  Academy  Banquet  he  will,  of  course,  call  attention 
to  the  fact  that  the  City  Authorities  frequently  purchase  pictures. 
Before  now,  "Literature"  has  been  entertained  in  the  ^lansion 
House.  Should  the  Authors  be  asked  to  the  Egyptian  Hall  in  1884, 
no  doubt  his  Lordship  will  refer  to  the  Free  Library  near  the  Mayor's 
Court,  and  say  something  really  nice  about  the  marketable  value  of 
brains  in  the  Nineteenth  Century.  He  may  even  admit  (if  in  a  very 
good  humour)  that  brilliant  thoughts  are  nearly  as  precious  as  grey 
shirtings.  Again,  there  is  a  precedent  for  Actors  going  East  of 
Temple  Bar.  If  they  make  this  journey  during  the  next  twelve 
months,  the  Lord  Mayor  will  very  likely  express  himself  as  quite 
pleased  with  some  of  the  works  of  the  late  WILLIAM  SHAXSPEARE. 

To  sum  up.  For  a  year  his  Lordship  will  have  the  privilege  of 
patronising  everybody  and  everything.  He  will  be  listened  to  during 
this  time  with  patience,  if  not  respect.  When,  however,  the  regula- 
tion reign  expires,  he  will  disappear  into  the  ranks,  and  become  once 
more  an  ordinary  individual,  whose  oratory  will  be  most  suitable  to 
a  local  vestry. 

GUY  FENIAN. 

OH,  PITY  the  poor  Fenian  who  has  tried  to  wreck  a  train, 
Or  blow  a  public  building  up  with  dynamite  in  vain  ; 
He  has  wasted  his  materials,  not  created  much  alarm, 
Done  anything  or  anyone  but  very  little  harm, 

Except  himself ;  for  haply  the  Police  are  on  the  track ; 
And  then  he 's  like  to  Reynard  with  the  hounds  behind  his  back. 
If  a  conspirer,  Feeny  stands  within  Law's  long-armed  reach  ; 
'Tis  probable  some  one  of  his  accomplices  will  peach. 

No  damage  worth  a  button  for  his  deed  has  he  to  show ; 
And  when  he 's  caught,  to  prison  like  the  pickpocket  he  '11  go, 
Be  sent  his  whole  life  long  in  penal  servitude  to  pass, 
Having  failed  as  an  assassin,  and  but  made  himself  an  ass. 

Oh,  pity  the  poor  Fenian  who,  for  hate  to  England's  Crown, 
Cares  not  how  many  people  he  blows  up  or  houses  down, 
Causes  a  mere  explosion,  and  commits  a  bootless  crime. 
Alas,  that  pity  on  himself  he  didn't  take  in  time ! 

CHAMPION  CHAMPAGNE  SHOW. — If  one  is  started,  it  should  be 
called  "  Another  Phiz  Collection." 
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WHAT  I  SAW  AND  HEAED  AT  THE  FISHERIES 
EXHIBITION. 

I  HEARD  a  magnificent-looking  fellow,  who  stood  about  six  feet  in 
liis  stockings,  and  a  little  more  without  them,  and  who  probably 
weighed  about  fifteen  stone,  state  publicly  that  he  was  one  of  tiye- 
and-thirty  Pilots  of  Swansea,  of  whom  tive-and-twentv,  including 
himself,  wore  the  blue  ribbon  of  temperance.  In  the  bitterest 
winter's  night,  in  the  wildest  storm  of  hail,  rain,  or  snow,  they 
i»thing  stronger  than  tea  or  coffee,  giving  greatly  the  prefer- 
ence to  tea.  They  also  highly  appreciated  the  great  staying  powers 
—to  use  a  sporting  phrase — of  cocoa,  and  wished  it  were  more  gene- 
rally used  on  board  ship.  

1  saw  a  member  of  the  Court  of  Common  Council  (pointed  out  to 
me  by  KOUKHT  the  Waiter),  about  lunch-time,  pensively  gazing  upon 
four  different  specimen.-.  <>)'  Turtle,  exliibited  in  the  Spanish  Court . 
There  seeimd  a  puzzled  look  in  his  concentrated  gaze,  as  if  he  were 
saving,  "Four  kinds  of  Turtle:1  How  can  that  be  '•  Thick  Turtle 
1  know,  and  clear  Turtle  I  know,  but  what  are  the  others  ?" 

1  heard  a  weather-beaten  Fisherman  tell,  in  his  own  homely  and 
unadorned  fashion,  how  he  had  spent  thirty  successive  winters  at 
sea;  how  he  had  seen  four  vessels,  out  of  the  fishing-fleet  of  which 
he  was  in  command,  go  down  with  every  soul  on  board  ;  how,  in  one 
tearful  night  in  October,  1881,  eleven  smacks  went  down  with  all 
hands,  numbering  fifty-live  souls,  and,  on  another  occasion,  twelve 
smacks  and  ninety-six  men  went  down  into  the  pitiless  deep,  and  not 
i lied  to  tell  the  sad  story  ;  how,  during  his  thirty  years  of  sea- 
life,  he  nad  seen  hundreds  of  men  drowned,  and  why  ?  because  the 
huats  were  not  big  enough,  and  not  strong  enough,  being  only  some 
80  or  90  tons.  He  nad  never  known  a  boat  of  150  tons  lost. 


Fear  is  a  word  unknown  to  Fishermen !  They  never  care  how  high 
the  sea  runs,  or  how  fierce  the  wind  blows,  provided  they  have  plenty 
of  sea-room  and— no  company ! 

1  saw  the  gracious  Lady  whom  all  .Fishermen  ought  to,  and  pro- 
bably do,  regard  with  affectionate  gratitude — considering  what  she 
has  done  for  the  poor  Fishermen  of  Baltimore  and  Cape  Clear,  how 
she  has  raised  them,  by  her  .wisely-directed  liberality,  from  poverty 
and  misery  and  occasional  pauperism,  to  prosperity  and  independence 
— listening  with  eyes  as  well  as  ears  to  the  graphic  account  given  by 
an  eager  enthusiast,  how  he  had  settled  down  in  a  poverty-stricken 
district  in  Ireland,  where,  as  he  said,  the  young  men  were  going 
about  wearing  half  a  shirt  and  half  a  pair  of  trousers,  and  how  he 
established  a  pottery  there,  and  brought  over  Englishmen  to  instruct 
them,  and  how  they  were  now  clothed  in  broadcloth  and  linen,  and 
earning  from  fifty  to  sixty  shillings  a  week  each.  1  think,  from  the 
delighted  look  of  Lady  BuRDETT-Cotrrrs,  she  would  have  liked  to 
have  shaken  hands  with  that  enthusiastic  and  successful  worker  in 
the  good  cause  she  has  so  much  at  heart. 

I  heard  a  fine  intelligent  fellow  describe,  without  a  word  of  boast- 
fulness,  how  he  had  raised  himself  from  being  only  a  poor  Fisher- 
man to  be  Manager  of  a  Fishing  Fleet,  and  I  heard  him  use  these 
remarkable  words,  "  My  increased  knowledge  increases  the  know- 
ledge of  my  own  ignorance."  What  Fishermen  want,  he  said,  is 
more  education,  more  intelligence,  and  less  rashness ;  there  will  then 
be  less  loss  of  life.  Nothing  will  induce  them  to  wear  life-belts. 
Why  ':  Because,  though  fearless  of  danger,  they  dread  anything  like 
chaff.  Ridicule  is  worse  than  rocks  or  wrecks,  in  their  opinion. 
No  man  spoke  at  this  wonderful  meeting  unless  he  had  something 
to  say ;  he  said  it  as  briefly,  as  earnestly,  and  yet  as  quietly  as 
he  could,  and,  having  said  it,  he  resumed  his  seat.  Let  anyone 
endeavour  to  picture  to  himself  what  our  boasted  House  of  Commons 
would  be,  if  they  would  condescend  to  stoop  from  their  high  estate 
and  imitate  these  poor,  but  earnest  Fishermen.  Fancy  a  debate  in 
that  honourable  House  without  waste  of  t ime,  or  vain  repetition,  or 
denunciation,  or  boredom,  or  noise.  The  Chairman  (Mr.  BIRKJKCK. 
M.P.)  must  have  been  as  much  surprised  as  delighted  at  the  unusual 
form  of  the  discussion  over  which  he  so  ably  presided. 

I  afterwards  saw  a  distinguished  member  of  the  Corporation 
taking  a  farewell  sixpenny  dinner  on  the  closing  day. 

AN  OUTSIDEH. 

MRS.  RAMSUOTUAM  is  evidently  working  up  the  Life  of  Luthfi;  so 
as  to  be  up  to  the  time  of  day  for  the  Tercentenary.  She  says  she 
saw  a  note  from  a  Correspondent  to  ourselves,  last  week,  stating  that 
LUTHER  gave  permission  to  an  Elector  to  have  two  wives  anonymously, 
but  her  niece  LAVINIA  has  been  reading  to  her  the  correct  version  of 
the  affair,  and  (she  informs  us)  it  wasn't  an  Elector  at  all,  but  a 
German  Landmark  to  whom  the  permission  was  granted.  (Mrs. 
KAMSBOTHAM  is  very  nearly  right ;  so  was  our  Correspondent.) 


MORE  FROM  THE  GOLDSMITH  BIRTHDAY-BOOK. 

\V  i  had  just  been  reading  once  more  in  the  Times  its  periodical 
dirge  over  the  present  extinction  of  novelists,  dramatists,  painter*, 
when,  feeling  ourselves  to  be  in  something  of  the  old  rogue's  vein 
of  thought,  we  again  took  up  our  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH,  and— rubbing 
our  eyea — read  thus : — 

"  The  See,  Saturday,  November  3,  1759 : — Scarcely  a  day  passes  in  which 
we  do  not  hear  compliments  paid  to  DRTDIH,  POPS,  and  other  writers  of  the 
but  age,  while  not  a  mouth  come*  forward  that  u  not  loaded  with  invective* 

r'nct  the  writers  of  th is.     Strange,  that  our  critic*  should  be  fond  of  giving 
r  favours  to  those  who  are  insensible  of  the  obligation,  and  their  dislike 
to  tho«e  who,  of  all  mankind,  are  most  apt  to  retaliate  the  injury." 

And  again— for  which  we  thank  thee,  OLIVER  !— 

"  It  has  been  so  long  the  practice  " — [please  observe  the  date] — "  to  repre- 
sent literature  on  declining,  that  everv  renewal  of  this  complaint  now  come* 
with  ihiiiiiiL-luil  influence.  The  public  has  been  so  often  excited  by  a  false 
alarm,  that  at  present  the  nearer  we  approach  the  threatened  period  of  decay, 
the  more  our  security  increase*.  .  .  .  I  am  at  a  loss  where  to  find  an  apolory 
for  persisting  to  arraign  the  merit  of  the  age  :  for  joining  in  a  cry  which  the 
judicious  have  long  since  left  to  be  kept  up  by  the  vulgar;  and  for  adopting 
the  sentiments  of  the  multitude  in  a  performance  that  at  best  can  pleas*  only 
•  few.  .  .  .  The  dullest  critic  who  strives  at  a  reputation  for  delicacy  by 
allowing  he  cannot  be  pleased,  may  pathetically  assure  us  that  our  taste  u 
upon  the  decline;  may  consign  every  modern  performance  to  oblivion,  and 
b(-i|ur;itli  nothing  to  posterity,  except  the  labours  of  our  ancestors  or  our  own. 
Such  general  invective,  however,  conveys  no  instni'-ti<-u  ull  it  teaches  U, 
that  the  writer  dislikes  an  age  by  which  he  is  probably  (Unregarded.  The 
manner  of  being  useful  on  the  subject  would  be  to  point  out  the  symptom*, 
to  investigate  the  causes,  and  direct  to  the  remedies,  of  the  approaching  decay." 

And  he  is  remembered  as  the  Author  of  The  Vicar  of  WakefieU 
and  X/ir.  Stoopi  to  Conquer,  who  so  complained  of  these  judgments  of 
his  day.  We  fancy  thatiwe  sometimes  see  him  quoted  as  a  model  now  ; 
to  say  nothing  of  not  a  few  who  have  written  declining  English  since. 

Times'  reporters  and  other  "  vulgar,"  please  copy. 


MATTHEW  ARNOLD  ON  "NUMBERS."* 

[The  lecturer  dwelt  on  the  errors  of  majorities,  especially  in  morals  and 
politii-8.] 

NOTHING  so  good  as  a  merry  minority, 
Very  few  people  are  sure  to  be  right ; 
Down  with  the  power  of  the  tyrant  majority, 
Wanting  in  sweetness  and  lacking  in  light : 
This  is  the  creed,  in  that  far  Western  land, 
ARNOLD  has  preached,  and  they  won't  understand. 

Though  you  belong  to  a  feeble  minority, 

You  can  look  up  and  be  bold  with  the  best, 
Nor  should  a  feeling  of  inferiority 

Ever  arise  in  your  militant  breast ; 
Take  up  an  ARNOLD'S  ineffable  song, 
Truly  the  "multitude  's  sure  to  be  wrong. 
Who  shall  be  sure  that  he 's  in  this  minority, 

So  that  he 's  truly  among  the  elect. 
Let  him  dissent  from  all  men  in  authority, 

Scoffing  at  even-thing  others  respect : 
That's  how  the  ethical  trick  can  be  done — 
MATTHEW'S  minority 's  just  Number  One  ! 

*  Mr.  MATTHEW  ARNOLD'S  first  lecture  was  listened  to,  in  consequence 
of  the  Poet's  ineffective  delivery  (according  to  the  report),  with  the  greatest 
attention  :  and  he  was  occasionally  asked  to  "  Speak  up! "  He  began  by  lec- 
turing on  "  Numbers ; "  but,  if  he  goes  on  like  this,  will  he  end  bv  lecturing 
to  Numbers '-  Some  are  asking  if  he  is  going  through  the  entire  I'tctateuch. 


FROM  a  "  NON-SPOBTSMAIC  "  we  have  received  the  following  extract 
from  the  Times  : — 

"  THE  SOCTHDOWN  Houses. — The  first  meeting  of  the  season  took  place 
yesterday,  at  Gh  ml.   I'hi.-e.  th.-  seat  of  the  Right  Hon.  Sir  HENRY  BRAND. 
'••  the  largest  field  which  has  been  seen  in  Sussex  for  some  years, 
>0  being  in  the  saddle." 

"It  must  have  been,"  says  our  Correspondent,  "an  enormous 
field ;  and  what  a  weight-carrying  horse  f  and  what  a  gigantic 
saddle  !  But  /  don't  before  it .'"" 

HONOURABLY  ACQUITTED. — A  Contemporary  says : — "  In  1*7*  Lord 
LORNE  was  an  untried  man.  He  has  so  acquitted  himself  on  trial  as 
to  justify  the  choice."  "Next  to  bein'  a  untried  man,"  remarks 
BILL  BURGLE,  "  wot  I  should  like  is  to  be  put  upon  trial  so  as  I 
could  acquit  myself.  Just  wouldn't  1 '. ' 

"An!"  exclaimed  llr~.  lUitsuoiHAM,  "what  ail  appropriate 
name  for  a  Gentleman,  who  always  lives  in  a  state  of  gambling,  the 
Prinee  of  MOXEYUO  '.  " 
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IT  's  AN 


HISTORY    OF   A    FAMILY    PORTRAIT. 

OHgsby.  "  BY  THE  WAT,  THAT  '»  A  NEW  PICTURE,  SIR  POMPEY— THE  KNIOHT  IN  ARMOUR,  I  MEAN  !  " 
Sir  Pompty  Bedell.  "Es— TBS.    IT  CAME  TO  ME  IN  RATHER  A  CURIOUS  WAT— ER— TOO  LONG  TO  RELATE  AT  PRESENT. 
ANCESTOR  OF  MINE — A  BEDELL  OF  RICHARD  THE  THIRD'S  PERIOD  ! " 

Origaby  (who  made  an  all  Inil  successful  offer  of  three-seventeen-six  for  said  Picture,  last  week,  to  old  Moss  Isaacs,  in  Wardour  Street}.  "  BT 

JOVE,    HE  WAS  PRECIOUS  NEAR  BEINO   AN   Af/CSSTOR  OF  MlSt  TOO/" 

[Proceeds  to  explain,  but  is  interrupted  ly  Sir  P.'s  proposing  to  join  the  Ladies. 


SWEET  HOME. 

"  DIVES,  tho  owner  of  property  condemned  as  unfit  for  habitation,  is    0 

from  50  to  60  per  cent,  upon  his  money."— The  Sitter  Cry  of  Outcast  London. 

SWEET  Home !    The  briar-scented  lane  is  sweet 
Some  seven  miles  hence  ;  exotic  odours  fleet 

Through  the  dull  halls  that  DIVES  builds  hard  by 
The  hidden  bounds  of  this  slime-cumbered  street. 

liut  sweetness  here  f    Do  blossoms  blend  their  breath 
With  Malebolge's  fumes 7    "What  burdeneth 
The  sluggish  air  of  this  rain-sodden  slum 
Is  disembodied  horror,  worse  than  death. 

Infect  with  foulness  palpable,  unveiled, 
Miusuia  at  whose  breath  rude  health  had  paled, 

More  than  the  ix^tili'iitial  tropic  swamp, 
Where  lurks  the  Slayer  by  bright  blooms  o'ertrailed. 

Yet  more  with  that,  the  deeper,  deadlier  taint, 
Impalpable,  obscure,  unshaped  in  plaint, 

In  speech  unworded,  whose  soul-palsying  touch 
L  nnerves  the  boldest,  makes  the  stoutest  faint. 

Sweet  Home !    Sardonic  as  the  Accuser's  jeer 
Sound  the  heart-moving  words  when  uttered  here, 

W  here  life  is  a  sin-poisoned  agony, 
And  even  love  a  shape  of  leprous  fear. 

And  Labour  '•    Ik-re  the  primal  curse  in  sooth 
raw  unallaved  by  mirth,  affection,  ruth, 
Crushing  beneath  its  unrelenting  stress 
Age  s  last  hope;,  and  the  first  spring  of  youth. 


Such  labour !  Heaven !  to  think  of  fingers  thin 
Toiling  in  pain  the  grey  hours  round,  to  win 

From  the  swol'n  Hoards  of  wealth  some  scanty  dole, 
Tithed  by  the  triflers,  who  toil  not,  nor  spin. 

Tithed  ?  Nay,  much  more  than  tithed,  for  Mammon's  grip 
Snatches  the  morsel  from  the  hungering  lip : 

And  Mammon's  minions,  wringing  gold  from  pest, 
Penury's  portioned  mite  shall  not  let  slip. 

Property's  gold-mine — this  .'  How  sweet  to  think 
That  herded  thralls  of  want,  and  crime,  and  drink, 
Though  all  too  foul  to  touch  the  skirts  of  Wealth, 
Well-squeezed,  make  Mammon's  guineas  chink ! 

Not  useless,  no  !    Cold  Competition's  slaves, 
At  least  they  swell  Pactolus,  whose  broad  waves 

With  no  whit  less  of  eager  swiftness  now, 
That  they  flow  o'er  slain  victims,  or  'midst  graves. 

Why  should  they  ?    Whose  the  blame  of  that  strange  iluod 
Drain  down  from  fetid  flats  of  marsh  and  mud  ? 

Or  who  will  hold  him  guilty  if  the  stream 
Like  Egypt's  plaguc-smit  river  show  like  blood  ? 

Brave  affluents  verily !    And  Affluence,  clean 
In  show  as  :ts  new-minted  coin's  bright  sheen, 

Battens  upon  these  pest-spots,  sucks  curst  spoil 
From  lazar-haunts  of  lust  and  labour  lean. 

Choked  back  from  the  huge  City's  thick-piled  maze, 
Crowded  aside  from  Comfort's  cleanlier  ways, 

They  slave  and  sin  and  multiply  and  die, 
These  pariahs  whose  strange  "  Home  "  disgusts — but  pays. 
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Pays  whom  ?    The  smug  House-jobber,  hard  of  eye 
As  heart,  the  Cit,  the  Peer,  the  Bishop.    Why 

Portion  too  nicely  't     It  pays  careless  (Treed 
And  its  blind  incarnation—  Property. 

Sixty  per  cent. !    That  covers  so  much  shame, 
Dulls  too  quick  sensibility  to  blame. 

"  Property  "  on  these  plague-spots  fatly  feeds. 
Jf 'hut  shall  awake  it  to  the  higher  claim  f 

Shall  it  be  Pestilence  slow  stealing  hence, 

To  strike  through  callous  Comfort's  vain  defence  ? 

Or  Misery's  red  revolt  P  or  the  late  stir 
Of  harrowed  feeling  and  indignant  sense  ? 

Home  ?    Ghetto  plus  Gehenna,  reeking  through 
With  all  abomination,  stye,  and  stew, 

Alsatia,  torture-house,  slave-pen  in  one ! 
Once  more  the  cry  breaks  forth—  What  shall  we  do '' 

\V:ike  wordy  fuss,  which,  rising  like  the  dust, 
So  falls  ?    Gregariously  groan,  then  thrust 

The  oft-glimpsed  spectre  back  into  its  lair, 
Sight -banished,  but  unlaid  P    Not  so,  we  trust ! 

Vast  problems,  many-sided,  maddening,  wait 
Time  s  slow  solution,  but  we  may  abate 

With  Law's  swift  hand  this  wrong— that  DIVES  thrives 
Upon  the  woes  of  LAZARUS  at  his  gate. 

He  shall  not  still,  to  swell  his  loved  per-ccnts, 
Perpetuate  these  pest-breeding  tenements, 
Nor  use  vile  vice  and  slavish  toil  as  tilth 
And  pasturage  of  Wealth  in  "  Mammon's  Rents." 


FOOTLIGHT     CONFIDENCES; 

OR,  WHAT  THE  CABLE  MAY  COME  TO. 

•  »***• 

HEEE  we  are  at  Slickville !  As  there  was  only  a  slight  riot  at  the 
Station,  and  not  more  than  live  thousand  firemen  accompanied  me  to 
my  hotel,  joining  in  the  new  national  serenade,  "  Henry  gits  nicely 
a/uriij !  "  I  confess  I  was  somewhat  disappointed  at  the  reception. 

No ;  it  has  decidedly  not  been  all  I  was  led  to  expect,  and  it  has 
therefore  been  a  real  consolation  to  me  to  receive  here  a  batch  of 
London  papers,  and  peruse  that  glorious  leader  on  my  first  appear- 
ance in  New  York,  that  somehow  found  its  way  into  the  limes. 
How  excessively  grotesque  !  I  wonder,  now,  who  on  earth  managed 
that !  C.  is  civil,  but  he  is  certainly  no  fool.  Could  it  have  been 
H.  P  or  W.  M.  P — or  dear  old  DODUS  perhaps  P  N'importe  !  whoever 
did  it,  it  was  excellent  fooling,  and  1  laughed  heartily  ;  and  when  I 
showed  it  to  BKAM  STOKER,  it  struck  him  as  so  excruciatingly  funny 
that  he  nearly  had  a  tit.  He  took  the  opportunity,  however,  of 
again  impressing  most  earnestly  upon  me  the  necessity  of  not  allow- 
ing myself  to  be  carried  away,  as  1  am  sometimes,  in  my  after-dinner 
utterances.  He  pointed  out,  almost  severely,  to  me  that  I  had  seve- 
ral times,  with  great  indiscretion,  added  to  what  HATTON  had  set 
down  for  me  to  say, — much  to  the  annoyance  of  HATTON,  who  does 
not  like  to  see  his  carefully-prepared  speeches  spoilt  by  the  introduc- 
tion of  bits  of  what  he  calls  my  "  unbusiness-hke  and  clumsy  gag." 
1  dare  say  he  is  right,  for  1  fully  admit  that  I  do  sometimes  forget 
the  ridiculous  humbug  underlying  all  this  spouting  and  screaming 
and  handkerchief  -  waving,  and  find  myself  compelled  to  gush 
tremendously.  But  is  not  the  temptation  strong '(  I  am  not  an 
illustrious  General,  a  world-renowned  Philosopher,  a  distinguished 
Humanitarian,  or  even  an  ordinary  Emperor.  Why,  then,  should  1 
be  made  the  excuse  for  an  unceasing  and  universal  ovation  ?  I  ask 
Bit  AM  STOKKU  this,  and  he  only  smiles  significantly,  and  tells  me  to 
"  mind  my  own  business,  and  leave  it  to  him."  He  is  a  wonderful 
fellow  is  BKAM  STOKEK.  So  is  my  tried  and  constant  biographical 
friend  and  secretary,  JOSEPH  HATTOX.  Yes,  I  will  endeavour  to  act 
on  their  advice !  Ha  !  here  come  the  Mayor  and  Municipal  Authori- 
ties crowned  in  laurel,  and  ready  to  carry  me  on  their  shoulders  to 
the  "  lunch  "  at  the  local  Tantalus  Club. 

•  •»••• 

The  lunch,  though  it  began  well,  has  been  a  noisy  affair  on  the 
whole,  and  the  little  bit  I  interpolated  into  my  speech  about  the 
growing  glories  of  the  rival  township  of  Wittlesburg  has,  so  BKASI 
STOKEK  says,  given  great  oti'ence.  I  couldn't  help  telling  them  that, 
when  at  that  rising  Western  city,  after  the  Second  Act  of  Ilumeu  and 
Juliet,  a  large  clothes-basket,  full  of  mango  jelly,  fresh  vegetables, 
and  Bourbon  whiskey,  was  let  down  from  the  proscenium  by  ropes 
of  roses  to  my  very  feet,  my  heart  went  out  to  my  audience  then  and 
there,  and  I  had  .the  greatest  difficulty  in  getting  it  back.  1  had 
scarcely  uttered  this,  when  HATTON  was  pelted  with  Blue-Point 
shell  and  salad-plates,  it  having  got  wind  that  he  is  responsible  for 
my  public  sentiments.  I  am  extremely  sorry,  and  must  really  be 
careful.  It  appears  that  there  is  some  feud  between  these  rising 


plaees.'and  that  my  reference  has,  therefore,  been  unfortunate.  I  am 
afraid  this  argues  a  doubtful  reception  to  The  Bell*  this  evening. 
liiuM  STOKEK  advises  me  strongly  either  to  let  HATTON  play  for  me. 
or  go  through  the  Mesmerist  Scene  with  a  tinned  umbrella.  I  will 

think  this  out. 

•  ••••• 

As  I  hear  the  booking  is  excessively  brisk,  and  have  also  been 
informed  that  all  the  people  in  the  Western  States  have  taken  a  hint 
from  that  clapping  lesson  I  gave  the  New  York  Reporter  the  other 
day,  I  cannot  out  oelieve  that  the  reception  will  be  quite  tremendous. 
I  have,  therefore,  decided.  I  may  wear  a  japanned  tea-tray,  up  my 
back,  but — I  shall  to-night  play  Matthias  myself. 

•  ••••• 

The  ordeal  is  over.  I  am  standing  on  the  debris  of  the  stage, 
surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  excited  literary  interviewers.  What  can 
I  say  of  what  I  thought  of  my  reception,  for  they  are  asking  me  a 
thousand  questions  on  all  sides  P  I  am  trying  to  recall  my  impres- 
sions of  the  performance.  I  tell  them  that  as  soon  as  I  came  on  in 
the  First  Act  a  shower  of  rotten  eggs  established  in  my  mind  beyond 
a  doubt  the  conviction  that  I  felt  my  audience.  So  it  was  all  along  : 
and  when,  on  the  appearance  of  the  Polish  Jew,  a  dead  cat  levelled 
at  my  head,  fortunately  hit  his  instead,  my  shriek  of  laughter  was  so 
hearty,  so  unexpected,  and  so  wild,  that  it  fairly  brought  down  the 
house,  and  enabled  the  Second  Act  to  be  proceeded  with  without  any 
immediate  attempt  to  lynch  the  Manager,  or  tear  up  the  benches. 
But  when  towards  the  close  of  the  play  I  retired  to  my  couch  amidst 
a  hail  of  footstools,  I  began  to  fear  I  should  have  tough  work  with 
the  Mesmerist.  For  an  American  audience  is  keener,  handier, 
stronger  in  the  whistle,  harderfisted,  and  takes  better  shots  with  an 
occasional  chair  than  an  English  one.  At  the  Lyceum  if  I  stand  on 
my  head  the'Stalls  receive  it  in  silence,  and  not  a  coat-sleeve  cracks 
with  applause.  If,  indeed,  I  wish  for  a  handful,  I  have  to  get  it,  as 
best  I  can,  from  the  Pit.  Here  I  got  not  one,  but  dozens,  from  the 
whole  house.  They  came  in  torrents.  The  stage  was  like  a  market- 
garden.  It  was  magnificent ;  and  I  so  thoroughly  felt  my  audience 
this  time,  that  in  a  transport  of  sympathy,  when  falling  over  the 
coat  of  the  murdered  Jew,  I  picked  up  a  large-sized  cabbage,  and 
flung  it  back,  right  across  the  Auditorium,  into  the  back  of  the 
Refreshment  Saloon.  This  was  the  hit  of  the  evening.  There  was 
a  rush  for  the  stage,  the  gas  was  turned  out,  and,  after  a  short 
skirmish  with  five  companies  of  Marines,  the  house  was  cleared,  and 
we  were  able  to  reckon  the  evening's  takings. 

Asked  then  what  I  thought  of  an  American  "  pelt "  ;  I  said  it  was 
hearty,  and,  seizing  a  dead  cat  by  the  tail,  I  flung  it  into  the  chan- 
delier by  way  of  illustration. 

Pressed  by  the  Reporters  to  say  if  I  thought  I  should  venture  on 
Charles  the  First  to-morrow  night  without  a  couple  of  six-shooters 
in  each  boot,  I  intimated  that  1  might  possibly  get  BKAM  STOKER  to 
play  it,  and  sit  in  front  myself  and  look  on. 

I  was  about  to  give  them  a  few  more  items  of  dramatic  intelligence, 
when  they  tore  on  to  cable  the  above  to  the  British  Press.  So,  on 
the  whole,  I  have  every  reason  to  be  satisfied  with  my  tour. 


A  VOICE  FROM  A  CAVK. 

THE  CAVE  we  refer  to  is  the  present  lessee  of  the  Elephant  and 
Castle  Theatre — (by  the  way,  why  couldn't  this  lumbering  old  name 
be  changed  P) — and  he  has  made  an  important  step  in  the  right 
direction  by  heading  his  programme  with  this,  in  the  clearest  possible 
type:— 

"  NOTICB. — In  order  to  prevent  unnecessary  noise,  and  that  the  plot  of 
the  piece  may  run  without  interruption,  No  CALLS  BEFOKE  TUB  CCKTAIN 
will  be  permitted." 

Excellent!  And  no  calls  after  the  Curtain  either.  "When  my  cue 
rouu's,  call  me" — and  only  then,  should  be  the  theatrical  professional's 
motto.  The  audience  will  soon  get  tired  of  calling  if  nobody  comes. 
And  of  course  the  printed  notice  on  the  stage  to  the  Actors  must  be 
that  no  calls  are  to  be  taken  on  pain  of  forfeiture  of  engagement.  This 
must  apply  to  Authors,  Scene-Painters,  Machinists,  and  Composers  as 
well.  And  even  when  the  Composer  is  conducting  his  own  Opera,  he 
must  at  the  end  of  every  Act  disappear  at  the  first  round  of  applause, 
and  resolutely  set  his  face  against  a  "call" — and  this  will  be  the 
more  easy  for  him  to  do  as  his  proper  position  is  with  his  back  to  the 
audience.  Y'et,  stop  !— how  can  the  Composer  "  set  his  face  against " 
a  call  without  turning  round  P  This  must  be  thought  out.  In  the 
meantime,  Mr.  CAVE  has  set  a  good  example,  which  we  trust  the 
Lessees,  Managers,  and  leading  Actors  and  Actresses  will  imme- 
diately follow.  "  Friends  at  a  distance  (in  America)  will  kindly 
accept  this  intimation."  We  hope  Mr.  CAVE  will  stick  to  his  rule, 
and  that  he  will  not  cave  in. 

OUTSIDE  THE  COVENT  GARDES  OPERA-HOUSE.— "  The  Duke  of 
MUDFORD'S  Cabbage  Cart  stops  the  way !  " 
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ALL  HIS  EYE. 


ARE 


ONLY  Two 


LAYS  OF  A  LAZY  MINSTREL. 

IN  A  BATH-CHAIR. 


Hope  my  dragger  is  a  man  to  be  trusted 
— willing  and  able.  Wonder  what  his  name 
is.  Why  not  call  him  ABLE  DRAGGEB  ?  I 
do  so.  He  doesn't  take  the  least  notice. 
Evidently  thinks  I  'm  light-headed.  Won- 
der if  he  charges  by  weight  ?  If  light- 
headed, he  oughtn't  to  charge  so  much. 
Song,  "  Weight  for  the  Waggon."  No. 
"  Weight  for  the  Chair,"  I  trust  ABLE 
will  be  careful.  Perhaps  I  ought  to  call 
him  Mr.  Chairman.  Reminds  me  of  a 
public  meeting — "Mr.  Chairman,  I  rise  to 

protest "  Unfortunately  I  can't  rise,  as 

I  have  a  game  leg — do  you  require  a  game 
licence  for  a  game  leg? — and  am  tightly 
strapped  and  buckled  within  a  leathern 
apron.  I  am  in  the  power  of  ABLE.  He  can 
do  just  as  he  likes  with  me :  he  may  turn 
me  over,  or  he  may  shoot  me  into  the  sea, 
or  run  races  with  other  chairs.  Fancy  Bath- 
chair  Races,  with  real  invalids,  all  properly 
handicapped.  If  I  entered,  I  should  nave 

to  be  knee-capped but  no  matter !  This 

is  no  time  for  frivolity.  Don't  quite  know 
how  to  behave  in  a  Bath-chair.  Fancy  my 
bearing  is  too  jovial.  Rather  too  much  of 
the  Bath-brick !  I  temper  it  by  putting  on 
a  sentimental  expression,  and  end  by  appear- 
ing like  a  faint  fool.  A  disgusting  red  man 
who  has  just  passed  shakes  his  head,  says 
something  to  his  friend,  looks  at  me,  and 
taps  his  forehead.  I  should  just  like  to 
jump  out,  and  tap  him  all  over  with  my 
trusty  Malacca.  I  yell  out  "  Hi !  "  to 
ABLE,  but  he  takes  no  notice.  He  is  prob- 
ably afraid,  if  there  is  a  scrimmage,  his 
Chair  will  be  inj  ured.  I  protest  I  do  not  feel 
at  all  easy.  "  Shall  I  not  take  mine  knees 
in  my— Chair  ?  "  Ahem  ! — SDAKSPEARE  ! 

Try  to  look  unconcerned.  Begin  to  whistle. 
Old  Lady  who  passes  by  looks  shocked. 
Why  shouldn't  invalids  whistle,  if  so  dis- 
podged  ?  We  have  heard  of  the  Whistling 
Oyster — why  not  the  Whistling  Invalid? 
However,  I  may  be  wrong.  I  withdraw  the 
whistle,  and  begin  to  sing  "  Chair,  Soys, 
Chair  !  "  beating  at  the  same  time  a  vigorous 
"  rum-turn  "  accompaniment  on  the  leathern 
apron.  A  lot  of  school-girls  pass  by  two- 
and-two.  Not  only  a  number  of  impudent, 
short-frocked  frillistines,  but  several  grace- 
ful girls  in  their  "last  half,"  every  single 
one  of  them — I  emphasise  "single" — old 
enough  to  be  thinking  of  becoming  a  ' '  better 
half,  — in  most  cases  a  very  "becoming" 
better  half.  The  whole  crew  giggle  out- 
rageously. I  wish  I  could  see  their 
governess,  I  would  at  once  report  their 
disgraceful  behaviour. 

Don't  think  I  am  popular  with  other 
invalids.  They  don't  seem  to  "welcome 
me  to  their  circle."  Old  Gentlemen  make 
faces  at  me  as  I  go  by,  well-preserved 
Dowagers  give  imitations  of  Mrs.  Skeleton  ; 
a  graceful  Lady,  with  violet  eyes  and  a  pretty 
child,  gazes  on  me  reproachfully,  and  a 
swollen,  rubicund,  goutesque  Port-Admiral, 
looks  as  though  he  would  like  to  hang  me 
at  the  yard-arm.  Will  try  it  once  more, 
and  let  you  know. 


A  Riparian  Bhyme. 
"  The  Staines  Sanitarv  Authorities  have  been 
fined  for  polluting  the  Thames  with  drainage." 
— Daily  Paper. 

THE  Sanitary  Savans  of  Staines 
Had  better  look  after  their  drains ; 

If  thev  poison  the  River, 

They  '11  quickly  diskiver 
They  're  sure  to  be  fined  for  their  pains  ! 

ON  THE  ATTORNEY  -  GENERAL.  —  Very 
sharp  chap  Sir  HENRY  JAMES.  In  fact,  he 's 
quite  "  JAMES  and  THORNE." 
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THE   WORSHIP  OF 
TINSEL. 

HARDLY  have  the  Mayor  and 
Corporation  of  Cork  recovered 
from  the  exertion  of  presenting 
an  address  to  Mr.  HENRY  IR- 
VING, when  they  are  called 
upon  to  perform  the  same 
ceremony  on  behalf  of  Mr. 
BARRY  SULLIVAN.  There  may 
be  other  shooting  stars  in  the 
theatrical  firmament  who  will 
claim  and  receive  the  same 
distinguished  attention,  until 
we  shall  be  compelled  to  ask 
these  Mayors  and  Corpora- 
tions what  honours  they  nave 
left  to  present  to  real  neroes 
and  paragons?  If  counter- 
feit presentments  of  imaginary 
virtues  are  to  be  treated  in 
this  way,  what  will  become  of 
the  great  soldiers  and  bene- 
factors who  may  in  the  future 
do  the  world  some  service  ? 
If  every  tragedian  who  fights 
a  broad-  sword  combat  is  to 
be  treated  as  if  he  had  won 
a  new  Agincourt  or  Water- 
loo, these  Mayor  and  Corpora- 
tion addresses  will  lose  their 
value. 

A  sober  and  respectful  ad- 
miration for  one  or  more  great 
Actors,  that  is  not  adulterated 
with  liarnumism,  and  is  not 
degrading  both  to  giver  and 
receiver,  is  worthy  of  support 
and  imitation  ;  but  enthu- 
siasm, real  or  affected,  sponta- 
neous or  stimulated,  which 
goes  to  the  length  to  which 
some  of  these  "demonstra- 
tions" are  going,  deserves  to 
be  stigmatised  as  the  present 
Worship  of  Tinsel. 


"  I  'M  so  sorry  my  friend  the 
Rev.  Mr.  AINGER,  the  Reader, 
didn't  send  me  tickets,"  saia 
Mrs.  RAMSEOTHAM,  "as  I 
should  like  to  have  seen  the 
Show  of  '  Christmas  Ant  hems' 
at  the  Temple  last  week. 
It's  rather  early  for  them, 
though !  " 
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SIR    MOSES   MONTEFIORE, 

A    "HEBREW  OK  THE   HEBREWS," 

WHO,    ON    THE    8TH    DAT    OF  ClIESVAN   (i.e.,    NOV.  8,    "  VERY  OLD  STYLE"), 
ESTEIIS     OX    THE     HUNDREDTH     YEAR   OF    HIS    BLAMELESS,    BRAVE,    AND 

UNIVERSALLY  BENEFICENT  LlFE. 


MUD-SALAD  MUDDLE. 

THE  Corporation  won't  re- 
lieve the  Duke  of  MCDFORD 
of  his  Mad-Salad  Garden 
responsibility.  "  It 's  really 
asking  too  much."  is  what 
they  seem  to  say ;  but  they  are 
wrong,  and  have  lost  a  chance. 
Still,  if  the  Duke  can  do  what 
he  likes  with  his  own  in  the 
way  of  selling  it,  why  can't  he 
earn  the  gratitude  of  Lon- 
doners by  having  it  kept  in 
better  order  under  new  rules 
and  regulations,  and,  as  opoor- 
t unity  offers,  introducing  im- 
provements, refusing  to  renew 
leases  except  on  certain  con- 
ditions, ana  so  gradually  but 
effectually  making  a  clean 
sweep  of  it '?  If  his  Grace  can 
do  what  he  likes  with  his  own, 
let  him  do  this.  If  he  doesn't 
— then  it  is  either  because  he 
has  not  the  power  (and  if  this 
is  so,  who  has?),  or  the  im- 
provement which  London  ex- 
pects of  him  is  not  what  his 
Grace  likes.  Let  his  Grace, 
sacrificing  for  awhile  his  en- 
joyment of  sea-breezes  and 
the  pure  Devonshire  air,  take 
the  house  lately  known  as 
"  Evans's."  and  live  in  the 
heart  of  Mud-Salad  Market  for 
six  months.  Evans's  would 
make  a  capital  ducal  mansion. 
"  If  you  want  a  thing  well 
done,  do  it  yourself  "—at  all 
events,  see  to  it  yourself ;  and 
we  warrant  there  would  soon 
be  a  decided  improvement. 

MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  was  in- 
structing her  youngest  niece 
in  French  manners  and  cus- 
toms. "  The  2nd  of  Novem- 
ber, my  dear,"  she  explained, 
"  is  the  day  when  they  visit 
all  the  seminaries,  and  lay 
chapels  of  flowers  on  the 
graves,  a  beautiful  custom! 
The  French  call  this  day  the 
Jea  de  Mott—a.  phrase,  my 
dear,  that  no  doubt  you  have 
often  heard,  but  never  under- 
stood." 


ANOTHER    LITTLE    HOLIDAY    CRUISE. 

"  lit  re  break  we  off" — Return  by  werluml  route'. 

NEVER  met  with  such  weather  as  in  the  Hebrides  and  in  the  Scotch 
Lochs.  No  knowing  where  to  have  it.  It  pours,  and  you  put  on  your 
mackintosh  and  waterproof  cap  and  capo.  When  carefully  buttoned 
up  in  these,  out  comes  the  sun,  and  off  come  all  the  above-mentioned 
articles  except  the  cap,  unless  you  have  had  sufficient  forethought  to 
have  brought  a  lighter  cap  with  you.  Directly  you  row,  or  have 
been  rowed,  or,  if  on  shore,  you  have  walked  a  few  yards,  the  rain 
re-commences,  has  a  short  struggle  with  the  sun,  conquers,  and  has 
the  next  half -hour  all  to  itself  a  downpour  in  torrents,  when,  just 
as  you  have  made  up  your  mind  to  return  to  the  Yacht,  sunlight 
appears,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  Hold  on !  I  'm  coming  to  the  rescue, 
more  powerful  than  ever !  "  You  hesitate  ;  sun  and  rain  have  a 
struggle,  sun  getting  stronger  and  stronger,  rain  weaker  and  weaker, 
until  it  disappears  altogether,  the  mists  roll  awny,  the  mountain-tops 
are  visible,  the  sky  is  blue,  the  flies  come  out  and  bite  fiercely  to 
make  up  for  lost  time — (a  Scotch  f.y  is  a  most  j»>rsisUntly  irritating 
insect ;  when  it  finds  someone  it  really  likes,  it  scarcely  leaves  him 
for  a  second,  and  if  it  does,  it  comes  "bock  agen"  fresher  than 
ever) — and  in  another  moment  the  waterproofs  are  voted  a  nuisance, 
are  carried  over  the  arm,  coat-collars  are  turned  down,  some  of  the 
party  complain  of  the  closeness  and  heat  of  the  weather,  others  pre- 
pare to  strip  off  and  carry  their  waistcoats ;  and  all,  pace  flies,  are 


admiring  the  view,  when  somebody  exclaims,  "  Hang  it  !  Wasn't 
that  a  drop  of  rain  ':"  Some  hopeful  person  denies  it.  If  KILLICK 
has  asserted  that  he  has  just  ielt  a  drop  of  rain,  CRAYLEY  will 
immediately  assure  him  that  he  must  be  mistaken,  and  that  such 
a  thing  is  impossible.  KILLICK  says  he  was  not  mistaken,  and 
declares  he  has  just  felt  another. 

"  That  time  I  aamit,"  says  CRATLEY,  true  to  his  colour  of  contra- 
diction, under  which  he  would  die  sooner  than  yield,  "  I  did,  but  not 
when  you  first  spoke."  And  in  another  second  the  rain  and  sun 
drama  is  enacted  all  over  again,  and,  tired  of  the  monotony  of  the 
variety,  we  return  to  the  Yacht,  and  —  this  is  the  usual  resource  —  ask 
at  what  hour  dinner  is  ordered. 

Whatever  the  time  mentioned,  if  KILLICK  is  pleased,  CRAYLEY 
sighs  ;  or  if  CRAYLEY  is  delighted,  and  says,  "  Ah  !  that  exactly  Miits 
me  !  "  KILLICK  wishes  it  were  later,  or  earlier,  or  at  any  time,  in  fact, 
when  CRAYLEY  doesn't  want  it.  CRAYLEY,  however,  is  generally  most 
pleased  when  it  is  at  an  hour  which  doesn't  suit  anyone  —  not  even 
our  host  precisely. 


Ferry.  —  Here  my  brief  holiday  comes  to  an  end,  and  I  quit 
the  Cri'iiM.  My  life  on  the  ocean  wave  has  been  a  short  but  merry 
one.  CRAYLEY  also  leaves.  Other  guests  are  coming  to  take  our 
places.  KILLICK  is  to  remain  for  the  whole  voyage.  The  Merry 
Young  Steward  keeps  up  his  Mark  Taplcy  character  to  the  last,  and 
on  the  morning  of  my  departure  he  enters  the  cabin  with  a  radiant 
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smile  to  inform  the  Commodore  that  "he 's  been  ashore,  and  there  'a 
it  to  be  pot  anywhere." 

W hat's  to  be  done?    The  Merry  Steward,  brighter  than  ever, 

i  sugsrrstion.     "Wouldn't  it  be  as  well  to  telegraph  to  the 

irriitli-nmn  \vho  is  coming  aboard  to  bring  a  round  of  beef  with  him  '' " 

A  ft  IT  all,  even  the  pains  of  separation  can  be  ameliorated  by  the 
rou^i. It-ration  of  the  sufferings  of  others.  I  am  going  straight  through 
to  Town,  and  offer  to  send  them  any  beef  and  mutton  from  there ; 
but  at  the  same  time  suggest  that,  as  CRAYLEY  is  going  "by  easy 
stares  " — as  Cardinal  WOLSET  travelled — to  his  destination,  he  could 
send  them  provisions  from  Inverness,  and,  indeed,  from  various 
stations  all  along  the  line. 

Jl'-tiirn  "Through  Journey,"  Express  Notes.—  Strome  Ferry  to 
Inverness.  First  part  of  scenery  wild  and  wonderful.  Panorama 
changes  to  low  and  lovely,  with  Ben  somebody  in  the  distance,  and 
then  at  Inverness  to  lower  and  unlovely  on  the  shore-side,  and  to 
bold  and  blusterous  on  the  other,  or  sea-side,  with  Fort  George  at 
the  farthest  point,  which  I  am  informed  is  evidently  a  nice  warm 
station  for  the  soldiers,  and  on  that  account  generally  chosen  by  the 
Authorities  as  a  depot  for  any  troops  fresh  from  India.  How 
tropical  must  be  the  situation  anyone  can  judge  for  himself  when 
informed  that  it  is  built  on  what  Estate  Agents  call  an  eligible  and 
picturesque  site,  commanding  uninterrupted  views  of  the  river  and 
mainland  on  one  side,  and  of  the  German  Ocean  on  the  other. 

Inverness — in  time  for  the  table  d'hote  at  all  the  hotels. 
Can  only  go  to  one.  Fair  table  d'hote.  Usual  eccentric  tourists,  and 
wonderful  females.  Everybody  making  arrangements  to  be  called 
early.  Meet  a  shooting  friend  unexpectedly,  who,  having  been  forced 
to  remain  here  alone  for  some  hours,  has  read  two  three-volume 
novels,  and,  not  liking  to  dine  alone,  has  determined  upon  renewing 
reminiscences  of  his  childhood  by  buying  a  sweet  cake,  which  he 
intended  to  eat  with  his  tea; — poor  fellow ! — and  so  to  bed  about 
eight.  I  save  him  from  this  miserable  fate,  and  in  a  burst  of 
grateful  hospitality  he  asks  me  to  dine  with  him.  Pommery  sec 
instead  of  tea.  I  accept,  and  we  foregather  till  nearly  ten,  when  I 
hare  to  continue  my  ''through  journey"  to  London  via  Perth  and 
Stirling. 

Having  bespoken  a  berth  in  a  sleeping-saloon — there 's  still  some 
slight  reminiscence  of  the  yacht  about  this— I  dispose  myself  for  the 
night.  N.B.  (North  Britain.)  This  sleeping  accommodation  has  not 
yet  been  brought  within  measurable  distance  of  perfection. 

Perth. — Perfectly  fresh — as  fresh  as  one  ever  can  be  during  a  night 
journey  under  the  present  conditions.  I  slip  out,  in  full  yachting 
costume,  to  breakfast  at  Perth.  More  nautical  now,  on  shore,  than 
I  was  at  sea. 

Perth  Express  Breakfast !  If  there  be  an  oasis  in  the  dusty  desert 
of  the  Railway  Station  Commissariat  system,  it  is  this !  it  is  this ! 

Cleanly,  bright,  cold  meats,  hot  drinks,  tea  and  coffee,— I  had  some 

grounds "  for  saying  that  the  coffee  was  not  perfect,— eggs  and 
bacon,  salmon,  all  on  the  "  cut  and  come  again  "  principle,  hot  rolls, 
toast-and-butter,  real ' mac-marmalade  and  jam  ad  lib.,  what  more 
could  be  desired  by  the  most  voracious  and  capacious  traveller  with 
a  clear  half-hour  before  him  ? 

Then  off  by  7'30  train  to  Edinburgh  rid  Stirling,  with— and  here 
is  the  great  defect — no  prospect  of  a  wait  of  more  than  five  or  ten 
minutes  anywhere,  and  not  that,— should  the  train  be  unpunctual. 
We  pass  through  pretty  country  highly  cultivated,  hut  the  boldness 
Lisappeared ;  the  wild  has  become  tame ;  the  waters  are  no 
J°n>t*J.  turbulent  torrents,  but  placid  streams,  or  rippling  rivulets. 
The  distant  moors  suggest  grouse,  the  hillside  cottages  are  neat 
and  comfortable.  The  horses  sleek  and  shining  in  the  sunlight ; 
the  cows,  evidently  accustomed  to  a  regular  life,  repose  luxu- 
riously between  business  hours,  while  the  sheep  are  contentedly 
grazing,  never  once  lifting  their  heads  at  the  sound  of  the  train— 
unlike  their  rough-coated,  twisted-horned  cousins  in  the  parts  we  've 
been  visiting,  which  are  ever  on  the  alert,  and  dart  away  at  the 


importance  from  town.     1  read  how  pairing  has  begun 
loweveryone  is  off  for  a  vacation,  how  the  business  of  the  nation  is 
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being  hurried  through  so  that  Legislators  may  be  off—  and  "  rogues 
are  hung  that  jurymen  may  dine"—  and  I  feel  very  much  like  the 
boy  who  has  to  remain  in  to  do  a  task  while  all  the  others  are  off  for 
tneir  holiday,—  for  I  am  coming  back  to  work. 
Stations  en  route  — 

"  Berwick-on-Tweed  "-sounds  like  the   work  of  an  author  on 
Ironsenngs  "    Has  a  legal  twang  like  "  BYLES  on  Bills." 
At  ..ewoastle,—  The  lir>t  thins.'  to  see  is  an  Old  Castle,  probably 


»  "    ,-     Tho  to™  is  bpin?  ™Uv  mproved 

told  we  shall  hare  half-an-hour  at  York  for  refreshment,. 
Y\-y°««  wanted!"    D.n't  know  where  this  is  from.    Perhaps 
G.  A.  S.  will  respond.    His  "  Echoes  "  always  answer. 
who?,!  .  iUiiL*    '  T    dinner-soup,  fish  meat,  pudding,  cheese  ;  the 
B  boiling  and  roasting  at  2s.  6rf.  a  head,  to  be  taken  in  half-an- 


hour,  which,  deducting  three  minutes  for  the  walk  to  and  from  the 
Refreshment-Room,  is  feeding  at  the  rate  of  an  infinitesimal  frac- 
tion over  a  penny  a  minute.  One  plateful  of  anything,  however,  if 
all  eaten,  will  stodge  the  hungriest  traveller  unless  he  's  a  champion 
lunch-eater,  and  can  do  it  against  time.  One  shilling  for  a  B.-and-S. 
is  dear,  but  the  profit  must  be  made  somewhere. 

We  race  through  Doncaster — stop  at  Grantham  for  tickets — see 
Peterborough  Cathedral,  and  think  of  Mr.  WHALLEY — glimpse  of 
Huntingdon  race-course — St.  Neot's,  where,  of  course,  a  tidy  lot  of 
people  live  under  the  patronage  of  St.  Neot.  Flat  country—  pass 
small  station,  apparently  called  "  London  News."  as  that  is  all  I  can 
see,  written  up  m  white  letters  on  a  blue  board — cultivation  every- 
where— good  roads — country  giving  promise  of  good  shooting-coverts 
for  September — "every  bird  has  his  day" — new  proverb — close 
fields — big  hedges — brick-making — new  division  of  panorama — high 
yellow  banks — station  called  "Sandy" — remember  a  Clown  of  that 
name  at  HEXGLEB'S — a  mound  or  two,  mere  molehills  compared  to  the 
hills  I '  ve  left  behind  me — fine  trees,  meadow,  grass-land — neat  villages 
— gardens — shriek  of  engine — we  whizzle  past  station — the  only  pro- 
minent name  I  can  catch  as  we  pass  is  "  Somebody's  Mustard,  in 
yellow  letters — corn-fields — gleaners — then  a  large  field  of  some  dry- 
looking  stuff,  which  looks  like  somebody's  light  hair  unbrushed — 
more  covert — ricks — sheaves — fewer  hedges — signal  place  labelled 
''  Langford  Box  " — big  potatoe-fields — thenbanks — more  brick-making 
— station  called,  I  think,  Marley, — pretty  church — park-like  grounds 
— inclosed  fields  and  big  hedges  again — more  signs  of  harvest — 
"  Flying  Scotchman  "  gives  a  whoop !  as  his  countrymen  do  in  the 
national  dance,  and  we  rush  wildly  by  a  station,  the  name  of  which 
is  "Arlesey  Siding"  —what  party  Arlesey  is  siding  with  I 
haven't  time  to  guess  —  fields  —  high  banks  —  reappearance  of 
road — village — old  houses — old  trees — banks  again — signal-box — 
more  harvest— grass  and  clover-fields—hedges — falling  off  in  trees — 
brook — through  English  landscape  shut  out— "Flying  Scotchman" 
shrieking  again— "Hitchin!" — "  Flying  Scotchman  "  dashes  past  it, 
evidently  calling  out  "Bless  the  Duke  of  ARGYLL !"— then  slacks 
off  a  bit— as  if  a  trifle  blown — scene  changes  to  Wymondeley — very 
pretty— Birket  Foster  sort  of  English  scenery — then  changes  to  high 
reddish  sand-banks — F.  S,  going  steadily — hurries  up  a  bit  before 
Stevenage,  which  we  pass  in 'style— neat  red-brick  town — gardens — 
road— more  bright-red  houses,  as  if  the  builder  had  been  a  regular 
Rufus— Harvest  not  so  forward — fields  for  miles — crowds  of  trees — 
more  good  coverts— undulating  country— sheep.  Harvest  better  than 
ever — absolutely  "golden  grains" — big  banks — probably  tunnels- 
no — more  red  bricks  — extensive  view  of  country — grazing-land — 
charming  farm.  Large  village — two  men — we  go  under  bridge — 
country  more  _  undulating — F.  S.  tremendously  elevated  —  deci- 
dedly, F.  S.  is  a  whiskey  train — tunnel  at  last — shriek — in  we 
go — darkness — lights — out  we  come — shriek — in  we  go  again — 
out  we  come  again — pass  Welwyn — lovely  wooded  country — large 
fields — fine  trees — banks — under  bridge — big  fields — small  hedges — 
F.  S.  going  it  now — intends  finishing  well — only  about  twenty  miles 
more  to  do — two  more  arches — wooded  country — horses — cows — but 
nobody  about  anywhere  the  whole  way  along,  except  two  men  walking 
in  opposite  directions — odd  ! — is  it  tea-time  everywhere,  or  dinner- 
time, or  have  they  all  migrated  for  the  holidays  ? — shirk  Hatfield — 
"Renowned  SALISBTTRY !  "— F.  S.  slacking  off— wooded  country- 
much  the  same  as  before — views  shut  out — meadow-land — rabbits 
feeding  outside  plantation  —  hedges  —  ditches — woods — copses — an 
obelisk  on  bank,  with  City  Arms  (I  fancy)  on  it— slight  whistle  for 
Potter's  Bar — no  one  at  the  Bar— we  don't  stop — F.  S.,  the  whiskey-er, 
is  becoming  temperate — whistle— tunnel — in  for  twenty  seconds — 
out — sun  setting — whistle — txinnel — seven  seconds — short  whistle — 
tunnel — ten  seconds — people  at  last — suburbs  of  London  really  com- 
mencing— thrown  out  like  skirmishers  to  see  what  the  county  is  like 
— F.  S.  going  it  again — must  get  it  over  quick  now — short  whistle — 
tunnel — ten  seconds — more  skirmishers — wall  of  advertisements — 
Station  (what  ?) — houses — shorter  whistle — tunnel — fifteen  seconds — 
shorter  whistle,  'cos  F.  S.  can't  waste  breath— gas-works — London 
bursting  out — River  Lea,  or  Xew  River  ? — views  shut  out — Station 
(what  ?) — suburban  London  in  force-^boys — school  playing— F.  S. 
taking  it  leisurely—  rather  blown, — whistle— sun  setting — moon  rising 
red  on  the  other  side,  to  see  the  effect— sun.  hot  and  tired — moon 
chilly — want  of  circulation — town,  town,  town — smoke,  smoke, 
smoke — churches — advertisements — Holloway  Station — PETER  RO- 
BINSON, MAPLE,  COLMAN'S  Mustard  to  welcome  us, — tunnel — going — 
low  whistle— tunnel — in — out — ten  seconds — tunnel  again — that 's  it 
— F.  S.  ceases  to  fly — he  's  walking  in — but  he  burrows  into  London 

through  more  tunnels,  and here  we  are,  King's  Cross,  7  P.M.  to 

the  moment,  after  a  splendid  two  hours'  run  with  the  "  Flying 
Scotchman"  without  a  check.  As  the  Mohawk  Minstrels  sing, 
"Home  Oi'rc  More." 


([  !>•  tin?  account  of  the  explosions,  last  week,  it  was  reported  that 
'  The  sleepers,  even  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of   the   hole,  were 
undhturbed."    "What  heavy  sleepers  ! 
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BAMBOOZLEDOM. 

Distressed  Foreigner.  "PARDON — MAIS  MONSIEUR  COMI-RKND-T-IL  LE 
FRAN^AIS  I" 

Brown.    "On— ER — WEE — UNO  POO.      KWAW   ESKER   vous  AVVY 
BE/WANO  ! " 

Foreigner.  "AH!  MAIS  MONSIEUR  EST  FRANCIS,  fcvi- 
DEMMENT  !  "  [Brown  is  victimised  to  the  extent  of  Half-a-crown ! 


THE  "FIRESIDE"  AT  VENICE; 

OR,  HOW  WOULD  IT  HAVE  BEEN  ? 

IN  the  face  of  the  highly  complimentary,  scholarly,  and  altogether 
admirable  criticism  that  Mr.  KUSKIN  has  just  passed  on  much  of 
Mr.  PvncVl  artistic  work,  what  can  Mr.  Punch  do  but,  standing 
hat  in  hand,  acknowledge  with  a  respectful  bow  the  genius,  the 
jii'k'in  at,  and  the  graiv  that  have  deservedly  won  for  the  great 
tiring  Apostle  of  F.nglish  Art  and  Culture  the  admiration  and 
hiunauT  "t  so  larire  a  following  of  his  enthusiastic  fellow-country- 
nien  !-  For  where  the  verdict  runs  so  musically,  and  is  withal  so 
kindly,  there  seems  to  be  scarce  place  for  one  jarring  note  of  dis- 
cordant cavil.  Yet,  over  the  subjoined  sentence  has  Mr.  Punch 
been  sorely  concerned  and  confused.  Says  Mr.  KUSKIN, — having 
before  him  in  review  one  or  two  selected  specimens  of  Mr.  Punch's 
Cartoons, — 

"  Look,  too,  at  this  characteristic  type  of  British  heroism — '  JOHN  BULL 
guards  his  Pudding.'  Is  this  the  final  outcome  of  King  ARTHUR  and  Sainl 
George,  of  BRITANNIA  and  the  British  Lion  ':  And  is  it  your  pride  or  hope 
or  pleasure  that  in  this  sacred  island  that  has  given  her  lion  hearts  to  Eastern 
tombs  and  her  pilgrim  fathers  to  Westein  land*,  that  has  wrapped  the  sea 
round  her  as  :i  mantle,  and  breathed  against  her  strong  bosom  the  air  o: 
every  wind,  the  children  born  to  her  in  these  latter  days  should  have  no 
loftier  legend  to  write  upon  their  shields  than  '  JOHN  BULL  guards  his 
Puddingy"' 

And  then  Mr.  RUSKIN,  as  if  conscious  that  the  very  onward  sweep 
of  his  own  free  fancy  has  carried  him  beyond  the  limits  of  fail 
and  reasonable  estimate,  as  it  were,  harks  somewhat  back  again,  and 
offering  Mr.  Punch  something  in  the  nature  of  an  apology,  acquits 
him  of  all  true  responsibility  for  this  same  terrible  and  offending 
"  pudding." 

"It  is  our  fault"  (proceeds  Mr.  RUSKIN)  "and  not  the  Artist's:  and  I 
have  often  wondered  what  Mr.  TBNNIEL  might  have  done  for  us  if  London 


»d  been  u  Venice,  or  Florence,  or  Siena.  In  my  fint  coune  of  Lecture*  I 
called  your  attention  to  the  Picture  of  the  Doge  MOCENIOO  kneeling  in 
prayer  ;  and  it  u  our  fault  more  than  Mr.  TINNIKL'I  if  he  ii  forced  to  repre- 
tent  the  heads  of  the  Government  dining  at  Greenwich  rather  than  worship- 
ping at  St.  Paul's." 

Now,  Mr.  Punch,  the  "Immortal"  (again  does  he  bow  to  the 
accurate  judgment  of  his  learned  Critic)  is  nothing  if  not  prac- 
tical, and  so,  with  a  wave  of  his  all-powerful  truncheon,  ho  puts 
matters  to  the  test  forthwith.  He  has  found  this  commonplace 
nineteenth  century  and  its  humdrum  materials  pretty  well  suited  to 
his  purpose ;  still,  as  the  distinguished  Professor  thinks  he  might 
have  fared  somehow  better  at  an  earlier  period,  amidst  more  pie- 
turesque  surroundings,  let  him  try  the  experiment.  Presto .' 
Change  !  Up  goes  the  misty  curtain  of  the  centuries,  and  discovers 
to  him— say,  Venice,  in  the  Middle  Ages— thus : — 

The  Piazza  di  San  Marco  an  hour  before  clay  light.  Enter  OIOT  A  x  M 
TENNIELO,  and  the  Editor  of  "  Polichinello  del  Adriatico," 
disguised  in  cloaks  and  masks.  They  both  assure  theniselves 
that  they  are  not  observed,  then  approach  each  other  cautiously. 

Editor.  Ha !  You  are  here !  Then  you  have  escaped  the  daggers 
of  the  vengeful  PANDOLFINI,  notwithstanding  the  point  of  last  week's 
Cartoon !  'Tis  well !  But  say,  my  trusty  *nd  well-designing  Gio- 
v  \  \  \  i ,—  what  rare  subject  hast  thou  hit  upon  for  this  ? 

Oioranni.  Marry,  but  there  is  nothing  that  I  wot  of,  capable  of 
supplying  the  merry  jest.  (Mysteriously.)  I  hear  that  the  DOGE  was 
yesternight  again  tied  up  in  a  sack  and  Hung  from  the  Kialto  ;  but, 
good  sooth,  such  old  party  manoeuvring  affordeth  material  but  for 
grim  fooling,  and  maketh  at  best  but  a  sorry  picture. 

Editor.  True,—  and  we  have  had  it  before. 

Giovanni.  We  have — twice. 

Editor.  Canst  thou,  dost  thou  think,  do  aught  with  the  much- 
talked-of  banquet  at  the  Council.  They  say  that  five  of  the  goblets 
were  poisoned,  and  that  now  the  partizans  01  the  Duke  of  MILAN  have 
a  working  majority.  There  seemeth  to  me  stuff  in  it  P  What  sayest 
thouP 

Giovanni.  Nay— but,  it  is  gloomy,— and  the  five  bodies  would  but 
crowd  the  picture.  By  my  faith,  I  see  it  not ! 

Editor.  Ha!  I  have  it!  Why  not  the  DOGE,  kneeling  at  his 
prayers  ?  Come,  there  be  freshness  in  that — and  quaintness  too,  I 
warrant  me. 

(linranni  (shaking  his  head).  But,  nay,  again— it  lacketh  compo- 
sition. 

Editor.  Thou  art  difficult,  good  GIOVANNI. 

Giovanni.  Not  so :  say  that  of  thy  subject.  But,  ha !  who  comes 
this  way?  (They  draw  long  daggers.  Enter  RCSKINO,  irtVA  a  lute.) 
A  stranger !  and.  striking  a  sweet  note  in  this  dull  and  miserable 
city !  What  wonldst  thou  ? 

Ruskino.  Hush!  I  know  thy  trouble— for  have  I  not  seen  thy 
work !  Alas !  how  wasted  in  this  gilded  sepulchre  !  For  how  canst 
thou  bring  wit  or  wisdom  to  the  fireside  here  ? 

Giovanni.  We  do  our  best. 

Editor.  Ay!  and  thou  hast  sung  in  praise  of  the  stilt-wearing 
beauties  of  our  GIORGIO  nr  MATTRIER,  and  of  the  doings  of  BKIGOS, 
the  intrepid  gondolier  of  GIOVANNI  LEECH.  Why,  then,  pelt  us  with 
stones  P 

Ruskino  (sadly).  They  are  but  Stones  of  Venice !  Look— take  this 
/n-'H/Kces  a  back  number).  "  The  Council  suspending  their  judgment 
and  their  DOGE."  Is  this  the  final  outcome  of  MAKDJO  FALIEHO  and 
St.  Mark,  FOSCARI  and  the  League?  And  is  it  your  pride,  or  hope, 
or  pleasure  that  this  your  fair  sea-born  Mother,  whose  golden  locks 
have  wantoned  in  the  sweet  soft  zephyrs  of  the  sun-born  south, 
should,  in  her  zenith,  be  able  to  give  you  no  livelier  legend  to  write 
upon  your  comic  shield  than  "the  Council  suspending  their  judg- 
ment— and  their  DOGE  ! " 

(,'iiiniiini.  Well.— considering  the  scanty  material  at  our  disposal, 
we  thought  it  rather  good. 

I'.ditor.  Most  decidedly. 

Ruskino.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  thy  fault— but  ours— ay.  that  of 
Venice  !  Ah !  My  good  GIOVANNI,  look,  as  I  do,  with  prophetie  ,->•••, 
into  the  far  future,  and  tell  me  what  it  might  have  been  hadM  tln-u 
been  given  to  London,  at  a  distant  day!  Ah  no — it  is  not  thy  fault 
that  with  sueli  terrible  surroundings  thou  art  obliged  to  r  ; 
Authority  with  its  head  continually  on  the  block, — rather  than  dining 
ueru-ii'iially  at  (ireenwich.  [Tfcajrwmw*. 

And,  as  the  cloud  curtain  falls,  Mr.  Punch  ponders,  and  asks 
himself,  whether,  after  all,  spite  the  golden  glamour  of  her  far-off 
glory,  and  the  soul-moving  music  to  which  a  great  master  ha^  -.  t  li  r 
splendid  tale, — the  Adriatic  Queen  may  not  have  had,  in  her  day. 
something  less  noble  to  lose,  even  than  that  condemned  typical 
"pudding"  which  JOHN  BULL  as  yet  has  fortunately  known  how  to 
guard.  

Tn  i:  MODERN  DAMOCLES. — The  foot-passenger  in  the  public  streets 
with  the  aerial  telegraphic  wires  hanging  over  his  h. -.it]. 
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"SAFE  BIND,  SAFE  FIND;" 

Young  Spoonbill.   "An,  MY  DEAREST   Miss   SHILLINWOHTH,  IF   I    MAY 1 

HAVE  LONO  WISHED  FOR  THIS   SWEET  OPPORTUNITY,    BUT   I   HARDLY  DARE  TRUST 

MYKKI.F   NOW  TO    SPEAK  THE    DEEP   EMOTION BUT,    'N  SHOUT,    I    LOVE  YOU  !— 

AND- YOUR—  YOUR   SMILE  WOULD  SHED — WOULD  SHED— WOULD " 

Jfiu   S.    "Oil,    NEVER   MIND  THE  WOOD-SUED  !      HOW 's  YOUR  AUNT'S   MoNF.Y 
INVB8TED  T  AND  WHEKE  ABE  THE  SECURITIES  DEPOSITED  ?  !  !  " 


PHEASANT  BUTCHERS. 

[In  six  days  8,312  head  of  game  were  killed  with  six  guns  on 
the  English  estate  of  the  Maharajah  DHULEEP  SINGH.] 
lu  days  of  old  the  Squire  went  out 

Upon  his  land  with  dog  and  gun, 
Cheered  Ponto  with  a  kindly  shout, 

Saw  pheasants  rise  and  rabbits  run  ; 
Flushed  the  brown  partridge  from  the  beet, 

Or  haply  shot  the  timid  hare  ; 
And  wot  ye  well  such  sport  was  sweet, 

When  golden  Autumn  days  were  fair. 

But  now  the  Millionnaire  will  stand, 

Or  sit  a-near  the  covert  side, 
With  guns  men  wait  on  either  hand, 

He  need  not  take  a  single  stride ; 
But  dawdles  through  the  livelong  day, 

And  pots  the  birds  that  scarce  can  ny, 
And  as  he  idly  sits  to  slay, 

In  thousands  round  him  they  will  lie. 
And  this  is  sport  ?    Ah  no  !  it  shames 

The  ancient  spirit  of  our  race ; 
No  place  this  wholesale  slaughter  claims, 

'Mid  field-sports  like  the  nobler  chase. 
Go  take  those  strange  four-barrelled  guns,* 

Or  other  plutocratic  freak, 
Like  butchers,  oh,  degenerate  sons 

Of  England,  to  where  shambles  reek ! 
*  The  latest  invention  of   an    enterprising  gunmaker,   an 
abominable  and  most  unsportsmanlike  weapon.     If  this  sort  of 
tiling  is  to  go  on,  we  shall  see  men  take  a  mitrailleuse  out 
shooting ! 

THE  MONTEFIOKE  COMMEMORATION. — What  a  grand 
reward  for  a  virtuous  and  beneficent  life,  to  have  the 
commencement  of  your  hundredth  year  celebrated  by  a 
procession,  with  elephants  and  camels  in  it.  arranged  by 
a  Circus  Manager !  Of  course  it  never  could  have  occurred 
to  the  Circus  people  that  this  was  a  fine  opportunity  for 
an  advertisement. 

ABSIT  OMEN  ! — The  last  days  of  the  Municipality  have 
commenced.  On  the  Ninth  of  November,  at  the  Guildhall 
Banquet,  there  was  the  tremendous  spectacle  of  a  Lord 
Mayor  quoting  Latin  ....  and  Greek  ! ! !  It  is  the  begin- 
ning of  the  end.  

"WASN'T  there  a  great  scholar  called  Jui.rus  SCAV- 
ENGER?" asked  Mrs.  KAMSHOTHAM  of  her  Nephew. 


"  IN  THE  MATTER  OF 


A  PRISONER." 


(Probable  Proceedings  if  the  same  Secrecy  is  observed  towards  Laymen 
as  Solicitors.) 

YiMiunvv  a  person  (it  is  impossible  to  give  the  sex,  for  fear  of 
affording  a  ctoe  to  identification)  wai  brought  before  the  presiding 
Magistrate  at  a  certain  Police-Court,  charged  with  committing  either 
a  felony  or  a  misdemeanor.  The  Prisoner,  upon  being  placed  in  the 
dock,  was  immediately  ordered  to  be  removed  by  his  Worship,  as  the 
person  had  not  been  clothed  in  the  new  regulation  mask  and  disguise- 
cloak.  Upon  these  necessaries  having  been  supplied,  the  Prisoner 
was  readmitted,  and  the  charge  was  read  in  a  whisper  to  the  Miisris- 
t™te-  A  Gentleman  of  the  Long  Robe  appeared  to  prosecute,  and 
the  Pruoner  was  defended  by  a  Solicitor. 

'Hi:-  Magistrate.  Are  there  any  Witnesses? 

Protecting  r,,«,iW.  Several— they  arc  in  the  waiting-room. 

1 1"-  .il"!it$trate.  I  cannot  possibly  consent  to  have  them  in  Court. 
Were  they  seen  they  would  be  immediately  recognised,  and  the 
privacy  now  enforced  by  statute  would  consequently  be  lost. 

Dtftndm*  .s  Solicitor.  I  had  foreseen  this  objection,  your  Worship, 
and  as  my  Client  is  most  anxious  that  the  complaint  against  him  or 
her  (as  the  case  may  be)  should  be  fully  investigated,  I  have  arranged 
Unit  you  shall  listen  to  their  evidence  through  a  telephone. 

1  tie  Magistrate.  A  very  proper  precaution.  The  matter  may  now 
proceed. 

Telephones  having  boon  supplied  to  his  Worship,  the  representa- 
tives of  the  parties  interested,  and  also  to  the  Prisoner,  the  case 
commence,!.  After  a  whispered  examination  and  cross-examination 
nt  the  Witnesses  for  the  prosecution,  the  Magistrate  asked  the 
sonor  to  make  a  statement,  if  a  statement  were  considered 
desirable. 

Defendant's  Solicitor.  If  you  hear  the  voice  of  the  Prisoner,  surely 
the  sex  will  be  identified. 


The  Magistrate  (severely).  You  must  be  very  ignorant,  Sir,  of  the 
manner  in  which  I  conduct  my  Court,  if  you  believe  I  could  permit 
such  a  miscarriage  of  justice!  (To  Usher.)  Supply  the  Prisoner 
with  the  Punch-squeak,  known  in  the  Puppet  Trade  as  "  the  Call." 

This  useful  article  (which  completely  disguises  the  natural  voice) 
having  been  supplied,  the  Prisoner  reserved  the  defence. 

'The  Magistrate.  Very  well,  then,  you  are  committed  for  trial, 
and,  under  the  circumstances,  I  must  refuse  to  accept  bail  for  your 
appearance  in  a  Superior  Court. 

Prisoner  (speaking  in  a  peculiar  falsetto  through  the  Punch-sqiieiik). 
But  won't  they  discover  who  I  am,  your  Worship,  when  I  am  lodged 
in  the  House  of  Detention  ? 

The  Magistrate.  Certainly  not,  Anonymous  One,  as  every  precau- 
tion will  be  taken  to  protect  your  incognito.  You  will  continue  to 
wear  your  mask,  and  you  will  be  supplied,  on  admission,  with  a 
domino  equally  applicable  to  either  sex. 

The  Prisoner,  having  thanked  his  Worship  (through  the  Punch- 
squeak)  for  his  courtesy  and  consideration,  was  then  removed  ia  the 
charge  of  a  male  and  female  warder. 

The  proceedings  then  terminated. 


AMONG  THE        NEW   RULES. 

WHEN  any  public  professional  person  is  maliciously  and  unfairly 
criticised,  wnether  as  an  Actor,  Author,  or  Singer,  he  can  bring  his 
action  against  the  malevolent  Critic  at  Nisi  Prius  as  a  "  Running 
Down  Case."  

MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  says  the  Champagne  she  Iike8  best  of  all  is 
Promissory.  The  name  being  disputed  by  her  Nephew,  a  bottle  was 
produced.  It  was  Pommery.  I  said  Pommery,"  answered  Mrs. 
KAMSKOTHAM.  "And  the  next  best  Champagne,  I  used  to  think, 
was  Hideandseek." 
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HAVt  ITT,    (,'t'l 
tWlItl.1  '-^U 

FLIP    FLAP 
COC  KTAI  L  & 


"A    LITTLE    MIXED." 

LORD  COI.EUIDOK  LECTURES  ON  THE  PKACTICE  OF  THE  AMERICAN  BAR. 


CHEAP  TELEGRAMS. 

JVb.  29,  Cravat  Place,  Great  (inicsu/nf  Street,  Jasey  Square,  If".  ('. 
DEAB  MR.  PUNCH, 

IF  the  addresses  of  the  Sender  and  the  Sendee  are  to  be 
charged  in  the  new  Sixpenny  Wire,  we  shall  find  telegraphic  com- 
munication dearer  than  ever.  I  frequently  correspond  by  electricity, 
for  a  shilling,  with  Mr.  SAJITKL  SASSOI  KKATO  SMITH,  of  .No.  One 
hundred  and  forty-one,  Osker  Terrace,  Much  "Wilde  Street,  Sun- 
llower  Park,  S.W.  If  you  will  be  good  enough  to  cast  vour  eye 
over  my  address  and  that  of  my  friend,  you  will  see  it  would  be  im- 
possible, under  the  new  regulations,  for  us  to  send  even  the  briefest 
despatch  under  half-a-crown.  Yours  despondinirly, 

BENJAMIN  BLOWFLIGH  BLEWPOSTLE. 


MR.  WILKIE  COLLINS,  on  Jit,  is  writing  a  novel  to  appear  in  Time. 
Better  than  writing  it  hastily,  to  appear  in  no  Time. 


IN  THE  NAME  OF  JUSTICE-DUMMY  BRIEFS! 
In  rt—th4  Occupation  of  a  Counsel. 

Sin, — As  a  great  and  valued  friend  of  my  father,  I  appeal  to  you. 
On  the  2nd  pit  November,  1883,  barristers  in  wigs  and  gowns  were 
refused  admittance  to  the  Royal  Courts  of  Justice  on  the  score  that 
tliei/ ln.nl  "°  business  tu  transact  there!  This  outrage  speaks  for 
itself  !  For  years  I  have  attended  the  Queen's  Bench  Division  and 
the  other  Divisions  exclusively  to  exchange  bows  with  the  Judges  on 
their  taking  their  places  on  the  Bench  !  And  now  even  this  privilege 
is  denied  me  !  The  profession  is  indeed  going  to  the  dogs  ! 

Yours  indignantly, 

Tu  Mr.  Punch,  $c.,  $c.  (Siynril,  BIUEFLKSS  JrxiOR. 


MRS.  HAMSBOTHAM  thinks  that  some  .Theatrical  Managers  overdo 
the  advertising  in  the  ntwspapi-rs.  "As  to  that  Mr.  Ai't;i:su> 
HARBIS,"  she  exclaimed,  "  1  think  he  out-heralds  Herald." 
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GENERAL    MUNDELLA    REVIEWING    HIS    AWKWARD    SQUAD. 


MULTUM  IN  PARVO; 

OR,  HOW  TO  "EXPAND"  A  SKELETON  TELEGRAM. 
POLITICAL. 

Skeleton   Telegram  (dated  China).  —  Sick   Emperor  — War  pro- 
blematical. 

Expanded  Despatch  (dated  "  Pekin,  by  Special  Wire  from  Our 
', ^respondent ").— His  Majesty  the  Emperor  of  CHTNA  during 
the  last  ten  days  has  been  suffering  from  a  complication  of  ailments. 
Commencing  with  a  slight  touch  of  influenza,  the  chill  (contracted 
at  an  evening  fete  during  the  Feast  of  Lanterns)  rapidly  assumed  a 
typhoid  type.  Dr.  BONES  (whose  name  appears  in  the  Medical 
Directory)  was  called  in  by  Dr.  Hi  SKI  Hi,  a  native  practitioner, 
and  the  two  physicians  prescribed  a  concoction  of  Senna,  Quinine, 
and  Ki  Bosh  mentioned  in  the  English  Cycloptedia.  On  Thursday 
last  Hi  a  Majesty  took  a  Turkish  bath,  which  afforded  him  consider- 
able relief.  On  Saturday  he  was  decidedly  better,  and  even  was  able 
to  "  pick  a  little."  For  dinner  he  managed  to  discuss  a  pate  made 
of  puppy  dogs'  tails  (a  favourite  dish  of  the  Mandarins),  and  subse- 
quently seemingly  enjoyed  three  large  basins  of  birds' -nest  soup. 
On  the  following  morning  a  Cabinet  Council  was  held,  when  it  was 
decided  that  as  the  French  were  concentrating  in  large  numbers  near 
Rang  Too  (on  the  West  Coast — the  place  can  oe  found  in  the  Impe- 
rial Atlai),  it  would  be  as  well  to  temporise.  It  is  thus  very  pro- 
blematical whether  the  Chinese  Ambassador  will  receive  instructions 
to  proceed  to  extremities. 

SOCIAL. 

Skeleton  Telegram  (dated  Australia).— Southern  Governor — Glori- 
fication— Exhibition—Scandal — Drink. 

nnded  Despatch  (dated  "  Melbourne,  by  Express  Wire  from 
Oar  Special  Commissioner"). — Early  on  Thursday  morning,  this 
favourite  city,  surrounded  by  palm-trees  in  full  bloom,  bearing  at 
this  moment  the  nests  of  thousands  of  canaries,  was  agog  with 
excitement.  At  nine  o'clock  the  streets  were  gay  with  bunting,  and 
the  band  of  the  Royal  Victorian  Guards,  commanded  by  Major  SMITH 
(whose  name  will  be  found  in  your  monthly  Army  List)  discoursed  a 
programme  of  sweet  music,  conspicuous,  however,  for  the  absence  of 
any  of  the  songs  of  SULLIVAN'S  operas.  The  occasion  was  the  open- 
ing of  the  Exhibition  building,  which,  as  you  may  not  know,  is 
uncommonly  like  your  own  Law  Courts,  except  the  Conservatory, 
which  strongly  reminds  the  beholder  of  the  Central  Transept  at  the 
Crystal  Palace,  Sydenham.  Bishops  of  all  denominations  were 
present,  and  the  Senior  delivered  a  neat  address,  in  which  he  hoped 
that  the  undertaking  would  be  quite  successful.  Then,  midst  the 
sounds  of  trumpets  and  salvoes  pi  artillery,  the  Governor,  who  was 
in  full  official  uniform,  and  wearing  the  insignia  of  K.C.B.,  declared 
the  place  "  duly  opened." 

It  is  to  be  regretted  that  so  hopeful  a  morning  should  have  been 

followed  by  an  evening  of  shame  and  gloom.     However,  I  am  forcec 

to  telegraph  to  you  the  sad  news  that  at  the  subsequent  banquel 

was  exchanged  for  licence.     Plainly,  all  the  guests  took  a 

great  deal  more  than  was  good  for  them,  and  the  result  was  a  scene 


of  dissipation  completely  baffling  description.  The  Governor  him- 
self attempted  to  avoid  the  impending  intoxication  by  mixing  aerated 
waters  with  the  more  potent  liquids  in  the  glasses  of  the  guests. 
This  he  managed  to  accomplish  successfully,  as,  from  drinking  to 
excess,  a  large  proportion  of  those  present  had  become  completely 
stupified.  Unhappily  the  matter  did  not  end  here,  as  hot  blood  S9on 
engenders  hot  words.  Several '  duels  were  fought  on  the  following 
morning.  Two  of  our  leading  Politicians  were  dangerously  wounded 
m  the  side  by  sabre-cuts,  and  are  not  expected  to  survive.  In  my 
next  I  will  give  you  further  particulars. 

OBITUARY. 

Skeleton  Telegram  (dated  Canada}.— SNOOKS  gone. 

Expanded  Telegram  (dated  "  Montreal,  by  Special  Transatlantic 
Cable  from  Our  Private  Envoy").— General  SNOOKS,  who  left  this 
country  a  few  months  ago  for  the  Dominion  of  Canada,  is  now  no  more. 
(Thenfolhtvs,  copied  verbatim,  a  biography  extracted  from  Persons 
of  the  Day.") 

N.B.— No  expanded  telegrams  can  be  sent  after  next  week,  as  then 
the  Manager  intends  selling  his  reference  library  a  bargain,  and 
retiring  with  a  fortune  from  business. 

EANK  NONSENSE ! 

THE  Proposed  Bill  for  the  Regulation  of  Hackney  Carriages  and 
their  Drivers  having  been  received  with  some  coldness  by  the  class 
it  was  intended  to  benefit,  a  new  measure  is  being  draughted  on  the 
lines  of  the  original,  but  going  "just  a  little  farther."  The  following 
are  some  of  the  provisions  : — 

1.  Anyone  hiring  a  cab  shall  immediately  pay  a  deposit  of  £5  to 
the  driver,  who  shall  not  return  the  money  unless  he  pleases. 

2.  The  hirer  of  a  cab  objecting  to  the  use  of  strong  language  on 
the  part  of  the  driver,  shall  be  liable  to  six  weeks'  imprisonment 
without  the  option  of  a  fine. 

3.  Should  a  driver  become  "  incapably  "  intoxicated,  the  hirer  wil 
be  bound  to  look  after  him,  and  see  that  he  is  not  robbed.    The  hirer 
will  be  responsible  to  the  driver  for  any  damage  done  to  the  cab 
while  the  driver  is  in  this  condition. 

4.  Anyone  offering  less  than  two  shillings  for  the  "cabman's  mile 
(800  yards,  imperial  measure),  shall  be  condemned  to  five  years 
penal  servitude. 

5.  All  matters  connected  with  the  Cab  interest  shall  be  adjudicated 
upon  by  a  Committee  consisting  of  five  cabmen. 

6.  If  .the  driver  takes  it  into  his  head  to  horsewhip  his  fare  with- 
out provocation,  the  said  fare  shall  immediately  apologise. 

7.  The  driver  of  a  cab  shall  be  exempt  from  all  law.     He  shal 
never  be  brought  before  a  Magistrate,  and  any  Policeman  venturing 
to  address  him  shall  be  immediately  dismissed  the  Force. 

8.  Should  a  cab-horse  require  replacing  (at  the  suggestion  of  th 
Society  for  the  Suppression  of  Cruelty  to  Animals),  the  expense  wil 
be  defrayed  by  the  tirst  old  lady  who  enters  the  vehicle. 

9.  Should  the  driver  require  it,  the  hirer  will  handle  the  rein 
himself ,  while  the  driver  smokes  and  drinks  in  the  interior. 
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THE    LATEST    CRAZE. 

(Letleri  from  a  Young  Gentleman  of  Fashion  who  "Adopted  the  Singe  at 
a  Profession.") 

28,  Shrimp  Street,  Shellfurd,  Monday,  October,  1883. 

MY  DEAB   DuCHI-», 

I  MUST  write  and  tell  you  about  my  first  day  and  night's 
experience  of  the  real  Stage.  You  '11  hardly  believe  me,  but  it  isn  t  all 
fun,  like  those  jolly  theatricals  at  Granby.  You  remember  the  local 
papers  said  I  was  so  good  as  that  Footman  who  said  "  Lunchink  is 
ready,"  just  when  they  were  telling  you  your  husband  was  dead. 
(We  mayn't  do  that  on  the  real  Stage.)  You  know  how  thoroughly 
in  earnest  1  am  about  it  all,  so  I  felt  bound  to  do  what  they  told  me 
at  the  Gatherum  Club  ;  that  is,  take  a  provincial  engagement — they 
say  one  learns  such  a  lot.  Yes,  one  does :  but,  perhaps,  not  quite 
in  the  way  they  meant.  I  can't  tell  yet  what  the  effects  may  be  of 
what  I  learn,  but  I  think  I  'm  "  acquiring  confidence,"  which  seems 
to  be  another  phrase  for  learning  to  be  very  rude. 

I  certainly  never  knew  there  were  such  a  lot  of  Actors  and  Actresses 
almut.  You,  my  dear  Duchess,  are  very  fond  of  the  Stage,  and  you 
like  to  entertain  those  who  entertain  you  with  recitations  and  songs 
and  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know ;  but  you  haven't  an  idea  of  how 
many  Actors  and  Actresses  there  are  about,  for  you  don't  see  one 
quarter  of  them  in  London,  and  not  one  hundredth  part  of  them 
could  you  be  possibly  acquainted  with.  They  all  tell  me  it 
isn't  their  faults,  poor  things,  and  I'm  sure  they  all  mean  very 
well — it  seems  hard  they  can't  manage  quite  as  well  as  they  think 
they  can  before  the  Curtain  goes  up ;  but  then,  of  course,  people's 
tastes  vary  so  much  ;  perhaps,  if  they  pronounced  words  as  we  did  at 
Granby,  the  audience  here  mightn't  like  it. 

I  must  tell  you,  as  far  as  I  can,  what  has  really  happened.  It  was 
awfully  kind  of  you  to  persuade  Mother  to  send  GEOBGE  to  look  after 
mi' ;  but  he 's  going  bacK  j  he  says  he  belongs  to  the  London  Foot- 
man's Conservative  Association,  and  can't  stand  the  life  here,  and  he 
don't  think  my  Mother  could  stand  it  either. 

I  've  taken  the  name  of  EXCELSIOB  McALPiN,  because  I  mean  to 
get  up  the  ladder  like  IBVTNO.  I  should  do  it  quickly  if  I  could 
manage  it  with  his  strides ;  but  then  I  haven't  got  his  legs.  1 
arrived  here  yesterday,  Sunday  (it's  not  much  of  a  place);  but 
wasn't  it  lucky  I  found  old  Lady  AWEBEBBY  had  taken  a  house  at 
Seaborough — she  'd  heard  I  was  coming,  and  sent  over  to  ask  me  to 
dinner,  and  had  actually  asked  Miss  POSTEB  to  meet  me — so  like  her 
—(Miss  PBISCIIXA  POSTEB  is  my  Manageress,  you  know).  Miss 
POSTER  asked  me  a  thousand  questions.  I  told  ner  I  didn't  want  to 
take  up  any  particular  line  at  first.  I  wanted  to  try  and  play  every 
sort  of  part.  This  seemed  to  please  her,  because  she  said  they  tried 
to  do  with  as  few  people  as  possible,  and  so  I  could  play  a  lot  of 
parts  every  night ;  and  that  then  I  should  get  so  very  handy  in 
changing  my  clothes,  which  is  a  great  thing  to  learn.  She  said  she 
wouldn't  pay  me  quite  at  first,  as  it  wouldn't  be  fair  on  the  others ; 
but  in  time  she  hoped  to  give  me  something.  She  put  it  all  very 
iiin  l\ .  She  said  I  might  wear  the  things  in  her  wardrobe, — when  I 
say  '"'  hi-r  wardrobe  "  this  doesn't  mean  that  I  am  going  to  assume 
feminine  costume  in  burlesque,  but  it  means  the  stock  of  dresses 
belonging  to  her  Theatre  or  Theatres, — some  of  them,  she  said, 
had  been  worn  by  Actors  in  the  time  of  MACREADY,  and  ever 
since  (because  she's  had  the  Theatre  Royal,  Shellford,  for  thirty 
years).  I  daresay  they  might  have  inspired  me,  but.  on  the 
whole,  I  thought  I'd  rather  have  my  own  things.  She  told  me  .to 
come  to  rehearsal  next  morning  at  ten.  Her  audience  like  Melo- 
drama, and  she  was  going  to  produce  one  in  six  Acts,  which  she  would 
have  liked  to  rehearse  more  than  once,  if  circumstances  had  per- 
mitted it,  but  the  stage  had  been  wanted  to  paint  barren  rocks 
and  parching  plains  of  some  Desert,  so  that  they  would  have  to 
do  the  best  they  could  with  one  good  rehearsal.  I  'd  never  heard  of 
the  pi  '  '  *--*  "-v-  "— 
nobod 

and _    _ 

the  Drama."  A  very  practical  one,  I  think,  as  the  more  plays  you 
can  perform  for  nothing,  the  more  you  can  play.  If  ever  I  become  a 
Manager,  1  shall  always  play  SHAKSPEAHE,  because  they  tell  me 
there  are  no  "Authors'  fees"  for  representation.  Why  should 
Authors  have  fees  ?  Where  would  they  be  without  the  Actors  ? 
This  is  what  Miss  POSTEB  and  the  others  say,  and  I  am  not  quite 
sure  whether  they  are  not  right.  When  I  used  to  play  with 
Amateurs  for  a  Charity,  we  always  thought  it  rather  hard  to  nave  to 
pay  an  Author  for  performing  his  piece.  Of  course  paying  for  the 
Theatre  to  perform  in,  for  the  bana,  for  the  Costumier,  and  for  the 
printing,  is  quite  another  thing.  I  said  this,  and  Miss  POSTEB  quite 
agreed  with  me,  though  she  was  of  opinion  that  if  Amateurs  wanted 
to  play  for  a  Charity,  they  should  play  for  the  Benefit  of  a  Provincial 
Manageress  who  was  always  doing  her  best  to  support  and  encourage 
Dramatic  Art.  Lady  AWEBERRY  liked  the  sentiment,  and  asked  her 
to  dinner  again  next  Sunday.  (Miss  POSTER  is  quite  fit  to  dine  with 
anybody ;  she  found  out  a  corked  bottle  of  Champagne  directly.) 


I  was  so  anxious  to  please,  that  I  got  to  rehearsal  next  morning 
before  Miss  POSTER  had  arrived,  and  I  was  stared  at  by  a  lot  of  men 
in  ulsters.  They  didn't  look  at  all  well  off,  like  the  ones  we  know 
in  London  ;  but  there,  my  dear  Duchess,  the  ones  you  have  at  your 
house  in  London,  where  it  first  struck  me  that  I  should  like  to  go  on 
the  Stage,  are  just  three  out  of  a  thousand.  I  thought  I  'd  better 
begin  to  talk  to  them,  because  I  wished  to  be  very  civil ;  BO  I  told 
them  who  I  was,  and  I  don't  think  they  liked  it.  One  of  them 
observed  it  was  usual  for  a  new  member  of  the  Company  to  "  stand 
drink " ;  I  said  I  had  brought  no  drinks  with  me,  but  I  'd  send  for 
GEORGE,  and  see  if  he  could  get  some  from  the  Hotel  or  wine  mer- 
chant, but  the  man  in  on  old  ulster  said  there  was  no  need  to  do 
that,  he  would  go  himself  "round  the  corner,"  and  g_et  enough 
"  Mother-in-law  "  for  us  all.  (This  was  the  first  professional  thing 
I  learnt,  and  I  don't  know  that  it 's  much  help.)  n  Mother-in-law  " 
is  old  and  bitter  beer.  Of  course,  my  dear  Duchess,  yon  can't  be 
expected  to  know  that.  I  don't  like  beer  myself,  especially  in  the 
early  morning.  I  said  I  would  pay  this  onoe,  but  I  couldn't  always 
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go  "odd  man  out"  as  to  which  should  pay.    However,  it  came  to 
exactly  the  same  thing. 

Miss  POSTER  arrived  very  different  to  what  she  'd  been  the  night 
before  at  Lady  AWEBEBBY'S  ;  she  was  very  cross,  the  Stage  Manager 
eamelwith  her— (poor  man !  I  '11  write  to  you  more  about  him.  I  m 
now  trying  to  get  his  son  into  the  Bluecoat  School.  Could  you  help  f) 
— somebody  had  given  her  a  bad  shilling,  and  she  seemed  disinclined 
to  attend  to  the  rehearsal  in  consequence.  The  Ladies  of  the  Company 
and  some  more  men  in  ulsters  had  been  dropping  in  all  this  time. 
Some  brought  chocolate,  others  apples,  and  one  or  two  shrimps,  which 
they  offered  to  me  after  I  had  been  introduced.  (I  must  have  it  put 
in  my  engagement  that  I  am  not  expected  to  take  miscellaneous 
refreshments  like  this,  or  I  shall  be  ill.)  I  began  to  get  very  tired  of 
all  these  preliminaries,  because  I  had  come  on  business.  Everybody 
said  they  were  ill,  but  would  do  their  best.  Most  of  them  had  near 
relations  dying  as  well.  The  theatre  was  very  dark  and  draughty,  and 
there  was  an  old  charwoman.with  the  worst  cold  I  ever  saw.  or  heard, 
clearing  up  the  pit.  Miss  POSTER  said  I  must  forget  "  Belgravian 
drawing-rooms  for  the  nonce."  I  didn't  like  to  ask  her  what 
"  the  nonce "  was.  She  feared  her  dressing-rooms  were  not  to 
be  compared  to  the  "  boudoirs  of  the  nobility?'  She  had  arranged 
for  me  to  dress  in  the  same  room  with  a  Mr.  GARRICK  and  a  Mr. 
DEBWESTWATEB,  as  she  believed  they  were  both  well  connected,  and 
so  she  thought  I  should  like  to  dress  with  them.  I  think,  after  all, 
it  is  more  the  man  himself  than  his  relations,  when  it  comes  to  dress- 
ing in  the  same  room,  and  I  thought  it  a  shame  their  influential 
fnends  didn't  help  them  to  get  a  little  better  underclothing. 

Rehearsing  then  began  in  earnest.  It  was  difficult  to  grasp  the 
action  of  the  piece,  as  the  band  and  carpenters  were  all  rehearsing 
at  the  same  time.  It  was  most  confusing ;  bits  of  tunes,  shouts  and 
hammering,  and  moving  of  scenes  just  when  one  was  going  to  ipeak. 
Everybody  had  to  copy  out  their  own  part,  as  there  was  only  one 
book  of  the  play.  This  doesn't  seem  to  Be  a  great  encouragement  to 
Dramatic  Literature,  but  perhaps  it  is  a  "  very  rare  old  play."  Miss 
POSTER,  who  plays  the  heroine,  would  constantly  break  off  in  the 
middle  of  her  heartrending  speeches  to  scold  somebody  pretty  sharply. 
I  will  tell  you  all  about  the  play  in  my  next.  I  hope  I  am  getting 
on  in  my  profession.  My  brothers  write  to  me  that  '  it  isn't  a  pro- 
fession at  all."  That  it 's  "  all  bosh."  MABCUS  says  that  not  very  long 
ago  Actors  were  all  "  rogues  and  vagabonds  "  by  Act  of  Parliament. 
This  is  unkind  of  MABCTS,  but  both  he  and  JIM,  being  in  the  Army 
and  at  the  Bar.won't  allow  there  are  any  other  professions,  I  suppose, 
though  Uncle  ROBERT  is  in  the  Church,  and  SAM  in  the  Navy.  But 
of  course  those  professions  ore  not  like  this.  The  Drama  is 
ennobling, — at  least,  so  they  said  at  your  house,  my  dear  Duchess, 
and  I  dare  say  they  knew  all  about  " Mother-in-law,"  and  "odd 
man  out,"  only  they  wouldn't  tell  me.  Yours  very  truly, 

Hcoo  DE  B*". 

HOMICIDE  AND  VULPICIDE. 

A  FRIGHTFUL  crime  is  reported  from  East  Cornwall — an  atrocity  no 
less  horrible  than  that  of  rt  Poisoning  a  Pack  of  Hounds."  At  the 
opening  meet  of  Colonel  COETTON  s  Foxhounds,  the  bow-wows 
"  were  observed  to  make  a  set  at  some  dead  fowl.  Shortly  afterwards 
they  showed  symptoms  of  poisoning.  Before  they  reached  home  six 
had  died,  and  others  are  not  expected  to  recover."  So  far  so  bad; 
and  it  is  difficult  for  the  hunting-mind  to  conceive  anything  much 
worse  than  an  attempt  to  poison  foxhounds.  But  in  this  instance : — 
"  It  is  euppoied  the  fowls  had  been  placed  in  order  to  poison  forei." 
Homicide,  though  unintentional,  perpetrated  in  the  commission  of 
any  felonious  act,  amounts  to  murder.  In  the  hunting-mind's  eye,  it 
is  at  least  no  palliation  of  the  poisoning  of  foxhounds,  even  if  true,  that 
it  was  the  result  of  an  attempt  to  poison  foxes,  however  accidental. 
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TOWN    MOUSE    AND    COUNTRY    MOUSE. 

Ethtl.  "  LOOK— LOOK,  DOROTHY  !    THERE  'a  RICHARD  MARVEL  ! "      Dorothy  (Country  Cousin).  "  RICHARD  MARVEL  ? 
Kthr.l.  "WHAT,  NKVER  HKARD  OF  RICHARD  MARVEL?    WHY,  HE'S  THE  ACTOR,  YOU  KNOW,  AT  THE  PARTHENON!" 
Dorothy.  "OH!  AN  ACTOR,  is  HB  I    HE'S  SOMETHING  LIKE  MR.  OSBALDISTONE  SMITH." 
Ethel.  "WHO'S  MR.  OSBALDISTONE  SMITH?" 

Dorothy.  "  WHAT!  KSVSR  USARD  OF  MR.  OSBALDISTOSS  SMITH  I !     WHY,  HE  'a  THE  GREATEST  BREEDER  OF  SHORTHORNS  IN  ALL 
CUMBERLAND  ! !!" 


THE  DEVIL'S  WALK. 

FBOM  his  sulphurous  realm  as  the  sun  goes 
down 

The  Devil  is  walking  once  more, 
To  visit  his  favourite  vineyard,  the  Town 

That  stretches  by  Thames's  shore. 
Over  the  bridges  and  through  the  Parks 

He  strolls,  and  along  the  streets, 
A  presence  that  fails  to  elicit  remarks 

I  rom  the  hurrying  hundreds  he  meets. 

There  is  nought  to  suggest  that  he  comes  as 

a  guest 

From  regions  torrid  and  drouthy, 
He  has  altered  liis  ways  since  tie  simpler 

days 

Of  COLKRIDGE  and  SOUTHEY. 

A  jacket  of  red  and  breeches  of  blue 

Ha  knows  would  be  far  too  striking, 
And  as  for  a  tail  !-even  DARWIN'*  crew 

Would  hold  that  in  sore  misliking. 
There  is  naught  unsesthetic  about  him  at  all 

>ot  a  hint  of  the  diabolio  ; 
He  s  trim  as  a  citizen  bound  for  a  ball, 

Or  a     Masher  "  out  on  a  frolic. 
And  what,  oh,  what  is  the  Devil's  aim? 
rnC  ne\e^  a  tltled  Preserver  of  game 
1  hrough  his  covers  with  watchf  uller  interest 

strolls 

Than  this ' '  noble  sportsman,"  whose  quarry 
u  souls. 


He  seeks  it  not  in  nut-scented  heather, 
Green  coppice,  or  golden  stubble, 

But  in  London's  slums  in  detestable  weather 
( This  Sportsman  doesn't  mind  trouble). 

He  sees  a  spectral  scare-crow  thing 

Slink  into  a  slum-fouled  alley, 
And  he  mutters,   "  With  cowl  and  with 
scythe  and  wing, 

He  might  lord  it  in  Death's  own  Valley." 

He  sees  a  roof-rotten,  muck-sodden  den, 

To  the  gutter  ready  to  tumble. 
Says  he,  "  Well,  if  this  be  the  dwelling  of 
men, 

7fe  haven't  much  reason  to  grumble." 

Then  steps  he  into  a  "  tenement-house," 
Through  a  dark  but  doorless  entry. 

"  Little  need,"  chuckles  he,  "  for  a  lock  or 

a  key 
Whilst  my  brace  of  friends  stand  sentry." 

He^climbs  a  rotten  and  rickety  stair, 
Foul  tilth  its  cracked  walls  smearing. 
\V  hy,  chaos,"  says  he,  "  had  a  pleasanter 

air, 
And  needed  less  careful  steering." 

And  what,  oh !  what,  does  the  Devil  behold 
In   these   reeking    chambers,  barren   and 

oold? 

What  Satan  himself  might  scruple  to  tell, 
1-est    his    language    should  shock    a  less 

hideous  hell. 


He  sees  commingling  of  Labour  and  Vice 

In  joint  contamination. 
Quoth  he,  "  This,  indeed,  were  a  spectacle 
nice 

For  Belial's  contemplation." 

Sees  Childhood,  broken  with  ill-paid  toil, 

'Midst  sin's  contagious  venom. 
Says  he,  "  For  friend  Moloch's  favourite 
spoil, 

This  beats  the  Valley  of  Hinnom." 

Then  he  sees  a  House-jobber  grubbing  for 

.  gold 

Amidst  festering  Vice  and  Poverty  cold, 
And  says  he,      I  've  one  henchman  more 

trusty  and  bold 

Than  the  ogre  worshipped  in  Ammon : 
Beelzebub  's  doughty,  and  Astaroth  's  good, 
As  snarers  of  souls  with  a  crown  or  a  snood, 
But  the  first,  most  ubiquitous,  best  of  my 

brood, 
Is  my  ruthless,  respectable  Mammon !  " 

*  »  »  * 

So  Satan,  seeing  that  all  went  right 
In  his  big  branch-Hades  by  day  and  nijjht 

To  his  personal  pleasure  and  profit; 
Back  to  headquarters  swift  wended  his  way. 
"  I  shall  sicken,"  said  he,  "if  much  longer 

I  stay; 
For  though  sulphur 's  not  pleasant,  I  really 

must  say 

'  Mammon's  Rents '  are  more  choky  than 
Tophct." 
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HUNTING    PUZZLE.      NO.    1. 

How  TO  GET  OVKK  THAT  GATE. 


ANOTHER  INWITATION  TO  AMERIKAY. 

I  HAVE  jest  receeved  a  letter  from  New  York  of  such  extrornery 
a  character  as  fairly  puzzels  me.  It  begins  "  Dear  old  Cuss."  which 
BROWN  tells  me  is  Amerikan  for  Dearly  beloved  Cuzzen,  and  it  says, 
putting  it  shortly,  that  as  the  Lawyers  of  Amerikay  has  inwited  over 
the  gratest  of  our  Lawyers,  and  the  Poets  of  Amerikay  has  inwited 
over  the  gratest  of  our  Poets,  and  the  Actors  of  Amerikay  the  gratest 
of  our  Actors,  so  the  Waiters  of  Amerikay  would  like  to  see  the 
greatest  of  our  English  Waiters  ! 

With  that  yuthful  modesty  so  nateral  and  so  becoming  to  a  Eng- 
lish Hed  Waiter,  I  fust  blusht,  and  then  I  dowted.  I  examined  the 
Enwelop  carefoolly  and  showd  it  to  a  G.P.O.  of  my  acquaintence,  but 
lie  ml  as  it  were  all  rite  and  no  mistake,  it  had  suttenly  cum  from 
New  York,  and,  luckily  for  me,  post  paid,  for  as  it  cost  ever  so  many 
cents  for  postage,  and  every  cent  of  course  means  a  hundred  sum- 
thinks,  I  should  have  had  to  pay  a  lot  of  money  for  it. 

Well,  the  letter  goes  on  to  say  that  the  Waiters  of  New  York  have 
subsribed  a  fabylus  sum  to  pay  my  xpenses,  and  will  give  me  sitch  a 
ri'srpshun  us  will  simply  stagger  me.  What  they  wants  me  to  do  is 
to  read,  as  Lecters,  my  contrybushuns  to  your  most  poplar  periodiokle. 
They  are  reddy  to  engage  the  largest  of  all  the  large  Alls  in  New 
York,  but  I  don't  quite  understand  what  they  means  by  its  being  in  a 
Awenue,  coz  I  'in  afeard  that  would  be  werry  drafty,  and  to  give  me 
all  the  prophets  and  to  pay  all  the  losses,  it  there  is  any,  and  they 
says  that  as  there  is  about  10,000  of  'em  in  New  York  alone,  and  each 
on  'em  has  plenty  of  frends,  and  they  shoud  charge  arf  a  doller 
admittance,  which  BUOWN  tells  me  is  about  2s.,  they  coud  garrand- 
tea  me  a  good  thousen  pound.' 

1  declare  I  'm  in  sitcii  a  wirl  of  egsitement  as  I  reeds  and  reeds  it 
ower  and  ower  agin,  that,  tho'  it  seems  odd,  I  carnt  ewen  keep  my 
old  specs  on  my  old  nose  for  presperation.  He  says  they  has  menny 
and  menny  a  roar  at  my  fun,  tho  what  fun  they  can  find  in  my  true 
storys  I  can't  understand,  but  that 's  their  bizzeness,  not  mine,  and 
if  they  means  wot  they  says,  and  does  what  they  says,  they  may  larf 
and  larf  till  Hall 's  blue,  whoever  Hall  may  have  been,  praps  a  relay- 
tion  of  Blue  Beard's. 

My  fust  differculty  is  about  the  woyage.  I  am  suttenly  not  a  fust 
rate  Saylor.  I  never  shall  forget  my  feelinx  when  I  crossed  the 
foaming  Oshun  last  year,  wen  I  wisited  the  Ague  in  Olland  to  see 
the  Lord  Marc  go  and  wisit  the  King.  And  I  thinks,  if  possibel,  the 


coming  back  was  wusser.  That  was  ony  a  day,  this  ud  be  a  week. 
Wot  a  week  !  Memry  looks  back  with  a  shudder  and  forrard  with  a 
groan.  But  then  think  of  the  reckempence.  The  I  hadmirashun  of 
my  feller  waiters,  and  praps,  a  thousand  pound  !  A  thousand  pound ! 
Why,  with  sitch  a  sum  as  that  I  coud  realise  the  dream  of  my  hurly 
manhood,  and  take  a  nice  little  Pub  in  a  good  ard-drinking  nayber- 
hood,  and  live  at  my  ees,  and  be  the  horacle  of  my  own  back  iiarler, 
and  relate  my  egsperiences  of  my  perfeshnal  life,  elustrated  with  little 
sparkling  annygoats  of  the  werry  ighest  nobillerty  and  harrystock- 
rasy,  and  praps,  who  nose,  eventually  become  a  Westryman !  Wot  a 
future !  and  all  within  my  grasp,  if  I  can  but  skrew  my  currage  to 
the  sticky  place,  in  other  words,  to  the  rolling  and  pitchy  Wessell. 

My  Co-respondent  says  as  all  my  predeeizzers  has  oin  werry  suoess- 
fool,  speshally  Lord  COLLINORIDOE,  but  then  look  how  thick  he 
spread  the  butter,  and  don't  the  Amerikans  jest  like  it.  He  writes 
that  if  he  wood  only  have  allowed  Mr.  BARJJEM,  or  some  other  of 
their  great  geniusses,  to  have  taken  him  in  hand,  and  took  him  round 
the  Country,  he  mite  a  maid  at  least  a  hundred  thousend  dollers ! 
Mr.  IKWISO  the  hactor  was  so  run  after,  that  sum  peepel  acshally 
paid  more  than  an  Amerikan  suwering  to  see  him  hact,  wile  wen  I 
seed  him  at  the  Lyseehim  in  Romyoh  !  I  only  paid  a  shilling,  and 
thort  him  deer  at  the  price.  Such  is  taste,  or  the  wont  on  it,  tho 
witch  is  witch  is  one  of  the  Miss  Terrys  of  the  stage,  and  there  '• 
sevral  on  'em. 

I  thinks  on  the  hole  as  I  shall  dp  wisely  to  write  to  my  brother 
Waiters  for  further  perticklers,  and  in  the  mean  time  try  my  best  to 
settle  down  to  my  old  iog-trog  egsistence,  as  if  no  siteh  brite  wision 
had  ewer  crost  my  lowly  parth,  tho  I  'm  jest  a  leetle  afraid  as  my 
thorts  will  be  sumtimes  a-wand'ring  across  that  brord  Hatlantick 
that  Mr.  WILD  HOSKAB  was  so  disapinted  with,  tho',  if  I  thort  as  I 
should  be  disapinted  with  it,  1  'd  go  at  wunoe  without  a  second  thort, 
but  I  carnt  even  so  much  as  pretend  to  think  as  I  should,  coz  I  knows 
better.  On  siteh  ocashuns  1  shall  want  all  my  presents  of  mind  to 
perwent  me  a-spilling  of  the  hot  soup  down  sum  gent's  back,  or 
a-nocking  his  pore  bald  hed  with  sum  well-drest  hair,  but  I  've  faith 
in  myself  ana  in  my  Star,  and  ewen  siteh  brite  prospex  as  mine, 
witch"  mite  well  intocksicate  a  meer  ornery  Waiter,  shall  ony  elp  to 
sober  me.  ROBEBT. 

ADVICE   TO   SMALL   CAPITALISTS  ABOCT  TO   INVEST   is    "NEW 
" — Leave  it — a  loan ! 
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A  STRANGE  OCCUPATION. 

IT  was  said  at  one  period 
hat  Electricity  would  annihi- 
ate  Time  and  Space.  It  has 
recently  dazzled  our  eyes  so 
much  that  we  feel  it  is  equal 
o  anything,  even  to  blinding 
us.  From  the  following  Ad- 
rertisement  in  the  Daily  Tele- 
iraph,  it  looks  as  though  the 
innihilation  of  time  were  not 
:ar  distant : — 

pLECTRICIAX  WANTED, 
Hi  to  fill  up  time  with  gas  and 
lot-water  work.  Address,  i:c. 

We  have  heard  of  "killing 
Time,"  but  why  it  should  be 
put  to  the  unnecessary  tor- 
iure  of  being  "  filled  up  with 
ras  and  hot-water  work,"  we 
fail  to  understand.  Possibly, 
it  is  a  matter  only  understood 
by  Electricians. 


A  Breezy  Ballad. 

THE  Wind's  in  the  North, 
I  decline  to  go  forth  ! 
The  Wind's  in  the  South, 
1  must  tie  up  my  mouth ! 
'Hi.-  Wind  in  the  West 
I  both  loathe  and  detest ! 
The  Wind  in  the  East 
Is  but  tit  for  a  beast! 


LAVDTU'S  military  cousin 
was  travelling  North.  As  M  rs 
RAMSBOTHAM  entered  the  room 
JESSIE,  her  youngest  niece,  was 
saying,  "  BOB'S  going  to  Fort 
William."  "I'm  very  sorry 
to  hear  it,  JESSIE,"  said  her 
excellent  Aunt ;  "  but  even  i: 
it  is  so,  you  might  speak  gooc 
grammar.  He 's  '  going  to 
fight  WILLIAM'  would  have 
been  the  correct  expression." 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.   162. 


THE  NEW  LORD  MAYOR. 
TRIUMPHAL  ENTRY,  AND  ALDERMAN  HADLEY  UPSET. 


THOROUGHFARE  OR  NO 
THOROUGHFARE. 

As  Bow  Street  is  the  most 
mportant  connecting  link  in 
;he  series  of  streets,  squares, 
bridges,  &c..  which  form 
nearly  the  only  central  com- 
munication worth  speaking  of, 
between  the  North  and  South 
of  London,  it  is  as  well  to 
know  whether  it  is  a  Thorough- 
fare or  a  No  Thoroughfare. 
After  many  years'  experience 
we  are  unable  to  decide  the 
question,  and  shall  be  much 
obliged  to  the  Authorities — if 
there  are  any  Authorities? — 
who  will  kindly  assist  us.  In 
the  morning  it  is  generally 
given  up  uncontrolled  to  the 
Duke  of  HUDFOED  and  his 
Clients,  and  then  it  is  decidedly 
a  No  Thoroughfare  ;  in  the 
middle  of  the  day  it  is  fairly 
passable ;  but  sometimes  at 
night,  and  especially  on  Satur- 
day nights,  it  is  made  impass- 
able for  cabs  or  carriages  at 
the  will  of  some  mysterious 
Police  Official.  Policemen  bar 
the  entrance  from  Mi.iu:- 
WEATHEB'S  to  the  publican's 
at  one  end,  and  from  the 
boiled-beef  house  to  the  publi- 
can's at  the  other.  Dr.  JOHN- 
SON denned  a  Hshing-rod  to  be 
a  stick  with  a  hook  at  one  end 
and  a  fool  at  the  other  ;  and 
we  may  deiine  Bow  Street  to 
be  a  short  bit  of  road  with  a 
Duke  at  one  end  and  a  Police- 
man at  the  other. 


To  "  ALARMIST."— No.  The 
Chinese  are  not  all  cannibals ; 
only  those  belonging  to  the 
"  Man-chu  Dinnersty." 


THE  SPEAKEE. 

(A  Handbook  to  Heady-made  Oratory.) 
PAST  IV.— PABOCHIAL  SPEECHES. 

PERHAPS  of  all  the  Orators  contained  in  the  United  Kingdom,  the 
Vestryman  has  least  need  of  assistance  in  speaking.  The  fact  that 
he  w  a  Vestryman  is  an  infallible  proof  that  he  has  (as  he  himself 
would  term  it)  "  the  gift  of  the  gab."  As  a  rule,  he  is  the  proprietor 
of  a  ham-and-beef  shop,  or  is  deeply  interested  (by  deputy,  for  in 
this  case  his  wife  does  the  work)  in  the  selling  of  cabbages.  Some- 
times he  belongs  to  the  educated  well-to-do  trading  class,  but 
then  he  is  swamped  in  the  mass  of  petty  shopkeepers  who  surround 
him.  Sometimes  again,  but  very  seldom,  he  happens  to  be  by  birth 
and  education  a  gentleman,  and  then  he  shows  his  utter  unfitness  for 
the  Vtstry  by  never  appearing  at  its  meetings.  So  rarely,  indeed, 
are  \estrymen  anything  but  what  are  termed  "  highly  respectable 
tradesmen,"  that  it  is  unnecessary  to  consider  them  as  belonging  to 
the  classes  above  them.  It  has  been  said  that  these  exalted  worthies 
require  no  guidance  in  the  walltiowery  walk  of  rhetoric  bordering 
the  floor  of  the  Court-house.  But  every  rule  has  its  exception,  and 
it  is  just  possible  that  there  may  be  a  Vestryman  not  belonging  to 
the  genteel "  and  silent  order,  nor  to  the  well-to-do  trading  class, 
o  has  not  the  courage  "  being  a  Westryman,  to  be'ave  as  sick"  It 
!i  i  8U  j  a  one>  ^  ^e  oan  ke  f°unc'>  th686  hints  and  suggestions  are 
t  will  be  as  well,  perhaps,  for  the  benefit  of  the  unique 
individual  to  whom  allusion  has  been  made,  to  give 

A  Rough  Sketch  of  an  Ideal  Vestryman. 

Costume.— May  be  either  a  slovenly-cut  suit  of  tweeds,  or  "  a  coat, 
vest,  and  trousers  as  advertised  "  of  black  cloth.  Pot-hat  worn  with 
both  If  under  forty,  flower  with  long  stalk  sticking  in  button-hole. 
Ihick  and  dirty  boots,  indifferent  linen,  and  alpaca  umbrella. 

in:— Should  be  rasping.    Unless  it  can  be  heard  not  only  in  the 


Vestry  Hall  but  in  half-a-dozen  Committee  Rooms  beyond,  it  is 
practically  useless. 

Tone.— Pert,  abrupt,  overbearing,  and  yet  semi-respectful  witl 
brother  Vestrymen.  However,  on  special  occasions  a  professional 
joke  may  be  permitted  ;  for  instance,  about  the  price  of  ham-sand- 
wiches or  the  adulteration  of  moist  sugar.  Sharp  with  the  Surveyor. 
Obsequious  to  the  Clerk  of  the  Vestry,  especially  if  that  Official 
happens  to  be  a  Solicitor.  Stern  to  the  Rector,  and  generally  offen- 
sive to  everybody  else. 

Mode  of  Delivery.— Head  thrown  back,   right  hand  advanced. 
Usual  commencement  of  speech,  "  Now,  look  'ere,  I  want  to  know. 
Peroration,  "  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  we  must  not  be  'umbug-ged.    Not 
we.    So  I  tell  you.  one  and  all,  that  we  '11  precious  soon  let  'em  see 
what  we  want,  and  that 's  all  about  it !  " 

The  Vestryman  is  not  at  his  best  when  performing  his  official 
duties.  When  ne  has  to  defend  himself  against  a  charge  of  gobbling 
and  guzzling  at  the  public  expense,  his  indignation  jumps  well 
over  the  gap  dividing  the  sublime  from  the  ridiculous.  (  On  other 
occasions  he  will  raise  his  strident  voice  to  ask,  "Why  the 
Vicar  'as  'is  name  printed  on  circulars  without  them  there  two 
Churchwardens?"  And  if  he  is  not  falling  foul  of  the  Church,  he 
delights  in  a  fad.  For  instance,  it  suddenly  occurs  to  him  that  the 
act  of  a  street-boy  using  a  rod  and  line  in  fishing  in  a  local  canal  may 
be  dangerous  to  the  Public.  He  argues  that  if  anyone  caught  their 
legs  in  the  string,  they  might  do  themselves  a  serious  injury — one 
might  fall  on  his  nose,  another  tumble  into  the  water.  So  the 
Vestryman  calls  attention  to  the  use  of  rods  on  the  local  canal, 
and  the  matter  is  referred  to  a  Committee.  This  Committee  applies 
to  other  Local  Committees,  and  the  body  swells  and  swells  until 
it  reaches  a  certain  magnitude.  At  this  stage,  a  deputation  is 
chosen  to  wait  upon  a  Cabinet  Minister.  The  Statesman  receives  the 
Vestrymen  "  with  the  utmost  courtesy  "  (as  the  published  report  of 
the  latter  is  subsequently  careful  to  state),  and  quietly  snubs  them. 
The  Right  Hon.  Gentleman  is  of  opinion  "that  the  Vestry  have 
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Pctsscnyer.  "ANY  TEAR  o'  MY  DISTURBING  THE  MAGNETIC  CURRENTS,  CAPTAIN,  BT  OOIN'  NEAR  THB  Coiii-AssM' 
Captain.  "  On  NO,  SHI.     BRASS  HAS  NO  EFFECT  ON  IT  WHATEVER,  SIR  ! " 


ample  powers  to  deal  with  dangerous  rods  and  lines,  and  therefore 
cannot  pledge  himself  and  his  Cabinet  colleagues  to  indefinitely  post- 
poning all  other  Imperial  business  while  they  give  their  undivided 
attention  to  the  passing  of  a  Bill  making  unauthorised  minnow-fishing 
by  children  punishable  with  seven  years' penal  servitude."  The  depu- 
tation is  bowed  out,  and  returns  to  the  Vestry  for  comfort.  A  large 
bill  is  run  up  for  various  incidental  expenses,  and  the  matter  is 
brought  before  the  delegates  of  tho  Ratepayers  on  numerous  occa- 
sions, always  to  meet  with  the  same  fate,  "  adjournment  to  another 
invasion."  And  here  be  it  noted  that  the  golden  ride  of  the  model 
Vestryman  is;  "when  in  doubt — postpone.  This  is  a  most  useful 
custom ;  for  instance,  when  some  Ratepayer,  who  enjoys  the  honour 
of  the  acquaintance  of  one  of  the  elect,  wants  to  put  up  a  conserva- 
tory in  his  front,  garden.  The  Vestry  constitutionally  objects  to  any- 
thing that  could  be  regarded  as  either  a  novelty  or  an  innovation, 
and  the  conservatory  in  the  front  garden  answers  both  description-;. 
But  the  petitioner  for  the  sweet  boon  knows  a  Vestryman.  Here 
arises  a  difficulty.  The  Vestry  must  act  up  to  its  principles,  and  yet 
has  no  wish  to  affront  one  of  its  own  body,  so  the  matter  is — "  post- 
poned." 

At  the 'commencement  of  the  proceedings  of  a  Vestry  gathering, 
the  minutes  of  the  last  meeting  are  invariably  read  and  confirmed. 
These  minutes  are  rather  of  a  perfunctory  character,  and,  in  the 
cause  of  information,  might  be  made  infinitely  more  interesting.  As 
a  guide  to  would-be  municipal  orators,  subjoined  are 

T!ie  Minutes  (if  a  London  1'estry  slight!:/  improved. 

The  Churchwarden,  supported  by  the  Vestry  Clerk  and  the  Sur- 
veyor, took  their  seats  at  their  raised  desks,  and  assumed  an  air  of 
defiant  reticence. 

The  Vestry  Clerk  read  the  minutes  of  the  last  meeting  amidst  a 
hum  of  voices. 

The  Churchwarden  read  a  lonp  list  of  proposed  disbursements  of 
Ratepayers'  money,  amounting  in  the  aggregate  to  several  thousand 
pounds.  After  each  proposed  disbursement  he  called  upon  those 
present  to  signify  their  assent  or  dissent  "  to  the  expenditure  in  the 
usual  manner,"  adding,  immediately  after  making  the  request,  the 
word  "carried." 

During  these  votes  the  conversation  was  general. 


On  reaching  the  vote  for  the  payment  of  £2,547  12«.  HJr/.  on 
account  of  tho  poor, — 

Mr.  BRASSLUNGS  wanted  to  know  why  one  of  tho  paupers  had  been 
deprived  of  some  of  his  coat-buttons.  It  was  said  that  the  Ma-ter 
of  the  Workhouse  was  "  most  "aughty,"  and  expected  all  the  inmates 
to  "  touch  their  'ate  to  'im."  Now  he  (Mr.  BRASSLCNGS)  thought— 

The  Churchwarden  (interrupting).  Mr.  BRASSLUK08,  you  are  now 
making  a  speech,  and  not  asking  a  question. 

Mr.  Jirasslungs  Uo  admiring  colleagues,  satirically}.  On,  ain't  e 
sharp  this  morning  t  (Laughter.)  I  do  say  it 's  a  shame  that — 

The  Churchwarden  continued  his  reading,  and  the  objections  of 
Mr.  BRASSLCSOS  were  ignored. 

The  consideration  of  the  schemes  for  turning  a  ruined  local  burial- 
ground  into  a  handsome  park,  for  paving  a  main  road  with  wood, 
for  causing  the  dust-holes  in  the  dwellings  of  the  very  poor  to 
be  periodically  cleared,  and  several  other  propositions  admittedly 
extremely  beneficial  to  the  public,  were  postponed. 

The  Vestry  having  then  to  open  tenders,  all  but  the  personal 
friends  of  the  would-be  contractors  drifted  away,  and  the  meeting 
was  adjourned. 

To  sum  up.  A  Model  Vestryman  does  not  require  to  be  a  polished 
orator.  His  words  seldom  get'further  than  the  columns  of  the  local 
paper.  Here  they  are  seen  after  undergoing  a  revision  whirh  has 
reinstated  lost  aspirates  and  corrected  bad  grammar.  But  what 
matter  sense  and  culture  to  a  nominee  of  the  Ratepayers  ?  In  con- 
clusion, London  will  indeed  be  worthy  of  pity  if  forced  to  take  in 
exchange  for  the  ponderous  stupidity  of  the  City  Alderman  the 
impertinent  incompetency  of  the  Model  Vestryman. 


SPORTIXG   INTELLIGENCE. 

FROM  all  parts  of  the  country  we  have  continued  to  receive  most 
favourable  accounts  of  the  opening  day  of  the  season,  the  Fifth  of 
November.  There  were  plenty  of  Guy  Foxes  everywhere,  and  some 
tirst-rate  runs,  chiefly  from  policemen  and  infuriated  householders. 


SIHPLE  REMEDY.— How  to  make  a  tent  waterproof.    Pitch  it. 
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OUR    WEALTHY    DRAMATISTS. 

THEKE  may  be  poor  Actors  nowadays,  but  no  poor  Dramatic 
Authors.  Not  to  be  behind  the  fashion  of  the  present  time,  when 
everybody  craves  to  know  what  everybody  else  is  doing,  when  he  is 
doing  it,  and  how  it's  being  done,  we  are  grateful  to  an  unknown 
Correspondent,  who  signs  himself  an  Occasional  Pall  Mall  Gazetteer 
Paragraphist,'*  for  the  following  interesting:  details,  and  the  public 
will  agree  with  us  that  Dramatic  Authorship  is  at  the  present  time 
highlv  remunerative  profession : — 

Mr.  W.  G.  WILLS  is  a  Millionnaire,  having  made  his  money  entirely 
out  of  Charles  the  First,  while  the  poor  Actor  of  that  important  role 
only  received  three  pounds  a  night  for  the  entire  run !  This  is  no 
;ault  of  Mr.  WILLS'?.  But  clearly  some  "redistribution"  is 
required  here.  Mr.  W.  G.  WILLS  lives  in  several  castles  in  the 
North  of  England:  keeps  five  steam  yachts,  and  two  or  three  packs 
of  hounds.  For  his  new  piece  at  the  Princess's  he  receives  fifty 
thousand  pounds  down  before  a  line  is  written ;  and  Mr.  WILSON 
BARRETT  binds  himself  over  to  him  to  serve  him  as  a  slave,  to  work 
liis  farms,  do  boot-cleaning,  or  go  out  to  the  Colonies  for  him,  or 
anything,  if  he  should  i'ail  in  producing  the  exact  sum  by  twelve 
o'clock  next  Friday. 

Mr.  W.  8.  GILBERT,  as  a  Dramatist,  made  five  hundred  thousand 
pounds  by  one  piece  at  the  Olympic,  some  years  ago,  which  sum  having 
been  advantageously  invested  in  Botany  Yarns  (on  which  he  is 
founding  his  Burglar's  Tale),  still  brings  him  in  the  handsome  sum 
of  one  hundred  thousand  pounds  a-year.  His  income  as  a  Librettist 
would  amount  to  fifteen  hundred  thousand  a  year,  but  for  the 
necessity  of  sharing  it  with  Sir  ARTHUR  SULLIVAN,  who  insists 
upon  receiving  his  pound  of  flesh."  or,  rather,  his  two-thirds, 
or  ten  hundred  thousand  pounds  of  flesh,  paid  quarterly.  Finding 
his  present  house  too  small,  Mr.  GILBERT  is  in  treaty  for  Bucking- 
ham Palace.  He  stipulates  for  the  sentry-boxes  remaining  with 
sentries  in  them.  Sir  ARTHUR  SULLIVAN,  who  is  to  have  a  wing 
of  the  building — for.  as  his  Librettist  gracefully  says,  he  couldn't 
indulge  in  such  high  flights  but  for  Sir  ARTHUR'S  wing,— insists 
upon  these  sentinels  having  been  through  a  campaign  at  the  Royal 
College  of  Music  and  being  skilled  vocalists.  This  proviso  has 
for  the  present  brought  negotiations  to  a  standstill,  but  it  is  said 
that  the  brilliant  Librettist  and  gifted  Composer,  on  agreement  with 
the  Buckingham  Palace  Authorities,  will  refer  the  matter  to  a  mutual 
friend  who, — 

In  spite  of  all  temptations, 

Will  accept  their  invitations, 

And  remain  an  Engel-ishmau, 

— and  who  will  probably  be  accommodated  with  a  room  in  the  Palace 
(near  the  Critics'  Banqueting  Hall)  all  to  himself,  fitted  up  with 
the  latest-invented  telephonic  apparatus,  communicating  with  the 
Librettist's  and  Composer's  apartments,  so  that  at  any  instant  he 
may  be  informed  of  every  wonderful  rhyme  or  extraordinary  musical 
phrase  that  may  occur  to  either  of  the  talented  partners. 

Messrs.  HERMANN  and  JONES  have  only  recently  started  in  busi- 
ness, but  they  have  already  achieved  a  fortune  which  will  make  the 
entire  ROTHSCHILD  family  envious.  It  is  variously  stated  at  from 
sixteen  to  fifty  millions.  Messrs.  HERMANN  and  JONES  are  insepar- 
able. Their  equipages  are  familiar  to  all  Londoners  frequenting  the 
Park,  where  they  both  drive  a  collaborating  team  of  eight  horses. 
Their  benefactions  to  their  countrymen  are  well  known. 

Mr.  G.  R.  SIMS  is  in  receipt  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
pounds  per  annum  from  his  Lights  of  London,  in  the  Metropolis 
alone.  From  the  representations  in  China,  Japan,  Persia,  and 
one  or  two  other  places  (where  the  drama  is  localised  and  sharpened 
up  with  topics  of  the  day),  he  has  realised  the  magnificent  sum  of 
£275,008,005  19».  ll}d.,  with  which  he  furnished  his  present  man- 
sion. As  the  Librettist  of  the  Merry  Duchess,  he  shared  with  Mr. 
FREDERIC  CLAT  the  Composer,  a  couple  of  millions ;  and  this  would 
have  been  more,  but  for  the  unfortunate  result  of  the  Derby,  which, 
it  is  an  open  secret,  hit  these  two  talented  gentlemen  rather  hard. 

Mr.  GILBERT  A  BECKETT  by  one  piece  at  the  GERMAN  REEDS'  made 
over  a  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  pounds.  His  hunting-lodge  in 
the  Midland  Counties  is  a  model  of  perfect  taste.  It  is  open  house 
with  him  all  the  year  round  ;  and  though  hunting  five  days  a-week 
(except  in  the  summer,  and  it 's  difficult  to  prevent  him  even  then), 
he  yet  finds  time  to  write  the  libretti  of  French  and  German  Seven- 
Act  Operas.  Of  these  he  speaks,  in  his  light  and  airy  way,  as  "  mere 
trifles  thrown  off  before  breakfast."  But  it  is  well  known  that 
these  trifles  represent  two  hundred  thousand  pounds  each.  His  forth- 
coming Opera,  Savonarola,  has  been  purchased  by  a  syndicate  com- 
posed of  the  Emperor  of  GERMANY,  Emperor  of  AUSTRIA,  the  King 
of  HOLLAND,  and  the  French  House  of  ROTHSCHILDE,  for  upwards  of 
three  millions  sterling,  one  quarter  of  which  has  been  already  sub- 
mbed,  and  the  remainder  guaranteed.  If  the  guarantee  "is  not 
made  good,  the  instalment  will  be  forfeited,  and  Mr.  GILBERT  A 
BECKETT  will  be  at  liberty  to  sell  it  over  again. 
Mr.  HERMANN  MKPUVU.K.'S  new  mansion  cost  him  a  hundred 


thousand  pounds.  The  drawing-room  is  inlaid  with  precious  stones, 
and  the  mantelpiece  (constructed  by  the  Author)  is  one  blaze  of 
diamonds.  He  will  not  live  in  it,  but  will  only  go  and  look  at  it  now 
and  then,  as  he  prefers  the  residence  he  has  occupied  now  for  some 
years,  and  which  he  lately  furnished  lavishly  out  of  his  receipts  from 
the  Cynic.  He  made  just  on  half  a  million  by  the  play  he  wrote 
for  Miss  GENEVIEVE  WARD,  who,  of  course,  such  is  the  irony  of  Fate, 
was  but  little  benefited  pecuniarily  by  the  successful  work.  Mr. 
HERMANN  MERIVALE  spends  about  ten  thousand  a  year  in  fishing- 
rods,  and  is  endeared  to  all  mariners  on  the  more  dangerous  parts 
of  our  English  coast  by  Ms  patented  invention  for  saving  life  at  sea, 
and  safety  nets  for  the  herring  fishery. 

Mr.  F.  C.  BURNAND,  as  a  Dramatist,  makes  fifty  millions  a  year. 
He  is  largely  interested  in  Electric  Lights,  and  has  bought  up  most 
of  the  patents.  By  a  piece  called  Unlimited  Cash,  a  few  years 
ago,  at  the  Gaiety,  which  only  ran  a  few  nights,  as  the  expenses 
were  so  enormous  (one  may  buy  gold  too  dear),  he  realised  a  quarter 
of  a  million,  after  granting  Mr.  JOHN  HOLLINGSHEAD  a  splendid 
annuity.  His  last  new  coat  cost  him  over  five  hundred  pounds,  and 
his  hatter,  haberdasher,  shoemaker,  and  tailor  divide  about  sixty 
thousand  a  year  between  them.  His  shooting-box  and  moors, 
arranged  on  the  most  luxurious  and  expensive  plan,  cost  him  a  hundred 
thousand  pounds  to  keep  up.  He  is  a  great  benefactor  to  the  various 
lines  of  rail  which  meet  at  the  junction  station  near  his  place,  as  he 
is  always  sending  vans  laden  with  game  all  over  the  world.  His 
pieces  played  in  America  (where  there  is  no  copyright  or  dramatic 
right)  produce— by  the  courtesy  of  the  Managers,  who  feel  themselves 
in  honesty  bound  to  make  him  some  acknowledgment — an  income  of 
about  from  seventy  to  ninety  thousand  pounds  a  year.  As  a  Librettist, 
he  would  have  made  another  couple  of  millions  out  of  Cox  and  Box 
(after  sharing  with  Mr.  MADDISON  MORTON)  but  for  Sir  ARTHUR, 
then  Mr.  ARTHUR,  SULLIVAN'S  claim  for  a  hundred  thousand,  which 
Mr.  BURNAND  at  once  doubled,  as  a  token  of  his  esteem  and  friend- 
ship. 

Mr.  H.  J.  BYRON  has  never  made  less  than  a  million  a-year.  He 
has  several  times  tried  to  do  so,  but  without  success.  He  has  houses 
and  gardens  all  over  England.  He  always  travels  by  private 
engines,  with  saloon-carriage  .attached,  having  early  in  life  taken  a 
dislike  to  horses.  Mounted  outriders  precede  him  at  a  galop,  with 
flags  to  warn  the  approaching  travellers.  He  spends  the  winter  in 
India,  tiger-hunting,  and  writes  most  of  his  pieces  in  the  cool  of  the 
morning,  when  in  nis  palanquin  on  the  back  of  an  elephant.  He 
returns  for  the  season  to  London,  and  his  Western  Palace — as  it  may 
indeed  be  termed — is  the  rendezvous  from  morning  till  night,  or 
rather  from  morning  till  morning  [as  it  never  closes],  of  Tout  ce  qu'il 
y  a  de  plus  gai,  de  plus  brilliant,  de  plus  savant,  in  all  London. 
A  great  amateur  of  music,  he  has  ten  magnificent/private  bands, 
and  three  Composers  at  five  thousand  a-year  each.  He  says  he  can't 
understand  Mr.  W.  S.  GILBERT  being  content  with  Buckingham 
Palace  as  a  residence  (if  he  gets  it),  as,  for  his  part,  he  likes  a  place 
he  can  move  about  in.  His  Elephant  Saloon  in  his  second  London 
house,  which  he  only  uses  when  he  is  "passing  through,"  can  be 
seen  during  November,  from  twelve  to  two,  by  anyone  obtaining  an 
introduction  from  the  HOME  SECRETARY,  backed  by  the  PRIME 
MINISTER  and  Archbishop  of  CANTERBURY.  He  realised  sixty  millions 
by  Our  Boys,  and  has  pensioned  off  Messrs.  JAMES  and  THORNE  with 
a  handsome  competency  per  annum  as  a  recognition  of  their  past 
services. 

[In  the  foregoing  information  we  shall  be  happy  to  make  whatever  correc- 
tions may  be  necessary,  on  hearing  from  any  one  of  the  Dramatists  named,  in 
order  to  bring  it  into  strict  accordance  with  his  own  private  and  confidential 
statement  made  to  the  Commissioners  of  Income-tax. — ED.] 


Food  v.  Cram. 

THE  suggestion  that  destitute  children  obliged  to  attend  Board 
Schools  should  be  supplied  at  school  with  penny  dinners  seems  good, 
and  feasible.  Less  than  a  pennyworth  of  oatmeal  a  head  would 
afford  a  fairly  filling  mess  of  porridge,  and  not  cost  much.  Nor 
would  that  small  expense  necessitate  any  great  addition  to  the  rates. 
Might  it  not  readily  be  met  by  a  reasonable  reduction  of  the  sums 
now  expended  in  attempts  at  putting  sciences  and  literature  into  the 
heads  of  children  destined  to  become  plough-boys,  errand-boys,  shop- 
boys,  and  servant-girls  ? 

THERE  was  a  paragraph  last  week  in  the  Times  headed,  "  The 
Status  of  Solicitors."  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM  read  it  without  her  glasses, 
and  then  putting  down  the  paper,  exclaimed,  "  Well,  I  do  not  see 
why  Solicitors  should  have  Statues." 


UNFOUNDED  RUMOUR. — There  is  no  truth  in  the  report  that  the 
Dean  of  Bangor,  on  account  of  his  anti-tea  sentiments,  is  about  to 
be  ruined  to  the  episcopal  bench  as  the  Bishop  of  Soda  and  Bran. 
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PUTTING    HIM    AT    HIS    EASE. 

She.  "AND   I  SUITOSE  YOU  WENT  IN  TREMENDOUSLY  FOR  ATHLETICS,  AT 

OxB&rjDOl  f  " 

Jfr,  (much  phased).  "  WELL— EU— NO— I  'M  AFIIAID  I  'u  BATHER   LAZY,  YOU 
KNOW  I" 


"OUR  OWN   CORRESPONDENT"   AND  THE  SULTAN. 

(Extract}  from  the  Diary  of  his  Majesty.) 

November  Is?.— WEISS  PASHA  has  just  informed  me  that  the  Unselfish  Repre- 
sentative will  arrive  in  time  for  the  celebration.     He  is  coming  all  the  way  from 

TX, „,'„  Vi-»  +V. ,-.   T?A.4n««.   1? _.,_„„_          Q—  _1 J T I j._ " 


gave  him  when  he  entered  the  train.  I  am  told  he  wrote  columns  to  a  London 
paper  about  tbe  waiters  and  the  napkins.  The  only  thing  that  disappoints  me  is 
that  he  should  have  neglected  to  have  brought  PAIN  or  BROCK  in  his  suite.  How 
cti»  the  affair  go  off  projierly  without  Fireworks  ? 

Xotvinhrr  '2m/. — Piin.irri  BEY  has  been  with  me  all  the  morning.  It  seems 
that  the  Unselfish  Representative  is  not  an  Englishman  by  birth,  although  Ins 
name  sounds  like  an  English  imprecation—"  Blow  it !  "  This  is  the  more  credit- 
able. I  can  understand  a  native  of  the  country  submitting  to  the  terrible  sacri- 
fice, but  that  a  foreigner  should  offer  himself  to  undergo  so  great  an  inconvenience 
sums  to  me  incredible !  However,  he  is  said  to  be  very  eccentric,  which  may 
possibly  account  for  this  noble  act  of  self-sacrifice. 

November  3rd. — Was  shown  a  letter  from  Lord  DrFFEnix,  in  which  the 
British  Ambassador  expressed  a  wish  that  I  should  bo  informed  of  the  arrival 
of  the  Unselfish  Representative.  It  is  rather  perplexing,  this  semi-official  recog- 
nition of  tins  painful  act  of  self-abnegation.  However,  I  should  be  the  last 
to  complain.  Here  am  I  about  to  be  as  much  favoured  as  if  1  were  living  in 
Bridgewatn  or  Lewes.  I  do  hope  that  before  he  finally  disappears  there  will  be  a 
really  pood  explosion. 

A'orrmber  -ith. — It  is  all  arranged,  and  I  am  to  see  him.  PniLirn  BEY  has 
managed  it  beautifully.  On  my  way  to  the  Mosrjue  he  is  to  be  propped  up  outside 
a  window,  so  that  I  can  have  a  pood  look  at  him.  The  difficulty  about  the 
etiquette  of  our  interview  is  smoothed  over.  It  appears  that  he  will" walk  in  on 
condition  that  he  is  permitted  to  sit  down  the  moment  he  has  entered.  Of 
course,  I  am  glad  of  this,  as  if  he  had  been  carried  in  in  his  chair  by  two 
persons  walking  before  and  behind  (his  favourite  mode  of  travelling),  the  breach 
of  manners  might  have  established  an  inconvenient  precedent.  I  am  looking 
forward  to  to-morrow ! 


i.— The  great  day  has  arrived,  and  I  have 
seen  him !  He  was  propped  up  on  the  window-sill  as 
arranged.  I  never  saw  anything  more  grotesque  and 
amusing  in  my  life  !  He  quite  realised  my  anticipations ! 
Much  funnier  than  a  wooden  puppet,  and  just  as  help- 
less. He  had  his  feet  hanging  down,  and  his  toes  turned 
in,  just  as  I  had  seen  them  in  the  pictures !  I  hurried 
over  my  prayers,  and  had  him  brought  in.  RAGHIB  BET 
acted  as  interpreter.  I  asked  him  if  he  thought  we 
should  have  a  fine  night  for  the  ceremony  ?  He  replied, 
through  the  interpreter,  that  he  thought  that  there  was 
just  enough  wind  to  blow  tbe  smoke  away.  I  explained 
to  him  how  deeply  I  regretted  that  I  should  not  be  able 
to  be  present  when  they  lighted  up.  He  replied,  that 
after  all  there  was  not  much  to  be  seen  so  far  as  he 
personally  was  concerned.  One  celebration  was  much 
the  same  as  another.  80  with  a  bonfire.  Put  anything 
into  it,  and  it  soon  loses  its  individuality.  I  admitted 
that  this  was  the  case,  and  to  change  an  awkward  subject 
(although  I  must  declare  that  it  seemed  to  give  Ami  no 
distress),  asked  him  if  he  had  brought  his  lantern  with 
him.  He  replied,  "  No ; "  that  as  he  had  jfot  the  old 
original,  he  thought  it  best  not  to  bring  it.  Bo  it  is 
left  at  the  Bodleian  Library,  Oxford.  Asked  him  why 
he  was  secured  to  his  chair  when  he  went  out  for  a 
ride?  He  answered  that  it  was  an  English  custom, 
and  prevented  unanticipated  ejectments.  Expressed  my 
surprise  that  he  was  not  more  gorgeously  costumed 
— he  was  wearing  a  plain  tourist's  suit.  He  said  that 
any  old  clothes  would  do  for  his  purpose — that  it  would 
be  a  pity  to  work  in  his  best.  Upon  this,  I  said,  to  make 
him  look  a  little  grander,  I  would  confer  upon  him  the 
order  of  the  Medjidie,  second  class.  Rather  extrava- 
gant this !  However,  my  visitor  seemed  pleased,  and  scon 
after  took  his  leave.  On  bidding  him  adieu,  I  wished 
him  a  fine  night  for  the  interesting  ceremony. 

November  6th.— I  can  scarcely  write  for  rage  !  How- 
ever, I  have  had  the  whole  of  the  Cabinet  sewn  up  in 
sacks,  and  thrown  into  the  Bosphorus !  I  will  teach  them 
to  impose  upon  me  !  RAGHIB  BEY,  who  acted  as  inter- 
preter, has  token  to  flight.  Very  wise  of  him  !  I  have 
just  seen  a  translation  of  the  Times'  account  of  my 
interview  with  the  Anglo-Frenchman!  The  audacity 
of  the  thing !  I  am  actually  represented  as  talking 
politics  with  a  person  who  I  was  given  to  understand 
had  been  brought  all  the  way  to  Constantinople  that  I 
might  see  him  oefore  he  was  burned  at  a  Guy  Faux  on 
the  5th  of  November  ! 

"  LIKE  A  CRAB,  IT  CAN  GO  BACKWARDS." 

THE  Times,  of  November  14,  in  a  curiously  ill-tempered 
and  illogical  leader,  laid  it  down  as  an  axiom  that  "  Men 
of  sense  make  up  their  minds  on  these  subjects  (i.e.,  reli- 
gious doubts)  at  an  early  age,  and  it  is  only  rather  poor 
and  narrow-brained  persons  who  are  troubled  at  thirty 
with  any  question  about  the  form  of  religion  they  have 
lived  under."  It  has  probably  occurred  to  many  persons 
that  the  selection  of  the  age  of  thirty  was  singularly  un- 
fortunate, and  though  prima  facie,  intended  as  "  a  nasty 
one  "  for  Lord  RITON,  it  was  indirectly  a  rather  severe 
commentary  on  the  doings  of  Dr.  MARTFN  LCTHKB,  who 
certainly  did  trouble  himself  considerably  "  on  these  sub- 
jects "  from  thirty  to  thirty-seven,  and  hadn't  quite  done 
with  them  at  forty.  The  names  of  GAVAZZI,  BLANCO 
WHITE,  and  some  others  will  recall  themselves  to  the 
memory  of  those  who  see  that  "  Sauce  for  the  Goose."  &c. 

In'  another  article  on  Friday,  the  Times,  which  has 
been  having  quite  a  little  religious  dissipation,  says  : — 

"  To  this  day  the  French  workman  talks  of  Protestantism  with 
the  same  airy  ignorance  as  his  forefather*.  There  is  «omething 
KnirlUh  or  German  in  it  to  his  eves,  and  he  is  not  far  from 
believing  that  a  Protestant  cannot  be  a  good  Frenchman." 

Now,  substitute  "  English  Times  Leader-writer "  for 
"French  workman,"  and  "Roman  Catholicism "  for 
"  Protestantism  ;  "  substitute  also  "  foreign  ''  for  "  Eng- 
lish or  German,"  and  "  Roman  Catholic  and  Englishman  " 
for  "  Protestant  and  Frenchman  "  et  fubula  narrafur  d>- 
Times.  The  paragraph  amended  would  read  thus  : — 

"  To  this  day  the  Enc-!i«h  Times  Leader-writer  talks  of  Roman 
Catholicism  with  the  same  airy  ijrnomnce  as  his  forefather?. 
There  is  something  foreign  in  it  to  his  eyes,  and  he  is  not  far  from 
believing  that  a  Koman  Catholic  cannot  be  a  good  Englishman." 

The  superior  intelligence  that  directs  the  ready  pens  of 
the  Leader-writers  is  evidently  behind  the  Times. 


VOT..     I.TTvr 
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THE    ALDERMAN'S    NIGHTMARE. 

Demon  Conger.  "  HA  !  HA  !    IN  ME  BEHOLD  THE  REAL  TURTLE  !    Ho  !  Ho  !    You  MUST  LEARN  TO  LOVE  ME  ! 


I  >  T.N-ERY  THOMPSON  !    'ENF.UY  THOMPSON,  0  ! 

That  epicure  the  Orther  of  the  Seasuns 
Mnv  have  been  woid  of  rhymes,  but  no,  oh  no! 

He  wasn't  arf  so  destitute  of  reasons 
(Whatever  HOOD  may  say),  as  what  you  seem, 

O  THOMPSON,  who  did  not  write  SnptionMy  .' 
J{e  wouldn't  'a  give  me  that  there  'orrid  dream, 
From  which  I  still  feel  quishy. 

You're  wus  than  WEKNON  HARCOURT  and  his  lot, 

That  soupercilious  FIRTH,  and  BEAL  the  bounceable. 
That  chap  who  in  the  "  Telly  "  writes  sech  rot 

'Bout  testitudi — somethinK  unpronounceable — 
Is  bad  enough  with  his  long  craokjaw  fuss  ; 

Turtle  M  turtle.     Who  can  put  it  stronger  ? 
But  'anjr  it  all.  Sir  'F.NEEY,  you  are  wus. 

1'ou  say  it 's  only  Conger ! 
Conger  be well,  I  won't.    But  he  must  be 

As  cruel  as  a  MANNING  or  a  TiruRTKLr,, 


Who  'd  try  and  shake,  with  his  wild  tiddle-de-de?, 
A  Alderman's  sweet  confidence  in  Turtle! 

Wot  would  be  left  ?    Reform  might  'ave  its  way, 
If  Turtle  lost  its  indiwiduality  ; 

And  eels  would  do  quite  nicely,  I  dessay, 
For  a  Municerpality  ! 

That  dream !    Oh,  it  was  dredful !    For  I  thought 

That  I  was  fixed,  my  feet  a  awful  weight  on, 
"While  with  a  hidjus  thing  I  wildly  fought, 

Like  that  there  Python  of  Sir  FREDERICK  LEIGHTOU. 
IJfolt  like  them  three  parties  caught  by  snakea, 

In  that  uncomfortable  classic  statue. 
The  Creature  seemed  to  grin,  "  I  '11  give  you  quakes, 

Old  Boy,  when  I  get  at  you !  " 
He  gaped  and  goggled  at  me  like'a  shark, 

His  mouth  appeared  a  saw-mill  in  full  action, 
He  lashed  his  'orrid  tail,  and  seemed  to  bark  ; 

I  shook  like  a  blomonge,  in  stupefaction. 
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TRANSPOSITION. 

/r«A  Sergeant.  "MARK  TIME  !    CHANGE  YOUR  STIP,  THAT  MAN  I"  Recruit.  "  IF  YB  PULZK,  SU*R " 

Serqeant.   "SiLEKCE  !— AN'  FALL  OUT  AT  OSCKT  AN'  CHANOE  YOUR  FEKT  !  " 


"  Oil  out !  "  I  gurgled.    Then  the  Conger  spoke, 

Lifting  his  "ea  and  offle  coils  above  me ; 
"  /  am  the  real  Turtle,  ancient  bloke, 

And  you  must  learn  to  love  me  !  " 

*  *  *  *  • 

Of  course  'twas  all  delugion,  like  the  trash, 
In  liiifiicnint  Sir  'ENERY's  startlin'  letter. 

Wot  can  'e  know  of  Calipee  or  -pash  ? 
He  ought  at  least,  though,  to  ave  known  much  better 

Than  to  'ave  give  us  this  'ere  frightful  shock. 
Round  our  dewoted  'eds  Fate's  arrows  'urtlc. 

But  Conger  ?    'Ang  it,  no  .'—not  ev'n  as  "  stock." 
I  pins  my  faith  to  Turtle  ! 


CAN'T  BE  FAIRER  THAN  FOWLER. 

(A  Page  extracted  from  the  Diary  of  the  Lord  Mayor.) 

Monday. — Very  glad  I  rescinded  my  permission  to  Herr  STOCK KK, 
the  leader  of  the  "  Jew  hatred,"  to  lecture  at  the  Mansion  House. 
See  what  a  reception  he  got  when  he  did  open  his  Iip9 !  Howled 
down !  Very  properlv,  too.  Considering  that  Sir  MOSES  MO>'TK- 
FIORE  has  now  entered  his  hundredth  year,  it  is  simply  disgraceful 
to  say  anything  against  the  Jews.  Besides,  if  there  hail  been  a  row 
in  the  Egyptian  Hall,  the  stained  glass  windows  might  have  been 
smashed.  So,  take  it  all  round,  we  are  well  out  of  it. 

Tuesday.  —  Application  from  the  Anti-Mock-Friendly-Societies 
League  to  hold  a  Meeting  in  the  Mansion  House.  Though  rather 
sympathising  with  the  objects  of  the  Association,  was  forced  to 
refuse  their  request.  Silly  of  them  to  select  such  a  stupid  title. 
"  Mock- Friendly  " — evidently  an  allusion  to  the  Society  of  Friends. 
The  Quakers  are  a  most  respectable  class  of  people,  and  I  am  the  last 
man  in  the  world  to  sanction  any  sneer  at  their  expense.  Especially 
as  I  know  that  if  I  did  so,  I  should  be  called  to  oook  by  a  certain 
member  of  the  Corporation.  Decide,  then,  to  refuse  the  application 
with  scorn  and  contempt. 

Wednesday.— Everybody  seems  to  want  to  use  the  Egyptian  Hall ! 
Here  are  certain  Gentlemen  "having  the  regeneration  of  the  British 


Drama  at  heart,  who  are  anxious  to  meet  together  to  consider  the 
advisability  of  petitioning  the  Government  to  subsidise  a  theatre  for 
the  exclusive  performance  of  Shakipeare."  Well,  in  iU  way  I  sym- 
pathise with  the  movement.  In  fact,  I  should  have  no  objection  to 
asking  questions  of  my  Right  Hon.  Friends  in  "another  place." 
But  the  thing  won't  do  in  the  City.  Some  Common  Councilman  or 
Alderman  would  be  sure  to  ask  questions  about  it.  No,  no  ;  were  a 
Meeting  held  about  the  future  of  the  Drama,  during  the  absence  of 
our  leading  Tragedian  in  America,  the  proceeding  would  be  regarded, 
and  justly  regarded,  as  a  slight  by  the  Irringitei  !  This  would  never 
do,  so  must  write  to  refuse  the  application. 

Thursday. — Another  petition  for  the  use  of  the  most  comfortable 
room  in  the  Mansion  House !  Too  bad  that  people  should  want  to 
turn  me  out  of  mv  own  little  study  in  this  way.  But  they  will — they 
always  ask  for  the  Egyptian  Hall !  However,  on  this  occasion,  I 
think  I  can  stump  them.  Permission  requested  by  a  Mr.  MOCKER  to 
lecture  "  Upon  the  History  of  Country  Fairs  and  the  Origin  of 
Booths  Generally."  A  nice  row  there  would  be  in  the  Court  of 
Aldermen  if  1  consented  !  Why,  I  do  believe,  it  would  cause  even 
Sir  ROBERT  GARDEN  to  say  a  naughty  word !  "  Booths  Generally." 
Why,  of  course,  the  lecture  would  include  "General"  BOOTH,  and 
attack  the  Salvation  Army  ! 

Friday. — Once  again !  But  there  can  be  no  doubt  about  my  course 
in  this  instance.  My  excellent  friend.  Alderman  HADLEY,  1  feel 
sure,  is  regarding  my  movements  with  interest.  The  Society  of 
Sincere  Believers  want  to  hold  a  meeting ;  just  like  their  impudence  ! 
I  would  not  offend  Agnostics  in  general,  and  Mr.  BRADLAUGH  in 
particular,  for  the  world. 

Saturday. — Ah,  come  now,  don't  mind  this.  The  Antipapistical 
Society  wants  to  hold  a  meeting  in  the  Egyptian  Hall  to  protest 
against  Romanism.  Certainly.  I  shall  enjoy  it  immenselv,  so  that 
nothing  is  said  against  the  Jews,  Dissenters,  and  Atheists,  liut  stop, 
Alderman  DE  KEYSER  is  a  Roman  Catholic  !  So  perhaps,  after  all, 
I  had  better  take  time  for  consideration! 


Ax  ASIDE  AT  THE  COLONIAL  OFFICE. —What  Lord  DERBY  said 
when  the  Delegates  from  the  Transvaal  were  announced,  "  Oh  dear, 
what  Boers ! " 
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NEW  HEADINGS  OF  AN  OLD  NURSERY  RHYME. 

GERMAN  READING. 

(Tremblingly.) 
SATS  AABON  to  MOSES, 
"  Let 's     cut     off     our 


noses ! " 

(Nervously.) 
Says  MOSES  to  AARON, 
"And   put   a    Christian 

pair  on." 

IN  LONDON. 

(Joj/fulli/.) 

Says  AARON  to  MOSES, 
"  Let 's     develope     our 
noses ! " 

(Proudly.) 

Says  MOSES  to  AARON, 
"They're  the  fashion  to 
wear  on !  " 


LORD  MARE'S  DAY. 

NONE  of  us  a  knowin  wot 's  to  foller,  like  the  Gests  at  dinner  wen 
ihere  ain't  no  Menu,  I  was  determind  to  see  all  I  coud  connekted 
with  the  grand  proceedins  of  Lord  Mare's  Day.  So  I  managed  to 
>e  pressent  at  Gudhall  on  the  heighth  hinstant  to  witness  the  sollem 
and  affectin  serry money  of  Lord  Mare's  Heave.  Ah  that  was  a  seen 
:hat  was.  No  wunder  the  Liverymen,  all  in  livry,  flockt  in  crowds 
to  see  it.  and  no  wunder  so  many  on  'em  seemed  to  be  took  with  sitch 
bad  colds  just  at  the  most  affectingest  moment. 

"  At  2  o'Clock  by  the  Gildhall  clock,"  as  the  Poet  says,  two  Lord 
Mares  cum  in  together,  hand  in  hand,  and  marched  in  sollem  state 
to  the  place  of  execution,  where  the  Town  Clerk,  looking  pail  with 
Burprest  emoshun,  awaited  their  arrival  to  perform  his  sad  office. 
His  rich  manly  woice  trembled  as  he  administered  the  customery 
dioklaration  to  the  New  Lord  Mare,  and  his  three  stately  bows 
wanted  sumthink  of  their  ushal  dignerty,  dowtless  from  the  same 
caws,  for  the  makin  of  that  dicklaration  by  the  new  Lord  Mare, 
epeakin  metologically,  reelly  decappytated  the  Old  'un,  for  drecly  the 
words  was  huttered,  without  no  paws,  off  went  the  3  cornered  Cocked 
At  of  Power,  and  he  was  again  a  simple  Alderman ! 

Wot  his  feelinx  was  at  that  supreme  moment  who  can  tell  ?  but 
his  manly  feetures  bore  the  smile  of  stoickle  resignashua. 

Then  forth  slept  the  Chamberlane  in  a  full  court  soot  with  a  lovely 
floury  veskit,  and  walkin  up  with  three  graceful  bows,  gives  up  the 
City  Purse  to  the  old  Lord  Mare,  who  gives  it  to  the  new  'un,  and 
he,  after  feeling  of  it  and  finding,  I  spose,  as  there  was  preshus  little 
in  it,  hands  it  bock  to  the  Chamberlane,  who  is  so  jolly  pleased  to  gel 
it  agin  that  he  makes  three  more  gracefool  bows  and  acshally  walks 
out  backards !  A  pretty  lot  of  praktisin  he  must  have  had  before 
he  could  do  that  I  shood  think.  Then  the  old  Lord  Mare  and  the 
New  'un  departs  in  peace,  but  tho'  they  both  goes  together,  this  time 
the  left  one 's  right  and  the  right  one 's  left. 

That  same  evnin,  as  is  our  mwaryable  kustom,  we  all  assembulc] 
as  usual  and  seated  ourselves  round  our  kustomary  round  table  anc 
drunk  our  kustomary  bowl  of  punch,  which  I  has  the  honner  to  bru. 
and  at  12  oClock  percisely,  at  Midnite,  we  stands  up  on  our  feat,  anc 
we  drinks  in  sollum  silence  to  the  pious  memmery  of  the  late  Lore 
Mare !  and  then  in  fresh  bumpers,  with  three  times  three  and  one 
cheer  more,  we  drinks  to  the  prosperous  rain  of  his  noble  sucksesser. 

I  h;ul  herd  the  rain  a  peltm  down  the  Cbimbley  like  one  o'Clock 
i<>re  daylight,  and  my  thorts  nat'rally  turned  to  the  poor  Lore 
Mare's  footmen's  silk  stockings  as  they  walked  thro'  the  streets  amic 
ribbald  jeers.  However  I  rowsed  myself  betimes  from  my  nupsha 
couch  and  pulled  myself  together  at  duty's  caul,  as  Ingland  expecs 
every  Waiter  to  do  on  such  a  sollum  day,  and  fourth  I  storked,  fust 
to  the  Manshun  House  and  second  to  Gildhall.  With  that  kindness 
of  art  for  witch  I  hopes  as  I  am  sumwhat  remarkabel,  I  sort  out  the 
poor  Lord  Mare's  Postillion  who  I  had  herd  was  to  be  discarded  from 
his  long  suit,  and  found  him  to  my  extreme  satisfacahun  arayed  in 
all  the  gorgeous  parofy  nailyer  of  his  diunitide  and  importent  offis 
As  time  pressed,  his  only  remark  was,  "  If  ever,  ROBERT,  they  take; 
off  my  two  leaders,  they  '11  have  took  the  fust  step  towards  a  Ansom 
Cab,  and  the  rest  will  be  all  down  hill  with  not  no  skid  on !  "  and  sc 
we  parted. 

I  m  told  as  most  people  thort  as  the  Sho  was  a  werry  fine  'un,  o 
course  there 's  no  a  counting  for  taste,  but,  to  my  mind,  bails  o 
wool,  and  legs  of  mutton,  and  a  lot  of  birds  full  of  stuffing,  ana 
chestfcs  of  Tee,  was  but  a  werry  poor  substitoot  for  real  Men  in 

larmtr,  who  I  was  sorry  t»  see  absent,  and  that  I  have  no  dou 

lade  the  mob  angry,  and  so  I  aoshally  herd  'em  hiss  the  LORD  MARE 
.ich  so  effected  my  sperrits  that  I  rushed  into  the  Cryp  and  drownde 


em  in  a  bumper  of  sherry.  I  then  sat  down  to  meddytate,  and  the 
hortful  Butler,  a  old  frend  of  mine,  seeing  my  state  of  mind,  kindly 
uv  me  a  second,  and  then  reckomended  me  to  take  just  40  wmkels, 
vitch  I  did  for  jest  about  a  cupple  of  ours,  and  then  woke  up  quite 
efreshed  and  prepared  for  the  wust. 

The  bangkwet  was  much  as  usual,  tno'  I  thort  the  thick 
eemed  rayther  thin,  but  then  custom  makes  an  ed  Waiter  almost  as 
astigious  as  a  Alderman.  I  was  again  struck  werry  forcibly  by  the 
stonishin"  fac  that  many  of  the  gests  would  leave  the  xqmsit  aelly- 
acies  of  the  table  a  most  untouched,  and  prefer  sitch  werry  wulger 
ood  as  cold  beef,  merely  because  it's  cut  off  a  werry  big  joint,  and 
•ailed  a  Barren  instead  of  an  Aunch ! 

The  speeches  was  jest  a  little  long,  but  if  ever  I  seed  a  look  ot 
estonishment,  and  amazement,  and  wunder,  it  was  when  the  LORD 
MARE  torked  the  two  furren  langwidges  of  Latin  and  Greek  rite  bang 
at  Mr.  GLADSTUN.  Whether  it  was  that  he  couldn't  quite  bcleeve  his 
ears  or  his  eyes,  I  of  course  don't  know,  hut  he  certainly  couldn  t 
take  either  of  'em  off  his  Lordship,  for  estonishment.  All  I  can  say 
s  there  wasn't  not  one  of  us  Waiters  as  could  understand  a  smgel 
word,  and  1  rayther  thinks  as  even  sum  of  the  Worshipfool  Court  ot 
Aldermen  was  in  the  same  predickynient  (which  BROWN  translates 
to  mean,  "  what  the  dickens  he  meant.")  But  there  was  no  difhkulty 
in  understandin  what  the  PRIME  MINISTER  ment  when,  having  got 
over  his  estonishment,  he  told  'em  all  that  the  late  Lord  Mare  was  to 
be  nighted,  and  become  Sir  ENERY  NIGHT.  How  they  did  all  cheer, 
and  speshally  when  he  added  that  it  was  the  QUEEN'S  own  wish. 
I  've  no  dout  that  it  was  partly  owin  to  what  Lord  DARBY  told  em 
the  other  day,  that  when  the  QUEEN  is  about  to  make  a  man  a 
Ambasseder  or  a  Lord  Leftennant  or  a  Night,  or  sumthink  of  that  hi 
and  lofty  caracter,  the  fust  question  as  she  asks  is,  what  sort  of  wile 
as  he  got,  and  in  this  case  the  anser  was  so  sattisfactery  that  Her 
MAJISTY  said,  as  Natur  made  her  a  Lady  from  her  birth,  and  the 
Lord  Mare  made  her  a  Lady  for  a  year,  I  will  make  her  a  Lady  tor 
ife.  And  so  she  did. 

We  hadn't  no  Dook,  witch  I  was  sorry  for.  I  allus  likes  a  JJoot 
or  2.  It  gives  a  distangay  tone  to  the  hole  proseedings,  tho  they 
ginerally  sits  as  dum  as  Gog  or  Magog,  but  I've  no  dout  as  they 
makes  up  by  a  lot  of  thinkin,  -and  will  be  werry  usefool  to  us  wen 
the  grate  fite  cums,  if,  as  Mr.  GLADSTUN  finely  said,  "  it  hever  do 
cum?'  =— ===== — =====  ROBEKT. 

THE  SPEAKER. 

(A  Handbook  to  Ready-made  Oratory.) 

PART  V.—"  THE  DRAMA,"  TREATED  FROM  A  MUTTTAI-ADMIEATION 

POINT  OF  VIEW. 

THERE  are  many  toasts  that  recently  have  grown  in  importance. 
The  chief  of  these  is  unquestionably  "the  Drama  and  its  Professors. 
Not  so  very  long  ago,  to  be  an  Actor  was  to  rank  as  a  vagabond.  But, 
nowadays,  this  is  changed.  A  popular  Tragedian  or  Conied 
receives  nearly  as  much  attention  in  Society  as  a  Royalty.  He  is  the 
bright  particular  star  of  the  firmament  wherever  he  appears.  Hostesses, 
famous  for  their  high  respectability,  stand  at  their  drawing-room 
doors,  eagerly  awaiting  his  coming.  Hosts,  notorious  for  their  love 
of  punctuality,  wait  hours  for  him,  patiently,  while  the  soup  is 
thickening,  and  the  birds  are  being  burnt  into  cinders.  Sometimes 
the  popular  Tragedian  or  Comedian  condescends  to  visit  the  house  ot 
an  influential  Critic  or  a  celebrated  Author.  On  these  occasions  he 
retires  into  a  corner  with  the  "  most  useful  person  "  he  can  hnd,  and 
hides  himself  away  from  the  common  herd— a  body  composed  of  the 
very  class  to  which  he  himself  belongs.  To  this  "  useful  person 
(who  is,  of  course,  connected  with  the  Press)  he  will  confide  his  future 
plans,  and  mention  the  sums  that  have  been  taken  during  his  engage- 
ment at  the  Theatre  to  which  for  the  moment  he  is  attached.  He  wiU 
call  that  "useful  person"  by  his  abbreviated  Christian  name,  and 
adopt  a  tone  towards  him  suggestive  of  the  tender  devotion  so  often 
existing  between  a  proud  young  mother  and  her  dearly  beloved  first- 
born. In  general  society  he  will  not  be  required  to  say  much.  So 
long  as  he  has  an  eye-glass  through  which  to  smile,  he  is  as  safe  as 
possible.  If  he  be  a  Tragedian,  his  smile  must  be  sad ;  if  a  Comedian, 
knowing.  It  is  only  on  public  occasions  that  he  will  be  expected  to 
speak.  When  he  takes  a  benefit,  for  instance,  he  will  say  a  few  words 
about  SHAKSPEARE,  his  own  love  for  the  town  in  which  he  is  acting 
his  desire  to  be  buried  in  their  midst,  and  last,  but  most  important  oJ 
all,  the  exact  amount  of  the  nightly  receipts.  He  should  feel  thai 
the  stall-occupiers  before  him,  having  paid  half-a-guinea  a  time  foi 
their  places,  havo  a  right  to  be  in  his  confidence.  Of  course,  it  is  o: 
the  last  importance  to  them  to  learn  that  he  reverences  the  grea' 
national  Poet,  has  a  preference  to  the  local  cemetery,  and  has  made  a 
good  deal  of  money  by  the  exercise  of  his  art.  They  will  be  all  th 
happier  for  this  knowledge — all  the  better.  His  speech  at  a  banquet 
organised  in  his  honour,  however,  will  be  rather  more  complicated 
He  will  have  to  reply  to  a  number  of  the  most  fulsome  compliment 
without  sacrificing  his  dignity  or  overstepping  the  mark  which 
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separates  the  sublime  from  the  ridiculous.  Of  course,  he  will  belong 
to  the  Mutual  Admiration  Army.  The  regulations  of  that  gallant 
Corps  should  be  of  assistance  to  him  at  such  a  time.  He  should 
remember  that  he  is  the  best  possible  Actor,  and  that  his  friends 
who  tell  him  so  are  the  best  possible  Critics.  He  and  they  together 
combine  to  represent  absolute  perfection.  But,  as  an  example  is  the 
t  puide,  the  handbook  assumes  a  dramatic  form  for  the  purpose 
of  illustration:  — 

SCENE  —  A  gorgeous  Banqueting  Hall,  filled  with  notabilities.  Birth 
«/  the  high  table,  Genius  and  Talent  somewhere  below  the  salt. 
The  Guest  of  the  Evening's  health  has  been  drunk  with  immense 
i  nlliiixliisin.  The  Guest  rises  to  respond,  and  the  cheering  is 
frantic  ;  he  smiles,  and  handkerchiefs  and  dessert-knifes  are 
flourished  deliriously.  The  Toast-master  obtains  silence,  and 
the  repli/ 


Guest  of  the  Evening  (bowing  gracefully  right  and  left).  Your  Royal 
Highness,  your  Graces,  my  Lords,  my  Lord  Mayors,  my  Right  Reverend 
Prelates,  and  —  hem  —  Gentlemen,  or,  as  I  know  you  would  prefer  me 
to  call  you  all,  my  dear,  good,  worthy  friends—  (Cheers)—  here  I 
thank  you.  (  Cheers.}  The  noble  Duke  seated  some  little  distance 
from  me  on  my  left  has  told  you,  in  proposing  my  health,  that  he 
and  I  are  old—  may  I  say  it?  —  "pals."  (Laughter  and  applause.) 
He  has  not  deceived  you.  (Cheers.)  We  were  boys  together  ; 
and  I  am  sure  you  will  believe  me  when  I  tell  you  that  I  have 
always  found  Annum  WALTER  PLANTAGENET.  twenty-third  Duke 
of  Ditchwater,  one  of  the  very  best,  one  of  the  honestest  of  fellows  ! 
(Immense  enthusiasm,  during  which  the  Speaker  shakes  hands  with 
the  noble  Duke  in  question.)  Ah,  it  is  a  very  long  time  since  we 
started  on  our  careers.  Twenty  years  ago  I  was  trying  hard  to 
get  the  most  menial  employment  in  connection  with  a  country  Circus, 
and  my  friend,  my  good  friend—  (addressing  the  Duke)  —  you  are  a 
friend,  ARTHUR,  dear  fellow  !  —  (  Cheers)  —  and  my  good  friend  the 
Duke  was  just  going  to  Eton.  That  is  twenty  years  ago.  We  have 
succeeded  since.  He  has  gained  considerable  distinction  as  a  States- 
man and  Diplomatist,  and  has  been  made  a  Knight  of  the  Garter. 
("  Hear,  hear  !  ")  As  for  me  —  well  (siniling)  you  know  my  career. 
(Immense  cheering.)  I  think  we  may  indulge  in  mutual  congratula- 
tion. You  tell  me  that  I  am  the  best  possible  Actor.  (Enthusiastic 
applause.)  I  am  afraid  you  are  rather  partial  —  ("  No,  no.'")  —  that 
you  estimate  my  poor  abilities  at  too  high  a  value.  ("  No,  no.'") 
Well,  be  it  as  you  will,  and  I  will  grant  you  that  I  am  the  best  pos- 
sible Actor.  (Thunders  of  applause.)  But  if  I  am  the  best  possible 
Actor,  you  are,  unquestionably,  the  best  possible  Critics.  (Rentwed 
applause.)  But  this  evening  1  would  rather  sink  myself  in  my  Art,  — 
in  my  profession.  (Cheers.)  I  would  say,  take  us  at  home,  at  the 
theatre  when  only  a  "T-light"  is  ignited,  and  the  auditorium  is 
empty.  I  would  ask  you  where  do  you  find  such  courtesy,  such 
exquisite  good  breeding,  as  at  a  rehearsal  ?  (Applause.)  I  would 
say  to  you,  where  do  you  find  such  perfect  domesticity  as  at  the 
fireside  of  the  Actor?  (Thunders  of  applause.)  Yes,  my  worthy 
friends,  I  can  safely  say  to  the  Judges,  send  your  daughters  on  the 
stage  to  rehearsal,  where  they  will  be  treated  as  if  they  were  the 
first  Ladies  of  the  land,  and  to  the  Bishops,  give  your  sons  to  a  pro- 
fession where  they  can  take  to  themselves  helpmates  who  will  never 
desert  them.  (Enthusiastic  cheering.)  And  of  one  thing  be  quite 
certain.  Our  highest  aim  is  Art.  (Cheers.)  We  have  no  jealousies, 
no  love  of  gold.  (Applause.)  So  long  as  we  please  you,  we  ore  satis- 
fied, as  we  feel  that  when  we  meet  with  your  approbation,  we  are 
receiving  the  commendation  of  all  that  is  best  in  the  civilisation 
of  the  nineteenth  century,  —  all  that  is  worth  most  honour  in  the 
whole  of  Christendom.  (  Wild  enthusiasm,  lasting  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  amidst  which  the  eloquent  Speaker  resumes  his  seat.) 

Of  course  the  above  is  merely  an  outline  of  a  speech,  which  may 
be  tilled  in  to  suit  the  idiosyncrasies  of  the  place  and  the  hour.  But 
it  is  in  the  proper  key,  and  should  wake  responsive  chords  in  the 
breasts  of  all  present.  The  golden  rule  of  the  orator  can  be  summed 
up  in  four  words  :  "  Praise,  to  receive  praise."  Or,  to  adopt  a  home- 
lier tone,  "  The  best  way  to  earn  your  bread  is  to  deal  in—  butter  !  " 

Worse  and  Worse. 

[The  candidature  of  Mr.  W.  H.  MALLOCK  for  the  Rectorship  of  St. 
Andrew's  University  has  been  withdrawn.] 

SAD  for  the  seer  whose  pornographic  pago 

Proves  the  world  pessimist,  and  life  one  grand  ruse  ! 
Is  life  worth  living  when  the  solemn  sago 
Is  scorned  by  Merry  Andrews  P 

AN  UNBELIEVER  CONVINCED.  —  Any  Anti-Spiritualist  still  open  to 
conviction  (though  it  's  the  impostor-mediums  who  are  most  open  to 
this  sort  of  thing—  in  a  Police  Court),  has  only  to  go  to  South 
Kensington  Museum  and  see  with  his  own  eyes  "  The  Spirit- 
Fresco."  Sir  FREDERICK  LEIGHTON  and  Mr.  GAMBLER  PABBY  will 
attend,  if  requested.  Xo  Fees. 


THE    LATEST    CRAZE. 

(Letters  from  a  Young  Gentleman  of  Fashion  who  "  Adopted  the  Stnyr  as 
a  Profession.") 

Mr  DEAB  DCCHESS,  28,  Shrimp  Street,  Shellford. 

I  HAVEN'T  much  time,  but  I  continue  where  I  left  off,  and 
thank  you  so  much  for  your  invitation,  which,  as  I  am  rehearsing  all 
day  and  playing  at  night,  I  cannot,  I  regret  to  say,  accept.  You 
know  in  London  your  Acton  only  "got  their  Sunday  out,"  for  dinner. 

I  told  yon  about  my  going  to  rehearsal.  You  remember  the  sort 
of  people  I  mentioned  as  being  on  the  stage.  Well— the  play  (of 
which  we  only  had  one  rehearsal  in  the  day,  we  played  it  at  night) 
is  about  Miss  POSTER,  who  goes  abroad  for  fun  with  some  friends. 
They,  however,  fall  into  the  hands  of  wild  Arabs,  but  are  saved 
at  the  last  moment  from  death  by  the  leader  of  the  tribe,  who, 
oddly  enough,  turns  out  to  be  an  old  name  of  Miss  POSTER'S.  Well, 
then  they  come  to  a  place  where  the  charge  of  Tel-el-Kebir  is  going 
on.  They  arrive  just  in  time  to  join  in  the  hurrahs  and  display  of 
bunting  after  the  victory,  and  to  be  asked  to  breakfast  by  the 
General.  (I  was  the  General.)  Unfortunately,  just  as  we  were  going 
in  to  breakfast,  Miss  POSTER'S  lover  is  bitten  by  a  deadly  snake. 

The  scene  next  changes  to  Australia,  where  Mr.  DEBWETTWATEB, 
a  convict,  escapes,  and  vows  vengeance  against  Miss  POSTEB'S  lover. 
It  appears  he  knows  something  about  Mr.  GARBICK  (Miss  POSTEB'S 
lover),  who  is  his  hated  rival  in  the  affections  of  Miss  POSTER.  In 
this  scene  I  am  a  Prison  Warder  with  a  soliloquy,  in  which  I  inform 
the  audience  the  convict  has  really  been  pardoned,  but  that  I  have 
kept  the  letter  back  from  the  Authorities  for  no  particular  reason. 
Then  come  a  lot  of  vicissitudes  in  the  course  of  Miss  POSTEB'S  love  ; 
she  tucks  the  poison  from  Mr.  GABRICK'S  snake-bite,  and  is  very  ill 
herself  afterwards.  The  Arab  tribe  are  tempted  to  revolt  against 
their  leader  by  the  convict,  who  arrives  all  right  from  Australia ;  but 
Miss  POSTER  says  such  nice  things  about  the  QUEEN  and  England's 
banner,  that  everybody,  except  tne  convict,  surrenders  to  her.  The 
convict  is  not  to  be  done,  though.  He  declares  he 's  my  son,  and  I 
believe  him,  having  lost  one.  (I  'm  the  General.)  He  next  accuses 
Miss  POSTER'S  lover  with  desertion  from  the  Army,  and  having  struck 
a  superior  officer  years  back.  I  refer  to  my  books,  and  find  it  was 
so.  I  've  got  rather  a  good  speech  at  the  end  of  the  Fifth  Act,  sen- 
tencing Miss  POSTEB'S  lover  to  the  lash. 

A  telegram  suddenly  arrives,  stating  that  the  Earl  'of  Mount 
Cashville  is  come  out  to  die  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood,  and 
wishes  to  see  Miss  POSTER  at  once.  (I  am  the  Earl.)  The  convict 
starts,  first  meaning  to  assassinate  the  Earl  before  Miss  POSTER  can 
arrive,  and  then  get  into  bed,  like  the  Wolf  in  Red  Riding  Hood. 
and  frighten  Miss  POSTER  when  she  arrives.  But  this  is  all  stopped 
by  a  most  extraordinary  sequence  of  events.  The  Old  Earl  recognises 
the  convict  as  the  son  of  his  valet,  changed  at  birth  for  the  General's 
son,  who  really  is  Miss  POSTER'S  lover.  The  Earl  himself  has  enjoyed 
the  title  and  estates  for  seventy-five  years  wrongly,  as  he's  not 
legitimate,  and  Miss  POSTER  is  really  the  Countess  in  her  own  right. 

The  convict  is  so  upset  by  all  this,  that  he  confesses  it  was  he  who 
struck  a  superior  officer,  under  the  assumed  name  of  Miss  POSTEB'S 
lover.  The  Earl  can't  stand  any  more,  and  dies.  Countess  POSTER 
marries  the  General's  son  (who  is  just  saved  as  the  first  blow  of  the 
whip  is  descending  on  him),  and  they  engage  the  convict  as  a  gardener, 
as  he  knows  all  about  plants  in  Australia. 

I  ean't  explain  it  any  better,  because  much  confusion  reigned,  both 
at  rehearsals  and  at  night.  Such  loss  of  temper,  and  turning-up  of 
noses !  I  was  so  busy,  also,  rushing  to  the  little  closet  I  dress  in  to 
change.  First  I  was  the  Old  Family  Coachman,  with  a  dialect,  who 
was  sorry  Miss  POSTER  was  going  abroad  ;  then  I  was  Captain  of  the 
ship  Miss  POSTER  went  out  in,  and  danced  a  quadrille  with  her ; 
next  I  played  an  Arab  Guide,  and  was  murdered  in  the  Swamp  Scene 
twice,  because  I  fell  so  near  tne  footlights  the  first  time,  the  Curtain 
couldn't  come  down,  so  I  was  pulled  up  and  murdered  again ;  then 
the  General,  a  Convict  Warder,  and  the  Earl.  The  General  and  the 
Earl  were  much  the  best  parts  ;  that  sentencing  to  the  lash  and  con- 
fession of  illegitimacy  went  splendidly.  The  audience,  consisting  of 
several  people,  seemed  delighted.  There  was  a  good  deal  left  unex- 
plained in  the  story,  but  the  ends  of  the  Acts  (the  final  "  situations  ") 
were  all  right.  The  guns  went  off,  and  the  band  didn't  miss  the  cue  for 
"  Rule  liritannin."  I  '11  tell  von  such  a  lot  about  the  people  them- 
selves in  my  next  letter — it 's  all  so  new.  Au  reroir,  my  dear  Duchess, 
I  am  yours  very  truly,  HUGO  DE  BM*. 

MR.  GORING  THOMAS,  English  Composer,  never  scored  a  bigger 
success  than  when  he  scored  Esmnrtlda.  It  has  made  a  great  hit  at 
Cologne,  and  the  Colognials  are  e»thusiastic.  His  name  we  have 
already  illustrated,  it  is  suggestive  •£  a  "  duet  for  horns."  Laudatory 
Critics  are  all  for  GORING  THOMAS,  but  you  '11  take  a  deal  of  bating, 
THOMAS. 

"  FOILED  again ! "  as  the  champagne-bottle  exclaimed  when  it  found 
itself  filled  and  packed  for  the  fourth  time. 
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AN    EXTENSIVE    ORDER. 

Cathy.  "Bao  YRR  PARDON,  Miss,  BUT  MIGHT  I  'AVE  A  PAIR  o'  LIGHT  KID  GLOVES,  FOR  A  WF.DDIN'  AS  I  'VK  BIN  ARST  TO?" 
Shopuxmtan.   "CeKTAiNKY.     WHAT  ia  YOUR  SIZE  J"          Cabby.  "  Sizs,  Miss!"          Shopicoman.   "WELL,  WHAT  's  YOUR  Nvuem  ?" 
Cabby.  "OH,  NUMBER,  Miss!     Two-FuVR-EiuHT-NiNB-Six !" 


THE  SONG  OF  THE  SNUBBED  ONE. 
Am— "  The  Gay  Cavalier." 

IN  the  year  it  was  late, 

Rut  Madrid  was  en  fete, 
The  Ilolero  was  sounding  amain, 

When  a  youth  from  fair  France 

Came  to  ask  for  the  danoe. 
The  hand  of  a  beauty  of  Spain. 

When  he  saw  with  a  wines, 

That  a  gay  Teuton  Prince 
Wat  au  minis  with  the  mantilla'd  maid, 

1IU  moustache  he  did  twirl, 

( 'rying,  "  Xnrr-r-r-r  .'     False  girl ! ! 
I  'in  a  Icetle  bit  late,  I  'm  afraid  ! 
.  /  !i,tl<;  u  leetle,  a  leetle  lit  late,  I  'm  afraid .'  " 

New,  tliis  gallant  French  youth 
ll;;d  been  ttOkijDg,  ill  south, 

In  iHjliteness  ;  a  fit  of  the  spleen 
11  IK!  quite  made  him  forget 

I  he  most  plain  etiquette, 

The  result  or  which  rudeness  was  seen. 

II  !•<  lant  chance  was  nown  ; 

"  With  the  Teuton  she  'B  gone  ! 
Spanish  nuts  on  my  rival !  "  quoth  he. 
"  It  is  pkin  whom  she  loves  ; 
She  takes  lierlin  wool  gloves. 
And  has  given  the  mitten  to  me  ! 
Uat  gicen,  has  given,  has  given  the  mitten  to 
me  .' " 

Now  some  misrht  have  thought 
He  'd  have  followed  and  fought, — 
That  a  challenge  should  come  at  this  stage ; 


But  this  gallant  from  France 

Knew  he  nadn't  a  chance. 
Though  he  felt  in  no  end  or  a  rage. 

So,  wiser  by  far, 

lie — postponed  thoughts  of  war, 
But  as  homeward  he  went,  muttered  he, 

"  Ma><ana  .'    He 's  strong. 

But  he  '11  find  before  long, 
Le  diable  to  pay — and  that 's  Me  ! 
Le  tiiablt,  le   rliable,  le   diable   to  pay — and 
that '«  Me  !  " 


MR.  PUNCH  AND  TURTLE. 

\V  i:  are  informed  by  the  Times  that  Turtle 
Soup,  the  delight  of  Aldermen,  is  largely 
composed  of  Conger  Eel.  But  Mr.  Punch 
was  the  first  to  make  the  discovery.  If  the 
curious  reader  will  consult  our  Eighty-first 
Volume,  p.  30,  he  will  read  as  follows  : — 

"  Conger  Eels  are  caught  on  the  Irish 
coast.  The  people  will  not  eat  them,  so 
they  are  iced  and  sent  to  London.  A  fearful 
whisper  went  round  the  room  as  to  their 
ultimate  destination.  When  it  reached  the 
ears  of  the  two  Aldermen  present,  they  were 
seen  to  turn  pale,  and  one  of  them  presently 
left."  The  whisper  was  as  follows: — "The 
awful-looking  object  that  the  poor  hungry 
Irishman  disdains  t«  eat,  is,  when  the  demand 
for"  the  especial  luxury  of  Masters  and 
Wardens,  Aldermen,  Sheriffs,  and  Common 
Oouncilmen  "  is  great,  and  the  supply  small, 
manufactured  into  real  Turtle  Soup  !  " 

In  relation  to  this  important  subject,  it 
may  be  stated,  as  a  most  remarkable  coinci- 


dence, that  whereas  two  Aldermen  were 
present  when  this  astounding  revelation  was 
made,  and  were  both,  as  stated,  visibly 
affected,  it  does  so  happen  that,  shortly  after 
that  fatal  day,  two  Aldermen  voluntarily 
resigned  their'  high  position  and  retired  into 
private  life. 

WORTH  PRESERVING. 
AN  old-fashioned  Country  Squire  writes  to 
us  thus : — Sir,  Why  continue  your  attacks 
upon  the  "  Duke  of  MUDFORD,"  as  veu  call 
him  ?  Because  his  Grace  will  at  last  do  some- 
thing if  you  persist  —  he  '11  make  some 
alteration  in  what  you  stigmatise  as  "  Mud- 
Salad  Market."  If  his  Grace  does  anything 
of  the  sort,— if  he  makes  the  slightest  change 
in  Covent  Garden  Market,  no  one  will  regret 
it  more  than  myself  and  some  of  our  Old 
Tiewig  Club,  as  Covent  Garden  Market  is  the 
only  place  in  London  where  I  can  get  a  snifl 
of  a  perfume  that  reminds  me  of  the  country 
Yours,  ANTONY  LUMPKIN. 


WE  gent  our  New  Musical  Critic  from  the 
Provinces — his  first  appearance  in  London — 
to  hear  Sir  GEOEQE  MACFARBEN'S  David  at 
St.  James's  Hall.  He  returned  delighted.  He 
said  he  thought  Messrs.  SANTLEY  and  LLOTOJ 
were  there,  but  which  was  singing  the  part  oi 
David  he  couldn't  make  out.  as  they  had  all 
got  black  faces.  (Instead  of  hearing  the  Ora- 
torio called  after  the  Jewish  king,  he  had  been 
to  the  other  entertainment  in  the  same  build- 
ing ;  that  is,  the  Christy-'uns.) 
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SNUBBED ! 

Hossoo  (asUle).  "HA!-WITH  MY  HATED  RIVAL!     WHY  WAS  I  SO  RUDE  TO  HER  r  '.  " 
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POOR    SWEEPAR,    SIR!" 

Benevolent  Stroller  (fcettngin  his  pockets).  "I'M  AIRAID  I  HAVEN'T  A  PENNY " 

Reduced  Party  (wistfully).  "  I  DID  NOT  SPECIFY  THE  COIN,  SAR  I  " 

[/(  came  to  Sixpence  I 


ART  GOING  TO  THE  WALL. 

A  MOSAIC,  for  which  Mr.  WATTS  has  prepared  a  Car- 
toon from  his  Picture  of  "  Time,  Death,  tuul  Jtulgment," 
is  to  be  placed  outside  St.  Jude's  Church,  in  NVhitcchapel, 
as  a  permanent  memento  of  the  Art  Exhibitions  for  the 
Poor  which  have  been  held  there  for  several  years  past. 
Bravo !  St.  Judo  has  again  and  again  proved  itself  a 
Church  of  great  spirit — in  fact,  a  Jude  d  esprit,  and  not 
hampered  by  narrow  notions  of  rigid  Jude-uc  economy. 
"  Mosaic  is  eternal,"  said  GHIBLANDAJO,  and  it  seems 
that  six  square  feet  of  eternity  can  be  had  for  £200.  St. 
John's  Church,  in  the  Waterloo  Road,  is  said  to  be  con- 
templating a  similar  investment.  The  Pall  Mall  Gazette 
hopes  that  "  these  Mosaics  may  pave  the  way  for  many 
more."  This  is  equivocal,  but  the  P.  M.  G.  is  not  to 
be  suspected  of  a  joke.  Mosaic  pavements  are  common 
enough  already,  but  these  High  Art  Mosaics  would  pre- 
sumably adorn  our  walls.  And  thereby  hangs  a  horrid 
haunting  suggestion.  What  if  the  Advertisers  get  hold 
of  the  notion  f  We  wish  well  to  the  Art-idea— so  long 
as  it  is  not — as  it  now  too  often  is— the  slave  of  self- 
trumpeting  Trade.  But  fancy  AUGUSTUS  in  Mosaic,  or 
SQUEEBS'S  Soap  eternised  by  a  GHIBLASDAJO  among  Bill- 
Stickers  !  After  that,  the— Mosaic— Deluge !  1 ! 


"And  is  thi«  Fame"P 
WK  'VE  just  seen  the  wrapperof  a  newspaper  addressed — 

"OSCAR  WILDE, 
POBT, 

LONDON." 

And  in  the  corner  above  is  written  "Jfot  Known."    Some 
kind  person  had  scribbled  on  it  "Try  No.  4,  X*** 
Place,''  but  it  had  evidently  been  returned  to'St.  Martin's 
with  the  fatal  words,  "Not  Known." 


The  Smith  Celebration. 

WE  beg  to  remind  our  readers  that  the  four-hundredth 
anniversary  of  the  birthday  of  the  Immortal  SMITH  will 
be  celebrated  in  the  November  of  next  year.  This  event 
is  likely  to  cause  the  liveliest  interest,  not  only  through- 
out Great  Britain,  but  in  every  part  of  the  world  where 
the  English  language  is  spoken. 


CHRISTMAS  LEAVES. 

THE  Fairies  sat  in  Council  and  they  passed  in  quick  review, 

Smart  albums,  cards  and  picture-books,  bright,  beautiful,  and  new ! 

They  come  in  scarlet  and  in  gold,  a  brave  defiant  host. 

They  come  at  morn,  at  night,  at  noon,  by  Fairy  Parcel  Post ! 

From  ROUTLEDGE  in  the  Broadway  and  from  CASSELL  on  the  Hill, 

From  MAHCUS  WABD  in  Chandos  Street,  from  M AXSELL  come  they  still ; 

From  GRIFFITH,  too,  and  F ABBAS  and  from  WATEBSTON  also, 

From  HILDKSIIKI.MI.H,  FAULKNER  and  from  MAKION  &  Co.: 

From  FREDERICK  WAIUJK  in  Bedford  Street,  from  RAPHAEL,  TUCK  & 

Sox, 

Come  the  Fairy  Parcel- Postmen  exuberant  with  fun  ! 
Now  Cobweb,  Moth,  and  Mitstanl-seed  will  here  divulge  to  you, 
The  critical  opinion  of  the  Fairyland  Rerifir. 

Bedight  with  gold  and  colours  bright  are  countless  Christmas  cards, 
The  work  of  many  Artists  with  the  song  of  many  Bards ! 
The  Maids  of  Lee,  The  Men  of  U'are,  are  graphic,  bright,  and  terse, 
For  HODGSON  does  the  drawings  and  WEATHERLY  the  verse : 
Told  in  Twilight,  with  its  verses,  you  '11  gladly  contemplate, 
The  pictures  by  Miss  EDWARDS  and  JOHN  STAPLES  are  hrst-rate. 


Cadet  to  Captainl  PEKCY  GKOVES,  depicts  a  soldier's  life. 
Mid  and  Ensign  is  a  treasure  to  "  the  fathers  of  the  men  ;  " 
The  pictures  are  by  PETHERJCK,  the  tale  by  MANVILLK  FKN.V. 

Oh,  KINGSTON,  well-beloved  of  boys,  though  thrilling  varns  you  spin, 
You  never  spun  a  better  one  than  that  called  Paddy  "Finn  .' 
While  Chums  will  suit  the  youngsters  well,  as  SEVERNE  tells  the  tale 
And  HABRY  FUENISS  illustrates,  "  there 's  no  such  word  as  fail." 
But  if  you  want  bright  books  for  girls,  as  sure  enough  you  must 
Read  Mrs.  GELLIE'S  pretty  tale — she  calls  it  Xora's  Trust. 
Miss  MARSHALL'S  Court  and  Cottage,  you  will  not  forget  to  view, 
And  Lily  and  her  Brothers  we  must  introduce  to  you. 


The  Holly  Series,  for  Holly  Days— ^a  very  patent  joke. — 
They  're  just  the  thing,  the  very  thing  for  very  little  folk ! 
There 's  Little  Thumb,  by  ASDEBSEN— a  King  in  Fairyland— 
With  cuts  by  LAUBA  TBOUBHITGE,  you  will  never  leave  unscanued : 
Brave  Lives,  by  CLARA  MATEAUX,  would  be  difficult  to  match : 
Myself  and  Friends,  for  little  ones,  is  writ  by  OLIVE  PATCH, 
A  simple  tale  for  simple  folk  and  full  of  good  advice, 
And  Daisy  Dimple's  Scrap-book  is  a  baby's  Paradise ! 

You  never  saw,  we  '11  bet  a  crown,  a  smarter  volume  than 

The  TAYLOKS"  pleasant  verses,  which  are  christened  Little  Ann. 

The  flavour  of  a  faded  age  revives  again  to-day 

In  countless  pretty  pictures  by  expert  KATE  GBEESAWAT  ! 

And  Phiz's  Funny  Stories  and  his  Funny  Alphabets, 

Will  smooth  the  road  to  knowledge  for  innumerable  pets ; 

And  CALDECOTT'S  brave  Picture-Soaks,  we  hail  as  Christmas  cornea — 

They  're  better  far  than  pudding,  and  thcv  're  quite  as  full  of  plums ! 

Here's  dear  old  HAWTHOBNE'S  Twice  Told  Tales  and  Tanglevood 

also, 

As  fresh  as  when  we  read  them  first  a  many  years  ago ; 
The  numbers  called  the  Queen's  Gift,  will  the  youngsters  quickly 

spot, 
And  won't  forget  the  series  that  is  named  Forget-me-not. 

Philip  Farloto,  writ  by  TROWBBIDGE,  to  read  you  can't  refuse, 

Captain  Pimple's  strange  adventures  you  '11  merrily  peruse  ! 

While  Robin,  by  Scon  GATTY,  you  '11  reckon  very  nice. 

With  C.  A.  DOYLE'S  quaint  drawings  to  the  favourite  Blind  Mia: 

Here's  the  British  Army  Album,  of  very  choice  design, 

For  friends  who  're  in  the  Cavalry,  the  Guards,  or  in  the  Line : 

And  here 's  the  Fairy  Album,  and  you  clearly  understand 

Its  graceful  and  unique  designs  come  straight  from  Fairyland. 

With  books  in  gorgeous  bindings,  pink,  green,  and  red  and  blue 

We  've  only  space  to  mention  in  the  Fairyland  Reriew. 


THOUGHT  by  a  Goldsmith  on  seeing  the  Lady  Mayoress  eating 
Turtle—"  She  Stoops  to  Conger." 
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5   .PIACE  IN  A  FOUf^OAR.  >\ND  ^EEI\S 

•' 


ANOTHER    HAPPY    DAY    FOR    PRINCE    VICTOR    AT    CAMBRIDGE. 

(Suggested  by  the  Ill-str-t-d  L-nd-n  N-ws,  Nov.  10.) 
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A  NIGHTMARE  OF  FAIR 
WOMEN. 

(By  Lfporello  Junior.) 

MAKING  sundry  double-esses 
After  supper  and  ex-esses, 
Thus    1    dream — oh,   Janes    and 

Bessies, 

Marys.  Fannys,  Anns. and  Jessies; 
Though  my  waking  soul  confesses 
You  have  laughed  at  my  addresses, 
Sleep  my  wounded  spirit  blesses. 
For  1  dream  how  Marchionesses, 
A'isoountesses  and  Duchesses, 
Queens  and  various  Princesses, 
(Brandenburgs  and  Ouelphs  and 

1 losses), 

Girls  with  fish  and  water-cresses, 
Ballet-dancers,  shepherdesses, 
Canonesscs,  liishopesses, 
A uthoresses,  Poetesses, 
(Chiefly  of  the  "  upper  clesses  " — 
Here  my  wilful  pen  digresses), 
Fair  Circassians  and  Turkesses, 
Dreamy  and  divine  Jewesses 
(Some  with  rather  long  nosesses), 
Women  with  all  shades  of  tresses 
(All,  though,  more  or  less  heir- 
esses), 

Crown  my  passion  with  successes, 
Never  saying  noes  but  yesses ! 
How  they  fight  for  my  embresses ! 
Bring  me  into  endless  messes, — 
As  their  beauty  effervesces, 
Like  a  Seidlitz  coalesces 
With  my  love,  and  so  liquesces, 
While  their  waists  my  fond  arm 

presses — 
This  is  but  a  dream,  I  guesses. 

KVKRYTHING  was  going  wrong 
in  the  house.  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM 
said  she  should  dismiss  them  all 
"  at  one  fell  soup."  "  I  'm  not," 
she  added,  "  going  to  allow  my 
servants.,  to  ride  slipshod  over 

'  " 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.   163. 


SIR  FREDERICK  AUGUSTUS  ABEL,  BART., 
ABLB  PROFESSOR,  AND  DYNAMITE  DETECTOR. 


READING  FOR  THK  MILLION. 

THE  Pall  Mali  Gazette  is  so  de- 
lighted with  Mr.  SHAW-LKFEVMS'S 
review  of  the  Political  Progress  of 
the  last  fifteen  years,  delivered  at 
Reading,  that  it  suggest*  ita  being 
circulated  as  a  political  tract  by 
Liberal  Associations  in  all  parts  of 
the  Three  Kingdoms.  To  be  Shaw! 
It  will  shortly  be  published, — 
title,  "The  Story  of  Lefevre." 
The  same  course  will  probably  be 
taken  with  Lord  NORTH  BBOOI'S 
Bristol  Addresses,  —  title,  "A 
Bristol  Bird's-Eye  View  of  the 
Political  Situation."  Lord  HAB- 
TLNGTON'B  coming  campaign  will 
doubtless  furnish  materials  for  a 
companion  tract,  to  be  called 
"Cut  Cavendish."  The  Tories 
will  then  have  plenty  to  "  put  in 
their  pipes "  for  some  little  time 


pipes 
to  come. 


SPORTING  MATCH.— A  big  fat 
man,  one  of  the  Extra  Stout 
Division,  and  a  cheeky  little  thin 
youth  were  discussing  pedestrian- 
ism.  The  pigmy  chaffed  the  giant. 
"Good!"  says  Extra  Stout 
"  I  '11  back  myself  to  run  against 
you  for  a  fiver !  "  "  Done !  " 
cried  Pigmy : ' '  Where  and  when ! " 
"Here,  and  now!"  replied  the 
Big  Man.  And  he  did  run  against 
him.  There  wasn't  much  left  of 
the  Pigmy  after  the  first  concus- 
sion. He  paid  the  "  fiver,"  but 
protested  that  it  was  "  under 
pressure." 


Mirj.KRDRAMATIC    AND     POETIC 

QroTATIOHS  (a  propoi  of  a  recent 
Trial.)—  "Early  and  late  the 
Miller  thrives."  Also,  "  Joy !  joy ! 
My  task  is  done  !  "  MOORE, — 
where  that  came  from. 


A  COMEDY  IN  THE  COURTS. 

\Jtreafh  of  Promise  Case.  Miller  v.  Joy,  part  heard.— On  his  Lordship 
taking  his  seat,  the  Jury  complained  of  the  draughts  which  they  had  expe- 
MMM  on  the  preceding  day,  on  which  his  Lordship  suggested  that  a  curtain 
should  be  hung  over  the  door  leading  into  the  jury-box,  adding— "It  wa« 
some  months  before  I  could  obtain  curtains  after  applying  for  them,  but  at 
last  they  gave  me  two,  and  I  shall  be  happy,  Gentlemen,  to  lend  you  one."— 
Daily  Paper.] 

SCENE— The  Queen's  Bench  Division  in  the  Royal  Courts  of  Jut  fire 
tn  the   Strand.      Enter  a  Judge,  thirering,   supported  by  two 
Attendants.     Set-era!  Queen's  Counsel,  teith  raging  toothaches, 
arc  angrily  signalling  for  all  teindoics  to  be  closed. 
Jmli/e  (sneezing  rio/entli/,  find  addressing  the  Jury).    And   now, 
Gentlemen,  before  we  begin  this  morning's  proceedings,  in  the  inter- 
esting Breach  of   Promise  case  which  afforded  such  a  display  of 
forensic  wit  yesterday,  let  me  inquire  of  you  how  you  like  your 
new  seats '(    I  don't  wish  to  take  too  much  credit  to  myself,  but  I  may 
remark— (proudly)— that  it  was  owing  to  my  intervention  that  the 
CHANCELLOR  of  the  EXCHEQUER  has  been  induced  to  consent  to  the 
expense  entailed  by  what  I  may  be  allowed  to  call  the  user  of  a 


A  Juror.  I  have  heard,  my  Lord,  that  "  de  minimi*  non  rural 
lex" — (uproarious  laughter] — but  I  must  beg  leave  to  state  that, 
owing  to  the  crowded  condition  of  the  Great  Hall,  a  favourite  corn 
which  I  have  cherished  for  many  vears— (murmurs  of  sympathy 
from  several  Juror •>) — was  much  troofden  upon,  and 

Judge.  Not  another  word!  Usher!  corn-plasters  for  one  —  for 
half-a-dozen,  if  necessary !  (Thoughtfully.}  Some  may  call  me 
weak.  Mr.  CHILDERS,  I  know,  will  object  to  the  expenditure.  But 


-  — ~»  ^  •"•»      wvi  *uvu      itJj    i.    LM^JJC  »  ^»    IJLlVH^CUUUa     ill      '  "Hi  I  II      .f\U5»l  I  it  llit, 

but  which  is  also  sometimes  observed  in  the  neighbourhood  of  these 
buildings.  It  is  called  the  Anser  client,  or  Client  Goose ;  and  the 
specimen,  Gentlemen,  which  is  now  contributing  to  your  bodily  com- 
fort was  recently  plucked  by  the  kind  assistance  of  one  or  two 
Solicitors  in  the  adjoining  Hall. 

foreman  of  the  Jury.  My  Lord,  the  only  "  anser"— (roars  of 
laughter}— I  can  make  is  to  say,  that  in  your  Lordship's  hands  the 
comfort  of  Jurymen  and  the  welfare  of  litigants  seem  equally 
secure. 

Judge  (complacently).  It  pleases  me  to  hear  you  say  so.  If  there 
is  any  other  little  matter  which  you  wish  attended  to 


ii  i.  <nx  .  *!ll.     \J  il  1  LilT.iW,     i     nilVJiV.      VT  UJ.    Ul/JCVL    iu      II1C    CJL  1^*11111 1  (11  I  •  lllll 

nobody  shall  ever  say  that  I  did  not  attend  to  the  physical  comfort  of 
Jurymen  in  my  Court.  Anything  else  ? 

Another  Juror.  My  Lord,  these  'ere  Breach  o'  Promise  cases  make 
a  fellow  hungry — also  thirsty.  I  don't  want  to  make  no  complaints 
about  the  wittfes,  but  our  lunch  yesterday 

Judge  (sadly).  Gentlemen,  it  is  as  I  foresaw.  I  have  repeatedly 
called  Mr.  GLADSTONE'S  attention  to  the  subject,  and  have  even  gone 
so  far  as  to  order  turtle-soup  to  be  supplied  to  my  table,  if  not  to 
your  own,  charging  the  cost  to  the  general  expenses  of  our  Judicial 
System.  But  these  complaints  are  too  much.  I  will — (teeeping) — 
to-day  divide  my  own  turtle-soup  with  your  Foreman :  and,  Master ! 
— oh,  would  you  kindly  step  down  into  the  kitchen  and  see  that  the 
Jurymen's  chops  are  not  burned ;  and  perhaps  some  member  of  the 
J  \mior  liar  would  not  mind  giving  an  eye  to  the  mashed  potatoes — I 
I  merely  throw  out  the  suggestion  as  a  dictum,  and  do  not  mean  it  to 
become  a  precedent — Ah.  thanks,  Mr.  McMrooixs !  very  kind  of  yon, 
indeed !  And,  oh,  Mr.  McMroGiNs,  when  you  are  in  the  kitchen, 

would  you  mind  just  telling  the  cook (  Whispers.)  Yes,  a  leetle 

more  fat,  you  understand— thank  yon  so  much.  Usher,  the  hot- 
water  bottle  for  my  feet !  And  now,  Gentlemen,  suppose  we  proceed 
to  business. 

FROM    OXFORD.— Why  would   Mr.  WILLIAM   MORRIS.— not  the 

Anacreontic  BILLY  nor  the  Etonian  Editor  of  "Poet's  Walk,"  but 

Wall-paper  MORRIS, — be  more  at  home  in  haranguing  a  crew  on 

board  ship  than  an  audience  of  Undergraduates  ?— Because  he 's  a 

1  Dec-orator. 
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THE    MODERN    ARS   AMANDI. 

(By  Puncltiits  A'aso.) 
PROOF. 

PrxcHirs,  past  Master  of  the  Art  oi  Arts, 
Here  to  his  friends,  the  British  Fair,  imparts 
Love's  latest  lessons.    Newer  Naso  he, 
And  nicer.    Hark !  girl- voices  ripple  free ! 
Arms  and  the  Boy  I  sing-^-commmgling  fun 
With  warmth  of  a  Mayfair  Anacreon. 
Momus  and  modish  Cupid  hand  in  hand 
Deal  Love  and  Laughter  round  a  listening  land  ! 

CANTO  I. 
THE  MODERN  CUPID. 

To  arm  the  Amazons  against  the  Greeks, 

In  days  when  hlue-hosed  BECKER  boldly  seeks 

Penthesilea 


to 
para- 


With LTDIA'S  grey  goose-quill  assail  our  hearts. 
n  ar  s  weapons.  change,  no  longer  lance-lines  glint, 
Breech-loaders  supersede  the  primal  flint, 
But  Eros,  protean  else  in  guise  and  garb, 
The  sweet  simplicity  of  plume  and  barb 
Maintains,  and,  loyal  to  the  archer-craft, 
The  modern  Cupid  shrills  the  ancient  shaft. 

The  Modern  Cupid  !    There  's  a  thought,  my  Girls  ! 
Through  soft  curved  lips  gleam  out  the  serried  pearls 
ietrayed  m  that  slow  subtle  brooding  smile, 
Blending  of  rapt  delight  and  blameless  guile, 
Which  ever  greets  the  utterance  of  that  name 
In  ear  of  damosel  or  youthful  damo. 
How  shall  one  paint  him  '?    Age-old  Infant  he 
Eternal  adolescent,  fresh  and  free 
As  when  he  played  in  Paphian  air,  at  home 
And  native  in  BeJgravia  "i  in  1,'ome, 
Potent  in  Piccadilly  as  Japan, 
lour  only  genuine  Cosmopolitan. 


make 
mount, 

Might  seem  su- 
perfluous toil, 
did  Cupic 
count 

Arms  Amazonian 
as    his     own 
but,  no  ! 

That  oldest  ben- 
der of  the  lip- 
shaped  bow 

As  soon  would 
sling^  a  Gatling 
at  his  back, 

Or  with  torpedoes 
spread  his 
mazy  track, 

As,  dropping  his 
own  dainty- 
feathered 


™"l-°f-aU-work,-Love  !  "    ^  read  the  Sage 
In  darkly  deep  Dcronda't  ponderous  pa^e 
And  countering  Cupid  (Sage  and  boy  art-  chums, 
And  wander  oft  where  high  Hymettus  hums, 
lee-peopled,  or  where  buzzings  far  less  sweet 
Lade  the  dense  air  of  memory-haunted  Fleet) 
1  he  twain  by  draughts  nectareous  reinforced, 
In  free  colloquial  dactyls  thus  discoursed  :— 

Puxcnius. 

First  of  noun-substantives,  nomcn  sublime  and  eestatical 
Once  so  serenely  pre-eminent,  proud,  autocratical  ' 

Th     i    ^fal  eY°  fautall^!  foo'ishl.V'  f«"»ily 

1  h»u  in  the  shade,  who  didst  lord  it  supremely  as  <mnnilv  ? 


^jsa$Ma&2rij5&a$&'. 


CUPID. 

Words  are  but  words,  Sir.    My  power  defieth  paralysis, 
Shrinks  not  from  sharp  inquisition,  or  subtle  analysis, 
Though  'tis  applied  by  a  critic  of  cuteness  phenomenal, 
Keenest  of  caustic  pen-wielders,  most  wondrous  of  women  all. 
As  for  my  name,  fools  will  take  it  in  vain ;  'tis  equational, 
Many  conceive,  with  the  silly,  or  coarse,  or  sensational ; 
Certes  their  Algebra 's  crass  and  remarkably  curious, 
Love  is  their  true  "  unknown  quantity."     Utterly  spurious 
Most  of  their  pseudo-solutions.     With  purely  chimerical 
Statics  of  dulness,  dynamics  of  fervour  hysterical. 
Fain  they  would  formulate  Me  ;  whom  young  ladies  erotical 
Blindly  excogitate  out  of  crazed  noddles  chaotical. 
Love  laughs  at  libellous  labelling,  ludicrous  counterfeit ; 
Modern  Romance  should  go  lave  in  the  Muses'  pure  fount  her  feet, 
Ere  she  come  trampling,  like  Pan,  o'er  my  lilies  and  crocuses. 
My  nectar 's  pure  till  some  satyr  the  rosy  draught  hocusses. 
Me  would  they  scullionise,  set  me  to  sense  as  subordinate, 
Slave  to  mere  appetite,  morbid  or  gross  or  inordinate  ? 
Mammon,  and  MUDIE,  and  muck-d-la-mode  do  not  master  all. 
Once  a  queer  quill-driver's  craze,  called,  absurdly,  the  Pastoral, 
Ruled  it  in  modish  Romance.    I  survived  that  stupidity ; 
So  shall  I  sensual  spasm  and  callous  cupidity. 
Making  my  name  lf  Word-of-all-work  "  is  using  me  scurvily  ; 
But  though  Love's  world— in  three  volumes— seems  turned  topsy- 
turvily, 

Trust  me,  my  actual  orb  keeps  its  centre  of  gravity, 
Spite  of  all  word-spinning  flights  of  fantastic  depravity. 

So  Cupid  in  his  chartered  Laureate's  ear, 

Unchanged  by  folly  as  unchecked  by  fear, 

Ready  to  tackle  with  his  whims  and  wiles 

PSYCHE  of  Greece  or  SUKEY  of  St.  Giles'. 

Psyches  are  scarce.    Would  JULIA  emulate 

That  much-afflicted  maiden  ?    "  Pas  si  bete .' " 

JULIA  would  say,  she  who  would  pipe  no  eye 

Over  the  tender  tropes.of  Mrs.  TIGHE, 

As  might  her  grandmamma  perchance  have  done, 

In  days  ere  cynic  "  form"  was  thought  good  fun. 

Ao  moon-eyed  maiden  she  with  soft  clasped  hands 

Shy  lowered  lids,  soft  pleats  and  snowy  bands, 

Such  as  in  days  ere  OUIBA'S  banner  waved, 

Soft  STOTHARD  limned,  bland  BAKTOLOZZI  graved, 

Blushfully  yielding  to  the  stumpy  dart 

A  hovering  Cupid  twanged  against  her  heart. 

Erect,  wide-lidded,  carelessly  composed, 

JUMA  the  firm  of  lip,  cool,  classic-nosed, 

WoRTH-robed  and  WiNGFiELD-trained,  the  god  confronts 

With  steady  glance  that  his  best  arrows  blunts, 

Or  would  un-point  them  were  Cythera's  boy 

A  strategist  so  poor  as  to  employ 

Old  wiles  that  answered  when  the  world  was  Greek, 

And  female  wit  had  not  invented  chic. 

JSot  so  keen  Eros  errs.     Ho  comes  not  now 

A  chubby  sang-cuhtte  with  curl-topped  brow, 

Plain  bow  and  patent  quiver.     How  ?    Perchance 

He  comes  correct  of  garb  and  cool  of  glance, 

Like  Aii-rnt-ii,  "as  a  modern  Gentleman," 

But  oftener,  as  befits  a  subtler  plan, 

In  the  receipt  of  fern-seed.     Maids  beware 

Of  the  invisible  Eros  ;  his  a  snare 

The  wariest  bird  may  haply  fail  to  twig. 

Cries  JULIA,  with  a  tuoiie,  '"  how  infra  dig. 

io  be  caught  napping,  captured  ostrich-blind  ! 

Let  me  but  see  his  face  and  I  '11  not  mind." 

Sage  Pt'xcmus  smiles,  a  smile  with  rneanin"-  rife, 

Which  JULIA  may  not  fathom  for  her  life. 

Ihen  in  the  shell-pink  ear  of  soft  LOUISE 

Jje ;  whispcreth,  "  The  Cupid  whom  one  sees, 

Beholds  afar  and  waits  for,  as  you  wait 

For  laggard  postman  fumbling  "at  the  gate, 

Is  not  the  urchin  who  makes  surest  capture, 

Means  subtlest  mischief,  or  brings  rarest  rapture. 

\  ou  comprehend  ?  "     That  faint  rose  flush  replies, 

And  lights  the  lamps  of  scorn  in  JULIA'S  eyes. 

Veaidemoueliet,  your  Puxcinrs  must  lay  down 

His  first  of  maxims.     It  may  raise  a  frown, 

And  on  tlte  cars  of  modish  matrons  jar. 

7rt  foi-e  miirlt  hungs  on  Cupid's  avatar, 

Whether  unasked  and  unannounced,  he  come 

As  to  a  sort  of  amorous  "  at  home," 

Or,  ticketed  and  touted  for,  appear 

Like  any  other  "  lion  "  of  the  year ; 

Whether  with  empty  hands  or  plump  portmanteau— 

J!ut  tor  full  explanation,  see  next  Canto ! 
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SO    SIMPLE! 

Proprietor  of  Furnished  House.   "  You  WILL  OBSERVE,  MADAM,  THAT 

THERE   IS   EVERY   CONVENIENCE.        FOR    EXAMPLE,    IN    CASE    OF    FlRE, 
YOU   POP  TUROUOH   THIS  TRAP,    AND  THERE  YOU  ARE,   YOU  KNOW  !  " 


LAYS  OP  A  LAZY  MINSTREL. 

STILL  [IN  A  BATH-CHAIR. 

STILL  in  a  Bath-choir !  "  Still  so  gently  onward  rolling !"  People 
don't  seem  to  approve  of  'my  eye-glass.  I  suppose  as  an  invalid  I 
ought  to  wear  blue  goggles.  "'Bath-chairity  begins  at  home."  Of 
course  it  does,  but  it  doesn't  end  there.  There  are  all  sorts  of  little 
adventures  and  excitements  that  serve  to  chequer  the  serenity  of 
your  onward  progress.  I  nearly  crushed  a  goat-chaise  full  of  babies 
just  now,  I  "  poled"  an  eminent  Author  in  the  back,  I  went  gently 
over  the  corns  of  a  Conservative  Member  of  Parliament,  I  nearly 
killed  three  pugs,  and  lamed  a  black  poodle. 

Sometimes,  in  passing  another  Bath-chair,  ABLE  gets  into  con- 
versation with  a  brother  dragger,  and  I  find  myself  side  by  side 
with  a  fellow  sufferer,  who  looks  somewhat  angry.  Query,  how 
should  I  behave  ?  Should  I  say,  "  Hah  !  nice  tine  rnornin',"  in  a 
hearty  jovial  fashion,  or  should  I  say,  "  Hope  I  see  you  better,  Sir," 
with  a  touch  of  tender  melancholy  in  my  voice.  As  I  have  never 
seen  the  Gentleman  before,  as  he  looks  very  much  as  though  he  would 
bite,  I  conclude  it  is  better  to  say  nothing  at  all,  but  feign  to  be 
intensely  interested  in  something  in  the  offing  until  I  have  got  well 
clear  of  ^iim.  I  have  met  with  a  good  many  books  of  etiquette,  bu1 
never  yet  came  across  Rules  fur  Jiehurimir  in  a  liuth-chuir.  I  sup- 
pose, when  people  get  to  Bath-chairs,  they  are  generally  considered 
to  be  past  behaviour,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent. 

But  you  certainly  acquire  an  entirely  new  view  of  human  nature, 
and  enjov  countless  fresh  opportunities  of  studying  character.  There 
is  something  wondrously  soothing  in  the  semi-nautical  roll  of  your 
dragger,  and  the  easv  way  in  which  you  appear  to  drift  along.  The 
hansom  has  been  called  the  gondola  of  the  London  streets.  I  would 
certainly  christen  the  Bath-chair  the  "Punt  of  the  Pavement. 
Indeed,  it  has  such  a  dreamy,  gliding,  puntesque  character  aboul 
it  that  I  quite  long  to  have  a  fly-rod  in  my  hand.  I  fancy  I  coulc 
put  a  "  palmer  "  or  a  "  coachman  "  into  the  ear  of  that  old  gentleman 
who  is  studying  a  newspaper,  with  tolerable  certainty.  And  sup- 
posing he  made  a  dash  right  down  the  Esplanade,  what  sport  I  shoulc 
have  in  playing  him  ! 

Feel  as  though  I  should  like  to  smoke.  Get  out  cigarette.  Strike 
n  light  several  times.  Wind  blows  it  out.  I  yoll  to  ABLE  to  stop 
I  shout  so  lend  that  it  frightens  him,  and  he  pulls  up  short,  and  vc  r\ 


learly  shoots  mojhead-tirst  over  the  leathern  apron  into  a  perambu- 
;it«>r  full  of  twins.  ABLE  touches  his  hat,  but  evidently  regards  my 
ligarette  with  distrust.  Perhaps  it  is  against  the  rules  to  smoke. 
Possibly  this  is  not  a  smoking-chair,  and  I  shall  be  fined  forty 
shillings.  Perchance  I  ought  to  smoke  a  cigar — if  in  a  cab  of  course 
[  ought  to  smoke  a  Cabana — or,  peradventure.  a  P'P6-  Of  course  a 
Bath  pipe.  And  if  I  want  a  little  light  refreshment.  Bath  buns  and 
Bath  Olivers— singing  "  Rum-turn,  tiddle,  iddle,  liddle,  iddle ! "  &c. 

As  I  get  near  the  Pier  I  meet  my  noisy,  hearty  friend,  SHOOGLE- 
IIACK.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  "  he  shouts  in  a  voice  which  makes  every- 
body look  round,  and  causes  several  fly-drivers  to  think  they  are 
{tailed.  I  hate  SHOGOLEBACK  because  he  is  always  so  obstreperously 
nearly.  Heartiness  is  his  profession  and  his  practice — in  point  of  fact 
tie  is  quite  the  hearty-cult  uralist.  "  Ha !  ha !  ha ! "  he  shouts,  nearly 
wringing  my  hand  off  short  at  the  wrist.  "  So  like  you,  you  know, 
to  be  in  a  Bath-chair  !  "  I  calmly  explain  to  my  friend  that  it  is 
not  in  the  least  like  me,  that  I  have  never  in  my  bfe  been  in  a  Bath- 
chair  before.  But  he  will  have  none  of  it.  "Ho!  ho!  ho!"  he 
jaculates,  "  you  will  have  your  joke !  He  !  he !  he !  Splendid, 
upon  my  word !  Ha !  ha !.  ha !  The  best  thing  I ' ve  heard  for  a 
long  while !  I  must  go  and 'tell  KUTCCMBEH  at  once.  He  '11  roar .'" 
And  off  he  goes  to  tell  Kixcr  M  HER. 

Who  KrscuMBER  is,  I  have  not  the  least  idea,  but  I  am  pretty 
certain  that  my  friend,  instead  of  commiserating  my  unfortunate 
position,  is  about  to  circulate  the  report  that  I  am  playing  practical 
jokes  on  the  Brighton  public.  No  matter !  I  go  rolling  on,  noddling 
my  head,  as  I  sing  softly  to  myself,  "  Oh.  'tis  merry  to  ride  in  the 
Bath,  Bath-chair,  'Tis  pleasant  to  glide  o  er  the  Esplanade.! "  and 
the  passers-by  regard  me  with  pity  not  unmingled  with  fear. 


FOOD  AND  FIGURES. 
SIB,  MAISTEB  PUNCH, 

LOOK'EE  here  Sir.  Squire  GLFFEN,  a-spoutin'  tother  night 
about  I  and  we  country  folk,  stuck  to  it  that  we  wur  better  fed  now- 
adays than  we  wur  forty-one  year  ago  ;  and  them  as  'eard  'im  say 
that  there,  they  up  and  swore  as  how  we  wur  a  grumblin',  can- 
tankerous, discontented,  set  o'  chaps  as  didn't  knaw  naught  of  our 
own  jolly  rood  luck.  Now  look'ee  'ere,  Mauler  Punch  :  'ere  be  Squire 
(iiKKEN's  figures.  Says  he  that  forty-one  year  ago,  that  be  in  1840, 
I  eat  this  'ere  in  the  first  column,  say  in  about  a  couple  o*  weeks,  and 
that  now  I  gets  through  this  'ere,  wot  he  'a  set  down  in  the  second,  in 
the  same  matter  o'  time.  'Ere's  the  figures : — 

FOOD  SWALLOWED  BY  I  IK  1840  AND  1881. 


1840. 

1881. 

Bacon  »n< 
Butter 
CheeM 
Currant* 

Egg* 
Potatoes 
Rice 
Cocoa 
Coffee 
Corn,  whe 
Raw  suga 
Refined  11 
Tea 
Tobacco 

hams.  . 

• 

1U. 

001 
1-05 
0-92 
1-46 
3-63 

o-oi 

0-90 
0-08 
1-08 
4-J17 
15-20 
r  nit 
1-22 
0-86 

13-93 
6-36 
6-77 
4-34 
21-65 
12-86 
1632 
081 
0-89 
216-92 

M  n 

3-44 
4-58 
141 

nd  Raisins 

. 

M 

No 

. 

• 

Ibe. 

n 

at,  and  whca 
f          .. 
gar 

flour 

* 
i 
i 

H 

II 

Now  addin'  all  that  there  up,  that  be  for  1840,  about  69  Ibs.  of 
food  for  I ;  while  now  he  says,  says  he,  "  HODOE,  you  old  piV.  y»u 
swallows  373  Ibs.— that  be  six  times  as  much— just  as  easy  in  the 
same  time,  and  you  grumbles  at  it  too ! "  Now  look'ee  'ere,  Ifuielcr 
Punch,  if  I  does"  that  there— and  figures  is  figures— well  ain't  it  plain 
that  a  feed  up  like  that  must  give  I  such  a  fit  o'  blues  from 
indigestion,  as  sets  I  hankerin'  about  franchise  and  land  stealin',  and 
such  like  things  o'  which  I  knows  and  cares  just  naught,  and  gets  I 
called  by  a  set  o'  chaps,  as  wants  uothin'  more  than  to  make  snmmat 
out  o'  me,  yours  all  of  a  puzzle,  DISCOHTENTED  HODOE. 

MR.  HERKOMEK'S  Scholastic  residence  (see  7'.  M.  <:.  Nov.  23),  for 
Artist  Boarders  at  Bushey  is  of  course  to  be  called  "  Limner's  Hotel." 
The  pupils  to  be  in  harmony  with  the  neighbourhood  are  to  tattoo 
their  skin,  that  is  to  "  Raddle  it,"  and  to  let  their  hair  and  beards  grow 
"  Bushev."  As  the  above-mentioned  President  and  Instructor  re- 
tains to  himself  the  right  of  "giving  a  severe  reprimand"  to  any 
pupil  who  mav  slip  out  late,  or  break  any  of  the  rules,  he  will  be 
known  down  there  as  Mr.  HALR-COHBEB. 


A  SOUDAX  INSPIRATION.— JT/otr  to  get  rid  of  the  False  Prophet.— 
Get  him  a  lucrative  engagement  on  any  importing  Paper.— Yours 
truly,  AHABI  (on  the  Feast  ofjhe  Mahdi  Gras]. 
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OFFENSIVE    MODESTY. 

New  Customer.  "I  DON'T  so   MUCH  CARE  WHAT  THE  THINGS  ARE  MADE  OF, 
TOU  KNOW.    ALL  I  WANT  is  TO  LOOK  LIKE  A  GENTLEMAN." 

Tailor  (with  uncalled-for  diffidence).  "  WELL,  SIR,  I  CAN  ASSURS  YOU   THAT 

I  WILL  DO  lir   VBRY  BIST!" 


THE  MARCH  OF  INTELLECT. 

(Latest  Advance — at  the  Double.) 
DEAR  MR.  PUNCH, 

LOOK  here.  Here  are  a  couple  of  questions  (there  were  a  lot  more  of 
them)  that  I  hod  to  tackle  in  a  "  General  Intelligence  Paper,"  at  our  school 
the  other  day  :— 

"6.  Mention  some  fact  connected  with  each  of  the  following  names :— GENSERIC, 
MAI-MILTS,  DIOGENES,  MICHAEL  SCOTT,  Lord  BACON,  RAVAILLAC,  STRADO,  IVAN  THE 
TERRIBLE,  LOUISE  MICHEL. 

"  8.  Explain  what  ia  meant  by  ;— Crusted  Port,  A  1,  old  Dresden,  Alkaram,  an  heirloom, 
nepotism,  the  mi-rival  of  the  fittest,  abrasion  of  the  cuticle." 

I  don't  mean  I  want  you  to  do  them,  you  know ;  for  I  don't  suppose  you  would 
find  out  without  a  crib,  as  I  did  afterwards,  that  Ivan  the  Terrible  was  a  Surrey 
Melodrama  in  Five  Acts,  and  that  Lord  BACON  invented  halfpenny  squibs.  All  I 
want  you  to  do  is  to  put  this  letter  in,  and  let  them  know  that  I  m  not  going  to 
he  stumped,  next  half,  and  shall  take  precious  good  care  to  get  well  coached-up 
in  the  right  iort  of  things  in  the  Christmas  holidays. 

I  like  that  question  about  "Crusted  Port."  A  1 !  I  should  rather  think  it 
teas  :  and  if  we  had  a  dozen  of  it  down  here  I  dare  say  our  form  could  polish  off 
that  question  about  the  "  survival  of  the  fittest "  in  no  time.  Here 's  one  that 
BAKER,  Major,  says  is  down  for  next  term : — 

"  4.  State  all  you  know  about  Raised  Pie,  Dry  Monopole,  the  Derby  Favourite,  Lords 
and  Commons  (at  the  Haymarket),  Dinner  at  the  Uolbora,  Nap,  CORNEY  GRAIN,  ALFRED 
THE  GREAT,  and  Oyster  Suppers." 

That 's  a  stiff  question — least  some  of  it — but  the  sort  of  thing  one  can  get  up 
first-rate  with  a  crammer,  you  know,  and  that 's  the  way  I  mean  to  do  it.  So 
please,  Mr.  Punch,  let  them  know  that  however  badly  I  've  been  getting  on  with 
Latin  prose,  HOMER,  and  EUCLID,  and  all  that  old-fashioned  rubbish,  I  'm  coming 
to  the  fore  at  last ;  and  if  I  don't  floor  the  next  paper — well,  all  I  can  say  is 
I  'm  not  your  much  admiring  and,  henceforth  studious,  friend, 

THE  GENERALLY  INTELLIGENT  Bor. 


A  SIGH  FROM  THE  SLUMS. 

Do  you  hear  the  people  weeping,  oh,  my  brothers, 

In  this  London  of  un-rest  ? 
Do  you  see  the  tears  downfalling  from  the  mothers 

On  the  babies  at  their  breast  ? 
The  world  is  full  of  ioy  and  exultation, 

And  the  City  throbs  with  pride, 
The  mighty  and  the  magnates  of  the  nation 

Fling  their  riches  far  and  wide ; 
But  the  poor,  poor  people,  9)1,  my  brothers, 

You  can  see  them  crouching  down, 
Whilst  the  giddy  whirl  and  noise  of  pleasure  smothers 

All  the  anguish  of  the  Town ! 

Get  you  forth  from  out  your  palaces,  and  visit 

Where  and  whence  the  sorrow  comes 
Round  the  corner,  not  so  very  distant  is  it 

To  the  stews  and  to  the  slums ! 
Just  a  stone's  throw  from  your  dwelling,  see  them  lying 

Naked,  starving  on  the  floor, 
Infant  cries  amidst  the  groaning  of  the  dying, 

Whilst  the  Landlord  guards  the  door. 
Out  of  work  and  out  of  heart,  but  where 's  the  pity 

For  a  pauper  bruised  and  bent  ? 
Not  one  curse  has  fallen  yet  upon  the  City 

That  has  murder  to  repent ! 

Day  by  day  they  rise  and  jeurney  forth  and  wander 

To  the  work-yard  and  the  Docks, 
Slouching  sadly  past  the  millionnaires  who  squander, 

And  the  fatalist  who  mocks : 
And  the  women  left  behind  them  wear  their  fingers 

To  the  sinew  and  the  bone, 
Working  sadly,  whilst  November  daylight  lingers 

Not  for  bread,  but  for  a  stone  ; 
And  the  ragged  children,  huddled  near  their  mothers, 

Keep  on  starving  in  their  cry. 
Thus  they  live  in  tribulation,  oh !  my  brothers, 

Thus  they  mercifully  die  ! 

Grope  your  way  up  rotten  staircases,  and  find  them 

By  the  dozen  in  a  room, 
'Tis  but  love  and  blind  affection  that  can  bind  them 

To  this  wretchedness  and  gloom. 
See  the  mother  round  the  dying  cinders  crooning, 

See  the  father  in  despair, 
See  the  daughter  in  consumption— she  is  swooning 

From  the  foulness  of  the  air. 
Hear  the  coughing  and  the  crying  and  the  groaning, 

With  the  bare  boards  for  a  bed, 
Get  the  heart-ache  with  their  miserable  moaning, 

"  Give  us  bread !  oh,  give  us  bread  ! ' 

Great  possessor  of  the  miserable  hovel, 

Where  you  hustle  men  like  swine, 
Have  you  never  any  pity  when  they  grovel, 

Pleading,  praying  off  your  fine  ? 
Do  you  sleep  in  peace  and  know  the  rotten  ratter 

Falls  in  filth  on  pauper  heads  ? 
No !  you  threaten  execution  first — and  after 

Sell  their  vermin-eaten  bed 
M 

111    LUC   111C1  1  y    v^luiomlcm—  uiiuv, 

Does  a  spectre  never  rise  at  you  and  throttle 
All  your  life  out  for  your  crime  ? 

How  long?  How  long?  Oh,  proud  and  mighty  nation, 

Will  you  coldly  shut  your  ears 
To  this  wailing  cry  of  pain  and  tribulation 

Welling  up  in  London's  tears  ? 
Oh !  how  long  to  all  this  bitter  crush  of  sorrow 

Will  you  fasten  up  your  door, 
Putting  oft  to  an  indefinite  to-morrow 

All  your  pity  for  your  poor  ? 
Have  you  comfort  for  yourselves  and  not  for  others  ? 

Are  you  careless  of  the  future  and  its  fate  ? 
In  the  name  of  great  humanity,  my  brothers, 

Is  it  London  that  must  wait  ? 


oeji  Lueu   veiiuiii-cai/ciA  w^ixo  . 

ighty  Landlord,  when  you  pass  around  the  bottle 
In  the  merry  Christmas-time, 


EXTRACT  FROM  Mossoo's  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND.— "  The 
Britons  were  always  barbarians.  Even  so  late  as  the  last 
century  we  read  of  the  Country  Gentlemen  with  their 
bottles' of  Port  wine,  sitting  in  front  of  a  blazing  tire,  and 
toasting  a  Lady .'  And  this  is  no  romance,"  &o.  &c. 
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CANDID. 

Sportsman.  "  HOT,  YOU  'VB  BEEN  AT  THIS  WHISKEY!" 

Soy  (who  has  brought  the  Lunch  eon- Basket).   "  NA  !    TIIE  COOAP.K  WADNA  COJIK  GOT  ! ' 


"IX  'NATIVE'  WORTH  WITH  HOXOUR  CROWXED." 

A  protest  was  entered  against  Mr.  RUSSELL  LOWELL'S  candidature  for  the 
Rectorship  of  St.  Andrew's  University,  on  the  ground  of  his  being  an  alien. 
He  was  elected  by  a  majority  of  18  (100  against  82). 

AN  alien  P    Go  to  !     If  fresh  Denial  wit 

In  (rood  sound  Saxon  speech  be  not  genuine  grit, 

If  the  wisdom  and  mirth  he  has  put  into  verse  for  us 

Don't  make  him  a  "  native,"  why  so  much  the  worse  for  us ! 

Whig:,  Tory,  and  Had.  should  club  votes,  did  he  need  'em, 

To  honour  the  writer  who  gave  Birdofrecdum 

To  all  English  readers.    A  few  miles  of  sea 

Make  LOWELL  an  alien  ?    Fiddlededee  ! 

'Tis  crass  Party  Spirit,  Boeotian,  dense. 

That  is  alien  indeed — to  good  taste  and  sound  sense ! 


"  Hamlet"  Applied. 

THE  foes  of  "  the  competitive  system  "  are  having  another  pitch- 
into  their  pet  aversion  in  the  pages  of  the  Standard,  under  the 
heading  of  "Questionable  Questions."  Of  course  we  do  not  wish 
our  boys  and  girls  to  be  either  "  crammed"  into  sapless  "saps"  or 
catechised  into  "precocious  prigs."  Only  to  a  "PRIVATE  TUTOR" 
who  protests  against  the  rigours  of  Public  Examiners,  an  impartial 
reader  might  be  tempted  to  say  : — 

"  Thou  comest  in  such  a  '  questionable  '  shape." 


THK  French  Republicans  are  determined  that  their  Clergy  shall  go 
to  Heaven,  no  matter  what  becomes  of  themselves ;  that  is,  if  .reducing 
them  to  a  state  of  practical  poverty  is  a  great  step  in  this  very  right 
direction.  The  Archbishop  of  PAKIS  has  been  gradually  lightened  of 
his  burdens,  and  from  100,000  francs  has  been  just  cut  down  to 
15,000  francs;  i.e.,  six  hundred  a-year.  He  had  better  send  over  and 
borrow  a  tride  from  Lambeth,  as  the  Archbishop  of  CANTERBUKT 
has  £15,000  per  annum.  Rather  a  difference  between  pounds  and 
francs,  eh  ? 


A  BIG  BILL. 

THE  following  Advertisement  appears  in  the  various  daily 
papers : — 

MR.  HENRY  IRVING,   Miss  ELLEN  TERRY,  and  the  Lyceum 
Company,    STAR     THEATRE,    NEW     YORK     TO-NIGHT.— 
"Hamlet,"  "  iferchant  of  Venice,"  "Much  Ado  About  Nothing,"  "  Louii 
XI.,"  "  Charles  I.,"  "The  Lyons  Mail,"  "  Eugene  Arun,"  " The  Belle'i 
Stratagem,"  and  "The  Bella. " 

Nine  heavy  pieces  in  one  evening !  Probably,  eyen  the  vast 
American  appetite  for  the  play  munt  be  satisfied  by  this  time.  But 
we  cannot  exactly  see  how  all  these  pieces  can  be  compressed  into  one 
evening.  Probably  it  is  done  in  the  form  of  a  drawing-room  enter- 
tainment, in  which  Mr.  IRVING  and  Miss  TERRY  take  their  station 
behind  a  couple  of  tables,  and  bob  down  and  come  up  again  as  some- 
body else  every  few  minutes,  after  the  fashion  Mr.  WooDnr 
rendered  popular.  Meanwhile  what  are  the  rest  of  the  Company 
doing  ?  Are  they  taking  a  holiday,  or  performing  somewhere  else? 
It  strikes  us  that  all  the  large  Company,  their  wardrobes,  their  wigs, 
with  the  scenery  and  fittings,  has  been  an  unnecessary  expense.  The 
Yankees  would  pay  their  money  just  as  readily  to  see  Mr.  IRVISO 
and  Miss  TERRT  in  a  drawing-room  entertainment. 


IN  a  daily  paper  we  found  this  announcement : — 
"  Among  recent  '  culls '  to  the  Bar  arc  to  be  found  the  name*  of  two  gentle- 
men who  until  Utely  were  popular  Clergymen." 

This  is  inverting  the  Christian  order,  which  is  from  the  Law  to  the 
Gospel.  However,  they  can  still  say  that  they  have  had  a  distinct 
"call."  

APrpiLof  dear  old  3/r.  Barlow  writes  to  ask  us,  "  Is  there  a  College 
of  Sandford  at  Oxford?"    So;  we  believe  not.    Only  »f  Msrton. 
Of  course  this  is  unfair.    There  should  be  a  Sandford  and  Merton 
|  College,  with  a  Master,  Dr.  BARLOW. 
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MONEY    MARKET. 

He-market  by  Dumb-Crambo  Junior. 


Silver  was  Unchanged.         At  ten  you  'ated  Prophets !          Operation  in  Dairas.  Freah  Fall  in  Canals. 


'Spec  you  late ! 


Considerable  Balance. 


Legal  Tender.  Net  Deposit  at  the  Bank. 


Short  Lone. 


THE  SPEAKER. 

(A  Handbook  to  Ready-made  Oratory.') 

PAKT  VI.— THE  HOUSE  OP  LORDS. 

IT  is  a  remarkable  trait  in  the  Anglo-Saxon  race  that  every  English- 
speaking  man  has  an  inborn  reasonless  respect  for  the  fortunate 
bearer  of  a  hereditary  title  ;  or,  to  put  it  briefly,  "  for  '  Briton '  read 
'  Flunkey.' "  This  characteristio  in  their  fellow-countrymen  is 
extremely  useful  to  the  noble  personages  for  whose  benefit  this  part 
of  the  Handbook  is  compiled.  The  one  fact  that  a  person  is  a  Member 
of  the  House  of  Lordg  is  worth  a  hundred  theories.  At  a  public 
dinner  a  representative  of  this  illustrious  body  takes  as  a  right, 
which  only  a  lunatic  would  pretend  to  dispute,  a  place  far  above  the 
most  learned  of  Sages,  the  deyoutest  of  Divines,  and  the  grandest  of 
Authors.  His  Lordship  or  bis  Grace  has  only  to  whisper  that  he  is 
a  Lord  or  a  Grace,  to  be  ushered  up  with  servile  smiles  to  the  high 
table.  It  matters  not  that  the  banquet  is  being  held  in  honour  of 
Literature,  Art,  or  Science.  The  noble  reveller  may  know  absolutely 
nothing  about  these  subjects,  and  yet,  upon  the  strength  of  his 
hereditary  title,  he  will  be  one  of  the  chief  ornaments  at  the  board, 
and  will  be  obsequiously  requested  to  speak.  The  other  diners  will 
regard  him,  if  they  don't  know  him,  with  awe,  and  if  they  do,  with 
intense  satisfaction.  If  he  has  an  Order— has  been  given  a  Thistle, 
or  tendered  a  Bath— he  will  wear  it.  This,  on  the  whole,  will  be  a 
mistake,  as  it  will  suggest  the  painting  of  the  lily  or  the  refining  of 
pure  gold.  Why  should  a  Lord  be  decorated  ?  Surely,  his  coronet 
places  him  on  a  pinnacle  from  whence  he  can  regard  the  ambitions  of 
smaller  creatures — if  a  Lord  can  be  called  a  creature — with  equa- 
nimity, not  to  say  contempt  ?  Commoners  receive  ribbons,  therefore 
Jioblemen  should  refrain  from  accepting  them.  Thus,  it  is  far  better 
that  the  Peerage  should  remember  the  adapted  adage  that  "  Nobility 
unadorned  is  adorned  the  most."  However,  as  sometimes  more  than 
one  august  personage  appears  at  the  high  table,  it  may  be  as  well 
to  jot  down  a  few  notes  as  to  the  appearance  of  some  titled  types,  for 
the  benefit  of  unintelligent  foreigners  : — 

The  Duke  of  Ditchwater. — Old  man  with  a  bald  head  and  a  large 
vulgar  mouth.  Ilath»r  deaf,  and  fond  of  snuff,  which  he  spills  over 
hjs  shirt-front.  Stammers  when  he  speaks ;  and  in  replying  to  "  The 
House  of  Lords,"  is  never  (fortunately)  heard  beyond  the  Chairman. 
Norman  ancestor  was  a  thief,  ana  his  own  great-grandmother 
happened  to  be  a  washerwoman. 

The  Earl  of  Mudlarking.— Jewish-looking  middle-aged  man,  with 
wattrv  eyes  and  whitey-brown  hair  and  whiskers.     Very  dull  and 
stupid.    Is  married,  and  has  a  large  family  of  children.    Wife  most 
niable  person.    In  spite  of  this,  is  himself  a  great  "  patron  of  the 
Drama'    (Frivolity  Theatre  Branch),  and  is  partial    to  bachelor 
eJi  •  "lc*lmon?'    Never  spoke  half-a-dozen  words  to  an  audienc* 
in  public  in  his  life,  and  never  dines  at  a  charity  dinner  except  on 
••  condition  that  he  shall  not  be  asked  to  furnish  a  post-prandial 
oration.    Consequently,  not  nearly  such  a  fool  as  he  looks.    Heraldic 
-beautifully  decorated  bar riniitrr on  the  national  arms.  Genea- 
logy—descended, rather  indirectly,  from  the  daughter  of  a  chimney- 
sweep in  the  time  (very  much  th«  time)  »f  the  Stuarts. 
Lord  Lombara"lall,—y0\>\e  Masher.    Foad  of  "  Chappies."    Son  of 


serious  father.  All  collar,  cuffs,  and  white  waistcoat.  Quite  ready 
to  make  a  speech  after  dinner,  but  then  runs  all  his  syllables  into  a 
single  word,  and  smiles  inanely.  Great-great-great-grandfather  was 
a  favourite  pawnbroker  of  WILLIAM  THE  THIKB. 

The  list  might  be  extended,  but  the  above  types  are  general.  With 
certain  exceptions  (and  in  the  roll  of  exceptions  will  be  happily 
found  some  of  the  brightest  intellects  of  the  nation)  our  hereditary 
title-bearers  in  the  "  Upper  House  "  have  sprung  from  soldiers  of 
fortune,  ' '  sharp  "  tradesmen,  ' '  smart "  Lawyers,  or  Ladies  of  humble 
birth.  This  raw  material  has  been  refined  by  generations  of 
Eton  and  the  Universities ;  but,  in  spite  of  this,  the  residuum  very 
frequently  gives  unmistakable  evidence  of  its  rather  coarse  origin. 
The  "  common  "  features,  the  shop-counter  simper,  the  stunted 
artisan  figure  all  tell  of  extremely  plebeian  blood.  But  then  these 
are  lost  sight  of  in  the  glamour  of  high  rank.  An  Earl,  if  he  M  an 
Earl,  looks  every  inch  an  Earl,  in  spite  of  his  squint,  and  a  Duke,  if 
he  is  a  Duke,  appears  to  be  specially  worthy  of  a  coronet  with  the 
regulation  strawberry  leaves,  even  though  his  finger-nails  do  not 
strongly  testify  their  owner's  enthusiastic  love  of  personal  cleanliness. 

There  is  a  motto  which  every  Peer  is  supposed  to  adopt  as  a  rule  of 
life — noblesse  oblige.  It  is  presumed  that  every  bearer  of  a  heredi- 
tary title,  carrying  with  it  a  right  to  receive  numberless  Blue  Books 
published  at  the  expense  of  the  Public,  is  willing,  in  virtue  of  his 
position,  to  please  everyone.  Now  it  gratifies  the  community  at 
large  to  hear  a  Peer  talking  in  public,  and,  as  some  Peers  cannot  talk 
in  public,  it  may  be  as  well  to  give  the  specimen  of  the  sort  of  speech 
which  would  cause  unlimited  satisfaction  in  all  quarters  but  the 
highest.  Of  course,  the  imaginary  speaker  is  a  myth—  a  foolish  but 
frank  Lord,  with  the  courage  of  his  opinions.  Should  such  a  person, 
however,  be  found,  there  would  be  no  doubt  about  his  popularity— 
again,  in  certain  circles.  It  must  be  remembered  thaL  as  the  speaker 
would  be  'a  Peer  addressing  Commoners,  all  his  Lordship's  remarks 
would  be  received  with  the  deepest  approval. 

Noble  Orator  (rising  at  the  right  of  the  Chairman}.  Gentlemen — 
(enthusiastic  applause) — I  am  sure  I  must  thank  you  for  the  honour 
you  have  conferred  upon  me.  ("  No,  no!")  Yes,  it  is  an  honour, 
because  I  believe  I  am  verily  the  most  uneducated  dolt  in  all  this 
brilliant  assembly.  (Cheers.)  I  am,  indeed  :  and,  although  a  great 
many  of  my  peers — perhaps  the  majority — are  highly  respectable, 
still  in  my  class  you  will  discover  many  who  resemble  me  in  nearly 
every  particular.  (Applause.)  As  a  lad  I  refused  to  learn  anything, 
and  could  scarcely  spell  my  name — certainly  it  was  a  long  one — at 
fifteen.  (Great  cheering.)  I  was  a  dunce  at  school,  and  a  cad  at  the 
University.  (Frantic  enthusiasm.)  It  is  my  great  pride  to  remem- 
ber that  at  this  latter  seat  of  learning  I  had  the  honour  to  burn  half 
the  College  library,  and  to  screw  up  the  door  to  my  tutor's  apart- 
ments. (Roars  of  laughter.)  But  from  this  you  must  not  imagine 
that  I  am  fond  of  squandering.  On  the  contrary,  I  audit  my  (own 
butcher's  book,  and  superintend  the  store-cupboard  of  my  Lady's 
housekeeper.  (Cheers.)  I  never  go  by  a  cab  when  I  can  take 
an  omnibus,  and  if  asked  for  a  shilling  by  a  genuinely  starving 
beggar,  would,  after  mature  consideration,  advance  him  a  halfpenny 
on  account,  chargeable  on  approved  security.  (Cheers.)  And  yet  I 
am  very  rich,  enormously  rich.  (Renewed  applause.)  Many  of  the 
slums  of  the  greatest  city  in  the  world  belong  to  me.  (Cheers.)  And 
although  slums  are  not  pretty  to  look  at  or  live  in,  they  are  good 
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ones  to  pay.  (Shouts  of  enthusiasm.)  From  this  slight  confession 
you  may  imagine  that  I  am  ignorant,  vicious,  mean,  and  grasping 
(Prnlnniji-il rln . ring.)  Well,  I  am  all  three,  and  more,  for  I  am  an  ass 
into  the  bargain.  (Thunders  of  applause.)  Besides  this,  I  have  no 
birth  to  boast  of.  A  hundred  years  ago  or  so,  my  great-grandfather 
swept  a  crossing,  and  his  wife  dealt  in  hare  and  rabbit-skins.  Bu 
what  matter  the  past  when  we  have  the  present  before  us !  I  am 
crassly  ignorant  and  intolerably  offensive,  but  I  am  a  Lord.  (Enor- 
mous enthusiasm.)  And,  as  a  Lord,  I  can  give  you  what  laws  '. 
please — ("  You  ran:  you  can.'")— or  never  go  near  the  House  o: 
Lords  from  one  year's  end  to  another.  I  generally  adopt  the  latter 
course,  except  when  the  interest  of  my  own  class,  or  the  gratification 
of  a  fad,  cause  me  to  perform  my  highly  responsible  duties.  On 


everyone,  inclusive  of  myself,  I  am  sure  you  are  glad  that  you  are 
not  me.  Noblesse  oblige,  I  want  to  console  you !  (The  noble  speaker 
lit-i-i-  ri-niiini'il  /tit  tent  tiinii!*/  the  ir illicit  enthusiasm.) 

Stieh  a  speech  as  the  above  would,  no  doubt,  reconcile  many 
listeners  to  cease  to  envy  the  Peerage,  the  more  especially  if  they 
happened  to  be  either  Baronets  of  JAMES  THE  FIRST'S  creation  or 
members  of  the  oldest  (not  the  mushroom)  county  families. 


A  GREEN  OLD  AGE? 

THE  Corporation  of  the  City  of  London  is,  as  we  all  know,  for  we 
are  informed  of  the  important  fact  by  the  Right  Honourable  the 
LORD  MAYOR  about  three  times  a  week,  a  very  ancient  institution,  it 
therefore  naturally  sympathises  very  keenly  with  everything  that  is 
old,  not  forgetting  such  minor  matters  as  ofd  port  and  old  customs. 
The  LORD  MA  YOB  himself  is  an  ancient  institution,  being  very  nearly 
seven  hundred  years  old;  and  his  numerous  speeches  breathe  oi 
reverence  for  age,  and  defiance  to  change.  The  Lord  Mayor's  Show 
is  an  ancient  institution,  and  gallantly  bears  aloft  its  many  banners 
against  the  battle  and  the  breeze  of  Metropolitan  chaff,  and  Metro- 
politan sarcasm.  The  Jews  are  an  ancient  people,  and  the  Corpora- 
tion naturally  sympathises  with  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Hebrew  per- 
suasion, and  having  heard  of  the  existence  of  a  highly  favourable 
specimen  of  that — certainly  not  persecuted,  but,  on  the  contrary, 
rather  highly  favoured  race — especially  in  one  very  important  feature 
— who  has  attained  the  very  unusual  age  of  ninety-nine,  they  at  once 
determined  to  do  him  honour. 

A  member  of  the  Common  Council  of  the  name  of  LEVERAGE, 
wanting  possibly  a  little  more  leverage  to  raise  him  to  notoriety,  il 
not  to  famet  moved  the  Court  to  pass  a  vote,  not  of  sympathy,  but  of 
congratulation  to  the  Jewish  Gentleman  on  having  lived  for  so  long 
a  period.  There  certainly  seems  rather  an  appearance  of  oddity  about 
such  a  proceeding  as  that  of  congratulating  a  man  on  being  so  very 
old,  but  as  the  motive  was  doubtless  a  good  one  we  will  pass  that  by. 
Here  one  would  naturally  have  thought  the  matter  would  have  ended, 
but,  as  the  LORD  MAYOR  so  continually  and  kindly  reminds  us,  the 
Corporation  is  an  ancient  institution,  and  does  things  in  its  own  old- 
fashioned  -way.  So  the  Resolution  was,  what  is  called,  "fairly 
transcribed  and  emblazoned,"  which  means,  we  believe,  for  of  course 
we  speak  under  correction,  that  surrounding  the  inscription  would 
be  painted  the  coats-of-arms  of  the  City  of  London,  of  Sir  MOSES, — 
what  a  curious  combination  it  seems — of  the  LORD  MAYOR,  and  of  all 
and  every  of  the  other  persons  engaged  in  the  matter,  for  which  room 
could  be  found. 

And  now  came  the  difficulty  which  had  possibly  been  foreseen  by 
the  originators  of  the  idea.  How  was  the  magnificently  emblazoned 
Resolution  to  be  presented  ?  Common-place  people  might  have  sug- 
gested that  if  it  was  of  too  valuable  a  character  to  be  entrusted  to  the 
tender  mercies  of  a  Railway  Company,  one  of  the  numerous  staff  of 
Corporation  Officers  might  have  been  spared  for  one  day,  from  his 
numerous  duties,  to  have  accompanied  it. 

But  these  Common  Councilmen  are  not  common-place  people,  and 
the  Corporation  is  an  ancient  institution,  so  it  was  determined  that  a 
certain  Committee,  of  which  the  mover  of  the  Resolution  is  Chair- 
man, should  go  to  Ramsgate,  en  masse,  and  make  the  presentation  in 
due  form.  We  have  no  means  of  knowing  the  number  of  Corpora- 
tors this  included,  but  we  certainly  hope  they  had  a  fine  day  for 
their  pleasant  sea-side  trip,  and  were  entertained  with  that  bounte- 
ous hospitality  for  which  Sir  MOSES  is  somewhat  celebrated,  and 
which  no  class  of  HER  MAJESTY'S  loyal  subjects  can  better  appre- 
ciate than  the  members  of  the  Ancient  Corporation  of  the  City  of 
London. 

WHEN  an  English  Star,  even  as  a  lesser  light,  visits  America,  her 
appearance  is  hailed  with  enthusiasm  by  Public  and  by  Critics.  But 
when  an  American  Actress  visits  us,  it  seems  that  our  Theatrical 
Critics  are  unable  to  dissociate  the  Stars  from  the  Stripes— which 
they  administer  pretty  freely. 


ALL    FOR    HER-KOMER. 

(A  couple  of  Extracts  from  an  Art-Student' I  Diary.) 

"  Let  u»  recollect  that  an  experiment  is  an  experiment,  and  nothing  more. 
We  mu»t  not  look  to  Mr.  HIRKOXBU  to  carve  heaven-gifted  paintcra  out  of 
bin  raw  material,  or  blarn*  him  if  the  present  reault  of  hit  eagtr  enterprise 
be  little.  liiuuey  may  become  another  Brabazon,  itudded  with  painteri,  or 
the  pleaiant  dream  may  break  like  a  bubble.  It  will  hare  been  a  ' 


dream,  if  the  worrt  comes  to  the  worst."— Mr.  Edmund  Gotte  OH  Mr.  Her 
komtr't  New  School  of  Art. 

Monday.— Notwithstanding  the  bore  of  having  to  get  the  dog- 
ticketa  at  the  last  moment,  seeing  the  piano  safe  in,  and  scurrying 
right  and  left  all  over  the  pkoe  after  my  hundred-and-one  traps.  I 
just  managed  to  catch  the  9'15,  as  "  particularly  requested,"  on  the 
A.D.V.,  and  got  down  here,  as  fit  as  a  lark  ana  twioe  as  lively ,  in 
regular  slap-uptime.  Vita  brerii—Ars  longa.  it  it?  The  longer 
the  better,  say  I.  By  Jove,  1  think  I  shall  like  this  artistic  fun ! 
Bushey  t«  a  regular  downright  rustic,  rose-leafy,  tinty,  take-tea-in- 
the-garden  sort  of  place,  and  no  mistake.  A  bit  quiet,  jperhaps. 
Never  mind.  Soon  wake  'em  up  with  the  cottage  Cmckering. 
Noticed  capital  duck-pond,  where  the  gay  Titian  and  Flobbt  can 
disport  themselves  freely.  Fancy  they  '11  like  it  better  than  the 
Regent's  Canal.  'Pon  my  word,  precious  glad  I  am  old  HBRKOMER 
picked  out  my  drawing.  Three  cheers  for  him !  Ha !  Here  comes 
'  the  Prof essor  "  to  show  me  my  rooms.  Jolly-looking  old  fellow !  I 
should  say  he  could  make  himself  uncommonly  amiable  to  the  "  fair 
girl  students."  Ha !  ha !  Half  a  mind  to  tell  him  so.  Anyhow, 
will  ask  him  in  to-night  to  have  a  little  music  and  social  fireworks, 
and  try  those  thundering  good  cigars  I  got  at  BUBOON'S.  I  wonder 
if  he 's  a  good  judge  of  a  bull-terrier.  Anyhow,  if  he 's  an  Artist, 
he  '11  know  how  to  draw  a  badger.  Ha !  ha !  Tell  him  that,  too  I 
Down,  Flobbs .'  down !  Good  dog !  This  way  to  my  den  ?  Ha ! 
Thanks.  Small,  but  snug.  Capital !  In  for  a  pleasant  week,  and 
no  mistake ;  I  can  see  that  with  half  an  eye.  Once  more,  three 
cheers  for  old  HERKOITER— and  the  other  party !  Hooray  for  the 
life  of  a  "  Stoodent " !  0  my  spirits  !— they  '11  be  the  death  of  me  ! 
•  •«••• 

Saturday.— The  week  is  over,— and  yet— I  have  no  wish  to  return 
to  the  Metropolis  for  the  purpose  of  enjoying  that  little  occasional 
mental  dissipation  in  the  giddy  vortex  sanctioned  and  acknowledged 
by  the  Draconian  but  admirable  regulations  of  this  establishment ! 
Am  I  then  an  altered  man  ?  Has  the  "  experiment"  succeeded  ?  I 
think  it  has  1  Let  me  recall  the  few  scattered  but  striking  incidents 
of  .this  eventful  week.  On  Tuesday  they  took  away  my  Chickering, 
my  cigars,  a  beautiful  tweed  suit  with  a  yellow  stripe,  and  one  of  my 
dogs.  I  offered  to  fight  HERKOVER,  but  he  declined.  Then  I  grew 
thoughtful.  On  Wednesday  they  confiscated  my  favourite,  Flooo* — 
and  the  oyster-supper  I  had.  ordered  from  RULES'  was  sent  bmck  to 
town  again  by  the  1017 ; — all  this  while  I  was  partaking  of  a  sweet 
artistic  tea  of  toasted  buns  with  the  Vice-Principal  and  a  few 
favourite  and  selected  Students.  We  did  not  talk  of  much,  indeed, 
we  talked  of  nothing— and  the  buns  were  cold ;  but  I  felt  the  influ- 
ence of  the  place  as  I  was  conducted  home  to  bed,  at  our  retiring 
hour,  a  quarter  to  nine,  and  I  began  to  think  that  Art,  pursued  for 
"  Art's  sake,"  was  something  I  had  not  yet  distinctly  understood.  ] 
bad  a  toothache  all  the  night,  and  I  think  I  rose  an  altered  man.  I 
began  to  feel  the  beauty  of  this  guided  humble  life.  The  next  day 
we  had  rice  pudding  for  onr  dinner.  This  saddened  me,  but  in  the 
afternoon  we  walked,  the  four-ond-thirty  of  us,  two  and  two,  as  far 
as  Colney  Hatch.  They  would  not  let  us  in, — so  we  came  back !  Then 
we  played  humming-top  and  marbles  in  the  rich  green  pasture  of  the 
little  Romanesque  Cloister, — not  for  money,  but  for  love ; — and  so 
ended  the  simple  story  of  another  earnest  but  artistic  day.  What 
shall  I  say  of  Friday  ?  Up  in  the  dark  at  half -post  three  (here  we 
are  advanced  to  models,  and  never  draw  the  line),  1  worked  for 
seventeen  simple  hours  at  one  simple  stretch  till, — as  if  in  some 
waking  dream  I  seemed  to  see  the  all-g-«ntle  HERKOMER  take  up  a 

line-foot  easel  in  both  hands but  why  continue  ?    Saturday  is 

icre — and,  ah,  well,  if  worst  had  come  to  worst,  it  would  have  been 
at  least  a  pleasant  dream ! 


N.B. — Mr.  Punch  publishes  the  aboTe  extract  without  comment ;  but  at 
he  same  time  he  is  glad  to  take  the  opportunity  uf  expressing  hi«  lively 
nterest  in  a  ichome  wnich,  even  if  it  "  break  like  a  bubble,"  haa  enough  «f 
what  is  praiseworthy  about  it  to  command  a  respectful  attention. 

FROM  A  DIFFERENT  POINT  OP  VIEW. 

SOMEONE  has  brought  out  a  song  entitled  "  /  always  meet  you  in 
ny  Dreams .' "  Someone  else  is  going  to  bring  out  a  ditty  called 
1 1  shun  you  tchen  I'm  wide  atcakt.  We  wonder  which  is  the 
ruest,  and  which  will  be  the  most  popular  ? 


Ix  A  COXCAIEI.-ATIOX  ACCORDIS«LY."— Suggested  shorter  name 
or  "  The  Charity  Organisation  Society,"— The  Charitable  Grinders. 


THE    FESTIVE    SEASON. 

Mistress.  "  AND  Ton  MAT  ALL  OF  TOU  ASK  A  FRIEND  TO  DINNER,  YOU  KNOW  ;  AND,  SMITHERS,  YOU  CAN  ASK  YOUR  WIFE." 
Butler.  "THANK  YOU,  MA'AM.     I  THINK  HOT,  IF  YOU  PLEASE,  MA'AM!"  


THE  HOUSE  THAT  CAPITAL  BUILT. 

(Seeing  is  believing.) 

THIS  is  the  House  that  Capital  built ! 

These  are  the  Outcasts  who  herd  in  the  House  that  Capital  built ! 

These  are  the  Horrors  not  to  be  named,  that  haunt  the  Outcasts 
who  herd  in  the  House  that  Capital  built ! 

This  the  House-Jobber  all  unshamed  by  the  Horrors  not  to  be  named, 
that  haunt  the  Outcasts  who  herd  in  the  House  that  Capital 
built ! 

This  is  the  Agent,  smug  and  content,  who  harries  the  wretches  for 
weekly  rent,  to  plump  the  profits,  fifty  per  cent.,  of  the  House- 
Jobber,  all  unshamed  by  the  Horrors  not  to  be  named,  that 
haunt  the  Omtcasts  that  herd  in  the  House  that  Capital  built ! 

This  is  the  Bullion  in  swelling  bags,  gathered  from  hunger  and  dirt 
and  rags,  by  the  Agent,  smug  and  content,  who  harries  the 
wretches  for  weekly  rent,  to  plump  the  profits,  fifty  per  cent.,  of 
the  House-Jobber,  all  unshamed  by  the  Horrors  not  to  be 
named,  that  haunt  the  Outcasts  who  herd  in  the  House  that 
I  iipital  built ! 

These  are  Keports  of  Pulpit  and  Press,  that  threaten  attack  (may  it 
meet  success !)  upon  the  Bullion  in  swelling  bags,  gathered  from 
hunger  and  dirt  and  rags,  by  the  Agent  smug  and  content,  who 
harries  the  wretches  for  weekly  rent,  to  plump  the  profits,  fifty 
per  cent.,  of  the  House- Jobber,  all  unsnamed  by  the  Horrors 
not  to  be  named,  that  haunt  the  Outcasts  who  herd,  in  the  House 
that  Capital  built ! 

This  is  ..he  Statesman,  worthy  the  name,  who.  holding  that  seeing 's 
believing,  is  game  to  search  himself  in  the  slums  and  courts  to 
test  the  truth  of  the  dread  Reports,  freely  put  forth  by  Pulpit 
and  Press,  that  threaten  attack  (may  it  meet  success !)  upon  the 
Bullion  in  swelling  bags,  gathered  from  hunger  and  dirt  and 
rags,  by  the  Agent,  smug  and  content,  who  harries  poor  wretches 
for  weekly  rent,  to  plump  the  profits,  fifty  per  cent.,  of  the 
House-Jobber,  all  unshamed  by  the  Horrors  not  to  be  named, 
that  haunt  the  Outcasts  who  herd  in  the  House  that  Capital 
built !; 


And  this  is  Punch,  who  is  glad  to  say,  "  That's  right,  Sir  CHARLES, 
you  have  hit  on  the  way  to  tackle  this  problem  of  many  phases, 
and  track  the  truth  through  its  puzzling  mazes,  by  practical 
first-hand  observation,  with  quiet  skill  and  without  sensation ! 
—say  to  the  Statesman,  worthy  the  name,  who,  holding  that 
seeing 's  believing,  is  game  to  search  himself  in  the  slums  and 
courts,  to  test  the  truth  of  the  dread  Reports,  freely  put  forth  by 
Pulpit  and  Press,  that  threaten  attack  (may  it  meet  success  .) 
upon  the  Bullion  in  swelling  bags,  gathered  from  hunger  and 
dirt  and  rags,  by  the  Agent,  smug  and  content,  who  harries  poor 
wretches  for  weekly  rent,  to  plump  the  profits,  fifty  per  cent.,  of 
the  House-Jobber,  all  unshamed  by  the  Horrors  not  to  be  named, 
that  haunt  the  Outcasts  who  herd  in  the  House  that  Capital 
built ! 


LINES  TO   A   RETIRED   RECTOR. 

Is  life  worth  living  ?    Mostly  so. 

But  when  you're  reading  MALLOCK.    No. 


A  BOOK  is  advertised—  The  Age  of  Clay.  Surely  this  is  an  imperti- 
nent intrusion  iuto  the  private  affairs  of  the  Composer  of  the  Merry 
Dm-hess.  Besides,  a  Musician  is  "  not  for  an  age,  but  for  all  time. 

WE  are  sorry  to  hear  that  Mrs.  RAMSTIOTHAM'S  Niece  has  taken  i 
severe  cold  through  standing  about  on  the  rocks  and  trying  to  ge 
some  Agapemones  for  her  Aquarium. 

'ARRY  went  the  other  day  to  Toppledook  Common  to  see  the  hound 
throw  off.    In  his  case  the  operation  was  performed  by  a  horse,  and 
he  never  saw  the  hounds  at  all. 

SILLY  QUEBY.— If  there  are  two  sides  to  a  question,  how  many 
angles  are  there  to  an  answer  ? 


PUNCH,   OR  THE   LONDON   CHARIVARI.— DECEMBER  1,  1883. 


. . 


SEEING 'S   BELIEVING." 

MR.  P.  "QUITE  RIGHT,  SIR  CHARLES!      THAT  MEANS  IMSINKSS!!" 

["The  President  of  the  Local  Government  Board  yesterday  visited  the  most  overcrowded  neighbourhood  of  St.  John's- street  Road  am 
Goswell  Road  ;  he  also  made  a  renewed  inspection  of  the  worst  parts  of  St.  Luke's,  which  lie  had  already  visited  this  we«k." — Times,  Nov.  24. 


DECEMBER  1,  1883.] 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 
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UPON    THE    MART." 

First  City  Man.  "WHEN  I  BEGAN  BUSINESS  I  WASN'T  WORTH  A  PSNNY  ! 
Second  City  Man.  "On  !    AND  WHEKE  ARE  YOU  nowT" 
Pint  City  Man.  "THOUSANDS  IN  DEBT,  SIR!" 


THE  SONG  OF  KING  CONGER. 

HA  !  ha !    So  they  've  let  out  the  secret,  my  hearties ! 

And  you  pale  as  you  find  that  for  years  you  have  been 
The  gullible  dupes  of  unscrupulous  parties 

Who  have  played  ducks  and  drakes  with  your  sacred 

tureen. 
You  vowed  that  no  stock  could  be  richer  or  stronger, 

More  grateful  to  palate,  of  a  savour  more  fine ; 
"  Real  Turtle,"  my  hearties  ?— Be  humbugged  no  longer. 
Write  down  on  your  menu*,  in  capitals,  CONGEE  ; — 

The  flavour  you  so  long  have  worshipped  is  mine ! 

Yes,  mine,  and  no  other !    The  Ling  and  the  Whiting, 

As  the  Sea-bream  or  Haddock  as  cheap  may  be  found ; 
E'en  the  Whelk  may  supply  a  stock  as  inviting, 

But,  oh !  not  at  my  figure — "  a  penny  a  pound  " ! 
So  why  should  I  reck,  if  my  flavour  recalling — 

Let's  say,  cod-liver  oil  with  pure  garlic  combined, 
Supplies  you  a  dish  quite  terrific,  appalling, — 
That,  artfully  costlier  Turtle  forestalling,— 

Fell  brute  that  I  am,— I  prove  much  to  your  mind  ! 
But  grumble  or  growl,— brave  Sir  HKTBY  has  stated, 

Though  you  analyse,  argue,  or  do  what  you  will, 
Mv  horrible,  rich,  racy  flavour  so  slated, 

If  but  garnished  with  turtle,  will  conquer  yon  still. 
So.  let  it  prove  weaker,  or  let  it  prove  stronger, 

You  '11  have  to  accept  it  whatever  it  be  ;— 
Then  down  on  your  knees,  and  defy  me  no  longer ; 
"Three   platefuls  of  Turtle  "?— You   mean   three  of 
CONGEE! 

So,  swallow  that  statement,  and  then  swallow  me ! 

WHAT  TO  po  WITH  "OuK  BOYS."— Play  it!  This,  we 
believe,  is  going  to  be  done  by  Mr.  DAVID  JAKES  at  the 
Criterion.  This  excellent  low  Comedian,  being  considered 
facile  prinreps  in  his  line,  was  named  JAMES  THE  FIBST  ; 
but  when  it  was  found  how  sweetly  he  sang  in  a  duett 
with  Mr.  THOMAS  THOBNE,  he  was  thenceforward  called 
JAMES  THE  SECOND. 

HOMEOPATHIC.— Fish  Dinners  for  Paupers.  If  Conger 
is  good  enough  for  Aldermen,  why  not  Porpoise  for 
Paupers  P  

ALL  THE  DIFFEEENCE.— Your  "If"  is  a  great  peace- 
monger.  Not  so  your  Tar-^f. 


UNJUST  RATES! 

MB.  PUNCH  has  been  requested  by  a  poor  puzzled  Ratepayer  to 
throw  his  eagle  glance  upon  what  is  technically  called  "  the  inci- 
dence of  taxation  as  regards  Rates."  Mr.  Punch's  own  income  being 
of  that  fabulous  amount  that  his  only  difficulty  is  to  know  how  to 
spend  it,  of  course  so  trifling  a  matter  as  Rates  never  crossed  his 
mighty  mind.  In  fact,  he  was  in  regard  to  them  much  as  CEUIK- 
SHANK'S  gorgeous  Flunkey  was  in  regard  to  Taxes,  when,  to  the 
question  of  his  fellow-flunkey,  "  What  is  Taxes,  THOMAS  ?  "  he  had  to 
reply,  "  I  'm  sure,  ROBEKT,  1  don't  know."  But  being  always  willing 
to  unravel  a  mystery,  or  probe  an  injustice,  where  the  interests  of  his 
poor  fellow-citizens  are  concerned,  he  has  complied  with  the  request 
above  alluded  to,  and  has  thrown  his  eagle  glance  upon  the  matter  of 
Rates,  and  he  discovers  it  to  embody  such  an  abominable  system  of 
injustice,  if  not  iniquity,  as  fills  his  indignant  soul  with  almost 
unspeakable  wrath ! 

Take  the  rich  City  of  London  as  an  example.  Nearly  every  foot  of 
the  freehold  of  the  City  belongs  to  wealthy  City  Companies  or  to 
wealthy  men,  rich  beyond  the  dreams  of  avarice.  It  is  often  found 
necessary  to  expend  enormous  sums  of  money  in  widening  the  streets 
to  accommodate  the  ever-increasing  traffic.  Every  such  improve- 
ment largely  increases  the  value  of  the  neighbouring  property.  But 
who  pays  lor  such  improvement?  Mark  the  abominable  injustice 
of  the  system.  Not  the  wealthy  owner  of  the  improved  property,  but 
the  poor  hard-working  occupier !  But  even  that  is  not  all.  The 
poor  Ratepayer  has  first  to  pay  for  all  the  cost  of  the  improvement ; 
secondly,  he  has  to  pay  a  largely  increased  Rent  for  the  property  he 
has  paid  to  improve ;  and,  thirdly,  he  has  to  pay  increased  Rates 
upon  his  increased  rental.  Anything  more  shamefully  unjust,  or 
more  artfully  contrived,  was  never  invented  by  the  cutest  American 
of  Jewish  extraction. 

The  grasping  Landlord  sits  quietly  by,  smiling  at  the  ever- 
increasing  value  of  the  property  he  never  contributed  one  shilling  to 
improve,  while  the  poor  occupier  finds  more  and  more  of  his  small 
income  required  to  meet  the  ever-increasiug  calls  upon  him  for  a 


Rate,  from  which  he  derives  no  kind  of  advantage.  The  only  solu- 
tion of  this  almost  incredible  state  of  the  law  is,  that  the  Legislature 
consists  almost  entirely  of  Landlords,  who  apparently  rejoice  in 
devising  laws  whose  evident  effect  must  be  to  make  the  idle  and  rich 
owner  much  richer,  and  the  hard-working  and  comparatively  poor 
occupier  much  poorer.  The  only  chance  of  obtaining  a  remedy  for 
this  gross  injustice  is  the  formation  of  a  Ratepayers'  Association, 
with  the  object  of  insisting  .that  all  Rates  for  the  improvement  of 
property  should  be  paid  by  the  rich  owners  who  get  all  the  benefit 
from  the  improvement,  and  not  by  the  poor  overweighted  occupiers 
who  get  none. 

To  show,  too,  how  this  Landlord-greed  increases  the  difficulty  of 
improving  the  dwellings  of  the  Poor,  Mr.  Punch  learns  from  the 
City  Press  that  the  cost  of  clearing  away  two  City  Rookeries  that 
were  condemned  as  unfit  for  human  habitation,  and  which  were 
inhabited  by  less  than  three  thousand  people,  has  cost  no  less  a  sum 
than  £270,000.  Of  this  amount  probably  about  three-fourths  would 
go  to  the  Landlords  of  these  shameful  novels,  being  nearly  £70  per 
head — man,  woman,  or  child — of  the  occupants,  or,  for  a  small  family 
of  five  persons,  £350 ;  which  would  seem  to  show  that  the  poor  crea- 
tures who  inhabited  these  filthy  dens  must,  on  an  average,  nave  paid 
rent  equal  to  about  two  shillings  per  head  per  week,  or,  in  the  case 
above  alluded  to,  ten  shillings  per  week.  Of  course,  too,  the  more 
Rent  these  Vampires  sucked  out  of  their  poor  miserable  tenants  the 
more  compensation  they  received  from  the  City  Authorities,  and  the 
heavier  Rates  the  City  Ratepayers  had  to  pay. 

No  doubt  these  grasping  Landlords  prefer  to  do  their  deeds  by 
stealth,  and,would  probably  blush  to  find  them  fame  ;  but,  never- 
theless, Mr.  Punch  would  strongly  recommend  that  their  names  and 
addresses  should  receive  that  publicity  they  so  richly  deserve. 


"MRS.  CAVDLX'S  Girton  Lectures  If"  asked  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAJC. 
"Ah,  a  very  valuable  book,  no  doubt.  I  am  told  she  is  one  «f  the 
cleverest  Professors  in  the  College,  and  her  language,  I  have  heard, 
is  something  beautiful." 
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THE  SCHOOL-BOARD 
VICTIM. 

"  MOTHER  !   how  my  head  is 

aching, 
In  a  strange    and   painful 

way! 
See  what  sad  mistakes  I  'm 

making 
In  my  exercise  to-day. 

"  All  the  irksome  words  are 

whirling 
Underneath      my      listless 

glance; 
And    the    rows    of     figures 

curling 

llound    like   demons    in    a 
dance. 

"  I  was    cold   and    wet   and 

weary, 

Hungry  too,  at  school  to- 
day. 

Why  is  learning  all  so  dreary  ? 
Is  there  never  time  to  play?" 

So   the   School-Board   victim 

Bowed    her    little     aching 

head, 
And  her  Mother  watched  her, 

sighing 
For  to-morrow's  daily  bread. 

Oh.  ye  men  of  small  discerning, 

On  official  red-tape  nurst, 
Though  there  'a  good  no  doubt 

in  learning. 

We  must  feed  the  children 
first! 

HEB  Nephew  had  just  come 
home  from  his  day-school. 
"  What  have  you  been  learning 
this  morning?"  asked  Mrs. 
RAM  SHOT  ii  AM.  "  Mythology, 
Aunt,"  answered  the  little  man, 
"  all  about  the  heathen  Gods 
and  Goddesses."  "Then  I 
must  brush  up  my  memory," 
said  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM,  "and 
ask  you  a  question  or  two. 
Now,  first,  who  was  Juniper?" 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    164. 


SIR  JOSEPH  BAZALGETTE,  C.B. 

HE   IS   GREAT  AT  DRAINAGE,    AND   WAS    MADE  A   COMPANION  OF   THE   BATH. 


''FINIS  FRANCLE." 

' '  France  will  not  perish,  for  with 
her  Civilisation  would  come  to  an 
end." — M.  EMILE  OLLIVIER. 

LiGHT-hearted  and  rhetorical 

KMTLE, 
Of  course  you  're  right !    The 

world  then  must  appeal 
To     "  noble — intellectual — 

liberal "  France. 
For,  Sir,  she  '11  lead  the  world 

a  pretty  dance. 
On  your  own  showing,  if  she 

goes  on  so. 
You  say.  EMILE — and  who  but 

you  should  know  ? — 
That  the  last  hope  which  Civili- 
sation cherishes 
Of  life  must  die,  if  la  Grande 

Nation  perishes. 
The  prospect  is  appalling !    If 

the  lite 
Of  Civilisation  hang  on  France, 

the  strife 
Of   suicidal  factions  in  your 

land 
Means   Civilisation's    death — 

you  understand  ? 
From  your  own  dictum  'tis  a 

clear  deduction, 
For  France — alas ! — seems  bent 

on  self-destruction. 
'Twere    a    sad  finis   for    the 

noblest  nation^ 
Self-slain,    to   die    slayer    of 

Civilisation ! 


FROM  A  SHAKSFEAHIAN  COR- 
RESPONDENT. —  Sir,  —  I  often 
hear  of  the  "  Tower  Hamlets," 
can  you  tell  me  anything 
about  the  Tower  Ophelias? 
By  the  way,  what  it  a  "  Tower 
Hamlet?''  [Why  a  Hamlet 
on  tour,  of  course.  As  to 
Q.I.  we  can  only  say  that  we 
don't  suppose  the  quotation 
' '  too  much  soap  and  water 
hast  thou,  Poor  Ophelia ! " 
would  apply  to  them. — Sp. 
Shak.  Ed7\ 


THE  LATEST  CRAZE. 

(Letters  from  a  young  Gentleman  of  Fashion  who  "  Adopted  the  Stage  as 
a  Profession.") 

Mr  DEAE  DUCHESS,  28,  Shrimp  Street,  Shellford. 

TW       NT  *  '^"l1  tfll  you  something  about  the  dressing-rooms. 

They  are  not  simikr  to  "the  Beudoirs  of  the  Nobility"  in  anv  one 

particular.    I  arrived  at  the  Theatre  about  6"30  P.M.,  with  GEORGE 

f  before  anybody  else  had  come.     (How  dismal  a  Theatre  looks 

wL  iuV/S  '  *  -rk  TV  eWty  !)    Th,e  old  <*arwoman  with  theTold 

beforo  sll  dl    '"tK      8ih.tmg  uP(she  begins  to  think  ten  minutes 

tore  she  does  a  thing,  I  've  now  found  out).     "  Which  i 


she  chuckled  to  herself. 


in  the  dark,  and  after 
-  -  v^u  „,,  Ulc  imminent  aanger  of  breaking  our 

TSSSSefr5  ^Vpsassy* 

^^^M^i»1*!^_yi^rt 


-ft^ii^^aTf^Mawraai^! 

:,    said  I.    " /don't  wonder  why  at  aU," 

— ~ — ^— ^ ^.^-^^^—^^^ . 


he  replied,  slowly.  "The  fire's  one  end  o' the  room  and  the  gas  is 
the  other,  and  there  ain't  nothing  in  the  middle,  so  you  've  got  to 
dress  there."  I  'm  sorry_  GEOBGE  is  going,  and  yet  he  depresses  me. 
I  'm  determined  not  to  give  way,  and  GEORGE'S  melancholy  and  pity- 
ing-expressions unnerve  me. 

We  ve  had  a  hard  day— all  the  afternoon  I've  been  looking  out 
things  suitable  for  a  Coachman,  a  Sea  Captain,  an  Arab,  a  General,  a 
Pnson  Warder,  and  an  Earl.  I  didn't  expect  such  a  strain  would  be 
put  at  once  upon  my  private  wardrobe.  So.  besides  buying  things,  I 
was  obliged  to  get  some  help  from  the  "  Macready""  stock  Miss 
POSTER  had  referred  to.  GEORGE  has  helped  me,  but  he 's  been  very 
solemn  about  it.  I  don't  feel  in  the  same  position  with  him  as  I 
do  at  home ;  and  then  this  morning  the  men  in  ulsters  called  him 
'  Sir,"  and  me  "  Old  Chap."  Yet  you  know  these  people  are  Actors 
just  as  much  as  I  am.  I  mean  as  I  am  trying  to  be,  though  of  course 
they  are  not  a  bit  like  the  "  selections  "  who  used  to  come  to  your 
Evenings.  I  wonder  if  it 's  like  this  in  other  professions  ?  In  the 
Army  for  instance  ?  or  the  Church  ?  Well,  in  the  Church,  perhaps, 
because  there  are  Beadles,  and  Clerks,  and  Churchwardens,  though 
I  am  not  sure  if  these  regularly  belong  to  the  clerical  profession. 

I  left  myself  and  GEORGE  in  the  dressing-room,  each  holding  a  big 
bundle  of  clothes.  GEORGE  was  right  about  the  table.  The  tire  was 
one  end  of  thf  room,  and  the  gas  (with  an  old  cracked  glass  hung 
round  the  burner)  the  other;  but  I'd  got  a  beautiful  "make-up" 
of  my  own,  with  a  nice  glass,  every  sort  of  paint  and  powder  and 
wig-paste,  and  also  a  little  reading-lamp  to  help  me  to  see.  And 
now  the  old  Charwoman  had  finished  thinking  about  lighting  the 
gas,  and  had  really  done  it,  and  I  heard  whistlings,  and  jokes,  and 
titters  overhead,  so  I  knew  the  company  were  arriving.  "  I  think 
you  'd  better  go,  GEORGE,"  I  said ;  "  there  won't  be  room  for  four  of 
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THE    LAWN    MEET. 

Cad  (who  has  been  holding  Sutll't  Horse).  "  TUPPENCE  !  YAH  !  YER  GOES  INTO  THE  'Ous',  AND  GETS  THREE  OB  FOUR  GLASSES  o'  SHERRY 

INTO  YBR,    AND  GIVES   MK  TUPPENCE  !      YAH  !  " 


us  here ;  and,  besides,  it  might  be  a  bad  precedent.  If  both  the 
other  Gentlemen  brought  their  servants,  we  should  be  six  in  the 
room,  or  about  a  square  foot  a-piece."  "  Ah !  they  won't  bring  no 
servants,"  said  GEORGE,  contemptuously.  I  don't  like  my  own 
servant  looking  down  on  me.  or  rather  on  my  companions  in  Art.  If 
they  were  all  Clergymen  or  Barristers  robing  in  this  room,  would  he 
be  the  same  ?  Somehow — I  don't  think  so.  There 's  something 
wrong  here  somehow. 

GKOROE  is  gone,  and  Mr.  DERWENTWATKK  has  arrived.  He 's  been 
bustling  about  the  room  a  good  deal,  and  using  bad  words  to  himself, 
but  he  doesn't  notice  me.  (I  "m  getting  myself  up  for  the  Coachman, 
and  practising  my  dialect,  so  I 'm  quite  busy.)  "What's  the 
matter?"  I  venture  at  last.  "Everything's  the  matter!"  is  all 
the  change  /  get. 

Then  arrives  Mr.  GAURICK,  and  I  should  like  to  give  you  a  taste  of 
the  conversation  between  provincial  "  Pros."  I  enclose  a  glossary  - 
"  Pros"  means  "  Professionals  ;"  "Screw "is  their  salary;  "  Taking 
the  Biscuit"  is  acting  well;  "Juggins"  is  a  person  unacquainted 
with  Stage-life— (I  am  a  "Juggins"  at  present) — and  lota  morel 
can't  remember.  But  you  may  imagine,  from  my  letter,  what  plea- 
sant, gentlemanly  fellows  I  have  for  companions. 

"  Overture  and  beginners,  please  !  "  says  the  Stage  Manager  out- 
side. (There  isn't  a  call-boy.)  The  Stage  Manager  does  everything, 
and  is  responsible  if  anything  goes  wrong.  If  the  gas  flickers,  it  s 
his  fault ;  and  so  it  is  if  a  child  cries  in  the  Gallery.  (Poor  man !  I 
must  get  his  son  into  the  Bluecoat  School.)  Directly  "  Overture  and 
beginners !  "  was  called,  Mr.  GARRICK  and  Mr.  DERWKNTWATER  both 
began  to  dress,  and  complain  bitterly,  "It's  just  the  same  every 
blooming  night.  A  man  can't  have  five  minutes  to  himself,  but  he 's 
got  to  hurry,  and  drive,  and  dress  himself,  just  when  he's  talking 
business."  I  'm  dressed.  "  How  do  you  like  me  as  the  Coachman  ?  " 
I  ask.  Mr.  DEUWEXTWATEH  (who  is  using  my  wig-paste  to  see  if 
it's  good)  don't  answer.  Mr.  GAARICK  (who  don't  ///,>  my  rouge,  but 
puts  up  with  it  till  he  gets  his  own  famous  stuff  "off"  old  JACK 
BILKER)  says,  "  Do  very  well  for  Uriah  Keep."  "  But  I  don't  want 
to  do  well  for  Uriah  Ifeep .'  I'm  Diqgory  Grainbin  now."  "  You 
look  like  nothing  on  the  end  of  a  stick,"  vouchsafes  Mr.  DEHWENT- 


WATEK.  And  with  this  remark  I  have  to  leave  them.  ' '  Have  you 
got  your  dialect  ?  "  says  the  Stage  Manager.  "  I  really  don't  know," 
is  my  answer ;  "  but  I  think  Mr.  GA&RICK  has  it :  he  s  kindly  using 
most  of  mv  things."  "  JVbtc,  then,  Mr.  McALFlir,  get  into  the 
corner,  ana  begin  your  regrets  in  the  Lancashire  brogue,  if  you 
please,"  says  Miss  POSTER,  sharply. 

No  more  to-day.  I  think  I  'm  getting  on  in  my  profession,  though 
I  am  afraid  I  shall  be  a  "  Juggins  "  for  some  time  to  come.  "  No 
matter  !  "  (as  we  say  in  melodrama)  I  suppose  HEKBT  IRVING  was 
once  a  "  Juggins  "  himself .  Yours  very  truly, 

HUGO  DB  B*". 

FROM  a  recent  Number  of  Gardening  Illustrated  for  Town  and 
Country: — 

PARCELS  POST.— INVISIBLE  WORLDS  !  ENDLESS  AMUSE- 
MENT!— BOTANICAL  TABLE  MICROSCpPE,  Compound  Len»e*, 
with  screw  adjustment,  equal  in  power  to  a  3-euinea  instrument,  ihowing 
with  extraordinary  di.«linctne«  minute  animalcule  in  a  drop  of  water. 
MOULD  IS  A  FOREST  OF  BEAUTIFUL  TREES,  WITH  FLOWERS, 
LEAVES,  AND  FRUIT.  A  flea  appears  ai  large  u  a  beetle.  No  person 
should  be  without  one. 

Very  much  obliged.  But  most  persons  would  be  of  a  different 
opinion.  

Examination  Questions. 

CABIJTET  Ministers  should  go  through  a  course  of  questions,  but 
before  they  enter  the  Cabinet,  in  order  to  qualify  them  for  the  posi- 
Afterwards  some  of  the  questions  would  be  more  difficult  to 
uu>« (  r ;  e.g., 
the  Transvaal, 
to  do  it," 


tion. 

answer ;  e.g.^  "  Where 's  Egypt  ?"     "  Explain  the  exact  situation  in 
Give  a  diagram  of  what  is  to  be  done,  showing  how 


COUNT  DE  LAORASOE. — The  "Terrible  Count de Lagrange "  leaves 
no  issue.  Is  it  possible,  that  on  this  final  occasion  when  he  will  have 
any  connection  with  the  turf,  that  he  is  the  Last  of  the  Race  ? 
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THE    MODERN    ARS    AMANDI. 

(By  Punthius  A'aso.) 

CANTO  II. 
THE  COMING  OF  CUPID. 

How  would  you  have  him  come,  this  Protean  god  ? 
Silk  bond,  st«el_fetter,  rosy  chain,  or  rod, 


All  are  his  gifts.    JULIA  would  bid  him  bring 
Much  more  than  roses,  raptures,  and  a  ring. 
No  Phoebus-fronted  Detrimental  gleams 
As  lode-star  of  her  unromantic  dreams. 
Beauty  loves  Bullion.    JULIA  knows  its  power, 
The  willing  Danae  of  the  aureate  shower. 
Then,  JULIA,  waste  no  dance,  no  moonlight  stroll 
On  that  soft  myth,  "  affinity  of  soul." 
Lavish  no  lash-veiled  glance  of  those  keen  eyes, 
Shoot,  fair  toxophilite,  for  the  first  prize  ; 
Get  home  on  the  right  target,  then  bend  bold 
The  bow,  draw  to  the  head,  and  hit  the  gold! 
No  interludes  of  arrowy  play  to  test 
The  starched  and  snowy  mail  of  the  male  breast. 
Do  eagles  hawk  for  butterflies  ?    No  doubt, 
In  those  green  days  ere  JULIA  was  "out." 
The  lawny  level  and  the  sharp-fought  'Sett" 
Saw  more  than  spheres  shoot  o'er  the  tense-drawn  net ; 
Saw  untrained  glances,  and  unguarded  smiles, 
Artless  inveiglements,  and  simple  wiles. 
Do  you  remember,  JULIA,  when  the  musk 
>f  June's  glad  roses  tilled  the  verdant  dusk 
Jf  all  that  "dear  old  garden "  down  in  Devon  ? 
What  time  a  carpets-dance  was  instant  heaven, 
And  some  mad  boating  frolic  rarer  sport 
Than  the  concentred  glamour  of  the  Court,— 
Do  you  remember,  dare  you  recollect, 
Ere  you  had  learned  to  reason,  weigh,  reflect, 
Like  an  unmoony  shrewd  she- //«»!/<•/,  how 
\  ou  pulled  the  curls  upon  a  boyish  brow, 
And  swore,  sweet  pirlish  gusher,  that  their  gold 
Was  more  than  Midas-touch  could  make  ? 

.     -     ,  But  hold! 

An  nil/'  ,n',  ,,j  M-venteen— so  much?— 
Might  not  appraise  the  value  of  that  touch. 
Aow  you  know  better,  nor  artillery  waste 
In  tdirl.-r  thooghtle«sneu.  or  amorous  1 

I  hat    'deal  ..Id  garden  »  ':     !V,h  \   a  slow,  dull  spot, 
,\V"  '  ''•"•""I  l:i-i'i:iiTtalkedsuch"rot"- 

l.ri-i.,:,  >  own  word    boys  will  talk  slangs-absurd! 
When  the  World  called,  you  met  it  "  like  a  bird  "— 

•:r  again:)    And  Urn. in  !'    Oh  !  he 's  gone 
As— something  small  and  shoppy— to  Cevlon  • 
And  you  are  angling  for  a  Peer— they  say  s(A 
And  listening  to  the  tips  of  PfNcinus  NASO. 

So  Cupid  comes  to  you.    That  old  mad  fun 
Was  not  the  work  of  Aphrodite's  son. 
Of  cours-  :     M, -thinks  I  see  the  urchin  now, 
Demure,  and  meaning  business  ;  on  his  brow 
CWsemedlmes,  and  cool  eyes,  clerkly,  clear, 
With— can  it  be,  a  pen  behind  his  ,  ar  :- 
Inat  hints  of  settlement*.     Keeenv  him  so 
-ir  JULIA  :  let  him  take  his  t'leam  and 

— 

TO  COBHE8POHDENT8 


To  lackadaisical  LOUISE.     Chide  not. 

The  goose-quill  that  signs  cheques  sans  halt  or  blot 

Is  better  than  a  feather  from  his  wings, 

That  scrawls  in  violet  ink  of  such  vain  things, 

As  cots  and  kisses,  since,  for  all  bards'  pother, 

You  can't  live  in  the  one  nor  on  the  other. 

Hear  Cupid's  confidences  thereanent, 

Cupid  the  champion,  here,  of  Cent.-per-cent., 

The  sworn  appraiser,  not  of  golden  locks 

And  silvery  laughter,  but  of  Shares  and  Stocks : — 

CUPID'S  CONFESSION. 

I  dwelt  in  a  cottage,  a  cottage  ornee, 

With  two  newly-meshed  doves  for  a  year  and  a  day ; 

For  a  year  and  a  day.  till  the  newly-meshed  doves 

Stooped  from  "  bliss    to — Cabaiins  and  ten-button  gloves. 

Aye  me,  the  chill  lapse !     So  a  river  may  run 

To  the  icy-bound  North  from  the  land  of  the  Sun, 

When  the  fuel  that  fed  the  sigh -furnaces  failed, 

AMANDUS  so  cooled,  and  AMANDA  so  paled. 

Thy  moustache  curled  as  trimly,  AMAXDUS,  but  oh! 

With  how  much  less  of  sweetness  the  lips  curled  below. 

AMANDA'S  blue  eyes,  still  twin  amethyst  spheres, 

Looked  so  much  less  bewitching;  their  lids  red  with  tears. 

I  was  there.     Could  I  help  them  with  vow  or  with  verse, 

As  she  drew  the  last  coin  from  her  satin-lined  purse, 

Leaving  more  gold  without  than  within  ?    I  was  there — 

At  the  window — when  Butcher  descended  from  prayer 

To  imperative  rude  objurgation  ;  and  when 

Poor  AMANDA  first  learned  that  "  the  sweetest  of  men  " 

Could  be  bitter  of  speech !    I  was  there,  though  outside, 

When  AMANDUS  first  used  naughty  words  to  his  bride. 

/  'd  no  gold.    Could  I  mend  with  a  rose  or  a  dart 

That  terrible  fracture,  a  flaw  in  the  heart  ? 

Could  I  bid  shallow  Passion,  once  stagnant,  flow  on, 

When  the  fountain  was  choked,  and  all  current  was  gone  ? 

Could  I  help  them  who  floated  in  rapture's  mad  round, 

Breast  to  breast,  whilst  the  footway  was  flowery,  but  found, 

When  occasion  arose  to  endure  or  console, 

That  he  had  not  a  heart,  and  she  had  not  a  soul  ? 

Could  I  aid  those  who  Poverty  hailed  without  fear,— 

At  a  pretty  safe  distance,  but  when  he  drew  near, 

And  displayed  rather  more  of  the  wolf  than  the  dove, 

Making  cafls  upon  courage  as  well  as  mere  love, 

Found  not  rosy  bliss,  but  abandonment  utter, 

In  "  Love  in  a  Cottage  "—without  bread-and-butter  'i 

"  All  are  not  Julias,"  lisps  a  rosy  maid 

To  PUNCHIUS  prattling  in  his  cedar's  shade  ; 

"  Some  few  of  us  love  Cupid  as  of  old, 

Before  he  tipped  his  tiny  darts  with  gold." 

True,  watchet-eyed  bewilderer  of  sage  brains, 

And  PUNOHIUS  writes  for  all.     If  other  gains 

Than  golden  ones  inspire  the  maiden's  breast, 

And  lure  her  through  love's  labyrinthine  quest ; 

If —foolish  child !— six  feet  of  nianhood  straight 

And  an  unwriukled  skin— and  heart— have  weight 

More  than  joint  bulk  of  coronet  and  pocket, 

Linked  with  a  soul  that 's  burning  to  its  socket  ;— 

Why,  then, — dear  me  ! — the  ever  verdant  sage 

Combines  the  Augustan  and  Arcadian  age 

In  his  orb- wide  experience  ;  yet  to  teach 

Maxims  of  Arcady  in  Mayfair  speech 

Seems  like  attempting  with  swift  steel-cased  shot 

To  gain  admittance  to  Sabrina's  grot. 

Lend  Punch  your  pocket-mirror,  gay-lipped  Grace  ! 

Ah !  lily-fingers  seek  the  well-known  place 

With  unsophisticated  speed.    What  fun ! 

(JULIA  would  vow  she  never  carried  one) 

Now  look  within.     Lips  cool  and  cheeks  a-blush  ! 

Teach  those  to  glow,  let  these  forget  to  flush 

If  you  'd  compete  with  JULIA.    But,  bright  elf, 

If  you  seek  love,  not  lovers,  be  yourself. 

So  front  the  tricksy  god,  so  meet  his  eye 

With  radiant  hope,  too  honest  to  be  shy, 

Own  you  have  heard  of  him,  heard,  oh  !  a  lot, 

And  wish  to  know  him,  as  what  girl  would  not  ? 

You  '11  find  the  Protean  one  put  off  his  wig, 

His  elerld  v  airs,  his  looks  austere  and  big, 

His  chic,  his  coolness,  and  his  eynic  slang, 

And  he  the  boy  whose  limpid  laughter  rang 

In  Paphos  till  e'en  frolic  Aphrodite 

Would  chide  the  urchin  for  a  flight  too  flighty. 


Ain'-i-Ti.r,  ('AMIS.   -Most  of  the  Christmas  Cards  as  now  produced. 


-lu  no  case  can  Contribution*,  whether 
by   «  Stiu.rad   und    «;,.„,. j    v T— . 


MS.,  Printed  Hatter,  or  Drawing!,  be  returned,  onl««  accompanied 
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CATTLE-SHOW    WEEK. 

By  Dumb-Crambo  Jn 


Bteen. 


Best  Butter. 


Cross  Bred. 


A  CRITICAL  POSITION. 

LAST  week  Claudian  was  to  have  been  produced  at  the  Princess's,  and  the  Critics 
had,  we  believe,  been  invited  to  witness  a  dress-rehearsal,  but  in  consequence  of  what 
the  Times'  Theatrical  Reporter  would  call  the  "  unpreparedness  "  of  the  Earthquake, 
with  which  Mr.  BARRETT  was  to  have  "  brought  down  the  house,"  the  production  was 
postponed. 

To  invite  the  Critics  to  a  dress-rehearsal  is  in  the  interests  of  Dramatic  Art  a  great 
mistake,  though  probably  not  for  the  Manager  and  Author,  who  can  avail  themselves 
of  such  an  exceptional  opportunity  bjr  acting  as  Judges,  and  explaining  to  the  Jury  of 
Critics  why  such  and  such  an  effect  isn't  as  right  as  it  might  be,  and  of  pointing  out 
the  vast  amount  of  trouble,  outlay,  time  and  talent  which  may  have  been  expended 
on  the  new  piece,  whatever  it  is. 

On  such  an  occasion  the  Manager  and  Author  could  both  diplomatically  ask  advice, 
express  themselves  most  grateful  for  any  hints  that  their  learned  friends  in  front 
might  give,  knowing  very  well  that  nothing  their  learned  friends  could  say  would 
induce  them  to  alter  at  the  last  moment  any  of  the  carefully  planned  details,  but 
perfectly  aware  that  the  best  and  shortest  way  of  winning  a  Critic's  good  opinion  is 
to  humbly  listen  to  the  suggestions  that  may  fall  from  his  lips,  as  though  they  were 
invaluable  instructions  from  some  Mighty  Master. 

We  have  before  us  a  pamphlet  entitled  Clinidian,  being  a  few  notes  on  the  archi- 
tecture and  costume  of  the  new  piece,  in  the  shape  of  a  letter  written  by  Mr.  E.  W. 
GODWIN,  F.S.A.,  to  "  My  dear  BARRETT,"  in  which  the  well-informed  writer  instructs 
the  apparently  ignorant  Manager,  as  to  the  interesting  details  of  the  period,  A.D. 
360-460,  which,  he  says,  is  "  almost  a  blank  in  the  modern  history  of  Art"— and  then 
Mr.  GODWIN,  in  a  series  of  illustrations,  (does  he  always  write  such  letters  with  so 
many  pictures  ? )  proceeds  to  draw  this  blank. 

Mr.  GODWIN,  F.S.A.,  finishes  up  his  epistle  with  "Believe  me,  my  dear  BARRETT, 

yours  very  faithfully "  and,  of  course,  our  dear  BARRETT  does  believe  him.  In 

fact,  the  short  answer  would  have  been,  Thanks,  my  dear  GODWIN  ;  I  believe  you, 
iny  boy,  yours  trustfully,  W.  BABRETT." 

If,  instead  of  this  letter,  or  if,  with  this  letter  as  preface,  we  had  been  presented 
with  a  book  of  the  play  about  to  be  acted,  —  it  could  not  be  sold,  as  the  American 
acting-right  would  lie  thereby  destroyed,  my  dear  BARRETT  (A.D.  1883-1884), — we 
should  have  been  better  pleased,  holding,  as  we  emphatically  do,  that  the  book  of  any 
new  play  ought  to  be  in  every  Critic's  hands  at  least  a  week  before  production,  so 
that  lie  may  know  what  he  is  going  to  see,  and,  as  with  a  Shakspearian,  or  any  other 
stock-piece,  have  a  standard  by  which  he  can  measure  the  performance. 

As  it  is,  when  a  Critic  goes  to  a  pivmii'rc, — a  night  which  is,  as  a  rule,  all  c!ii/>ie 
and  claque, — he  has,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  pronounce  upon  the  dish  set  before 
him.  It  may  not  be  to  his  taste,  and  then  he  has  to  ask  himself,  "  Why  is  this?  Is 
the  acting  bad  ?  Have  I  really  seen  the  piece  as  the  Author  intended  it  to  be  played  ?  " 

And,  again,  instead  of  expressing  any  sympathy  with  a  Manager  and  Actors  who 
have  uncongenial  parts,"  or  who  have  parts  "  unworthy  of  their  talents,"  and  so 
forth,  why  does  not  the  Critic  ask,  plainly  and  straightforwardly,  "  What  on  earth 
induced  a  Manager  of  Sir.  So-and-So's  experience,  to  choose  such  a  piece  as  this  (what- 
ever it  is)  ? "  The  Critic  invariably  writes  as  if  the  Tyrant  Author  had  compelled 
the  suffering  Manager  to  produce  his  piece,  and  even  to  play  in  it  himself. 

Censure  the  play,  by  all  means,  when  you  have  ascertained  what  the  play  is 
but  censure  also  the  Manager  for  placing  it,  if  evidently  bad,  before  the  public.  If 
the  Manager  was  doubtful,  and  the  Author  doubtful  and  inclined  to  risk  it,  then  if  the 
Author  had  provided  the  Critics  with  the  book  of  the  pieee,  the  play  would  be  jink-rd 
on  its  own  merits,  if  any,  and  a  fair  criticism  could  then  bo  made  on  the  acting, 
decorations,  and  so  forth.  If  it  occurs  to  the  Jury  that  Manager  and  Author  must 
have  "a  tile  off"  to  have  product  d  between  them  such  a  pieee,  then  there  are  plenty 
of  hands  ready  and  willing  enough  to  supply  the  defect  with  good  powerful  "  slating." 


Musical  Critics  take  care  to  know  the  score  pretty 
well  by  heart  before  hearing  a  new  Opera,  and 
tli-n  tin  y  follow  it  \\ith  a  book  in  front  of  them. 
Why  should  not  the  Dramatic  Critics  do  likewise, 
and  why  not  refuse  to  witness  any  piece  until  it 
should  have  been  played  three  or  four  times  ? 


SOMETHING  LIKE  A  SCHOOL  ! 

(An  Extract  from  a,  Fvpi?*  Diary.) 

6  A.M.— Got  out  of  bed,  and  made  a  rush  for 
Old  KNIGHT'S  door.  Old  KNIGHT  is  the  matter 
of  our  form.  Shouted  at  him  through  the  key- 
hole, and  arranged  a  booby-trap  with  the  coal- 
scuttle and  a  large  can  of  water.  But  he  sold  us 
by  letting  himself  down  into  the  garden  from  the 
window,  by  tying  his  blanket,  sheets,  and  coun- 
ter pane  together.  However,  fortunately  caught 
sight  of  him  when  he  was  dangling  in  the  air,  and 
pelted  him  with  tooth-brushes. 

8  A.M.— Breakfast.  Informed  Old  KNIGHT  that 
there  was  a  balloon,  and  asked  him  to  look  at  it. 
When  he  turned  his  head,  we  deluged  him  with 
coffee  and  toast-crusts.  Spent  rest  of  recreation 
hour  in  making  slides  out  of  the  butter-dish. 

10  A.M.  to  12  NOON.— At  Study.  Most  of  us 
reading  novels,  the  remainder  playing  at  dumb- 
crambo.  Fried  sausages,  as  usual,  while  Old 
KNIGHT  was  working  the  pom  asinorum  for  us  on 
the  black-board.  When  we  had  finished  our  lun- 
cheons, some  of  us  escaped  by  the  window,  .and 
the  remainder  by  the  chimney. 

2.  P.M. — Dinner.  The  usual  game  of  pelting 
Old  KNIGHT  with  bits  of  potatoes,  and  filling  his 
pockets  with  rice-pudding.  Poured  the  beer  into 
the  Head-Master's  coal-scuttle.  This  last  feat 
got  us  into  a  row.  We  are  sentenced  to  stay  at 
school  during  the  Christmas  holidays — Old  KNIGHT 
is  to  remain  with  us  to  keep  us  out  of  mischief. 

4  P.M.  to  G'30  P.M.— More  lessons,  and  this  time 
toffee-making.  Head-Master  came  in,  and  find- 
ing BII.LT  POTTER  standing  on  his  head  on  Old 
KNIGHT'S  desk,  kept  us  all  in  during  tea-time. 
After  this  we  all  communicated  our  ideas  "  to 
BILLT  POTTKR,  and  coloured  his  eyes  beauti- 
fully. Old  KNIGHT  rather  disgusted  at  having 
to  mind  us  instead  of  getting  his  tea. 

9'15  P.M. — In  our  dormitory  at  last.  Saw  that 
the  place  was  all  right  for  the  night.  Screwed  up 
all  the  doors  belonging  to  the  masters'  rooms,  piled 
up  all  the  class-books  on  the  kitchen  fire,  and 
emptied  the  contents  of  the  beer  barrel  into  poor 
Ola  KNIGHT'S  wardrobe.  Then,  having  driven  the 
cow  into  the  best  drawing-room,  and  the  sow  and 
her  little  piggies  into  the  parent's  reception  par- 
lour, got  into  bed.  As  I  fell  off  to  sleep,  reflected 
that  on  the  whole,  I  had  found  out  the  way  to 
enjoy  a  happy  day,  and  wondered  if  Old  KNIGHT 
had  been  as  fortunate. 


2.  PROPOS  of  Christmas  Amusements,  should 
anyone  happen  to  mention  such  matters  at  this 
time  of  year,  you  may  say  that  the  game  of  cards 
called  "  Merry  Matches,"  issued  by  Messrs. 
W  THAN,  is  a  good  all-rounder,  and  very  much  in 
Young  Folks'  ways.  The  Merry  Matches  are  in 
their  own  box,  which,  by  the  way,  may  be  used 
as  an  excellent  substitute  for  a  cigarette  case.  So 
deal  out  the  merry  harmless  cards,  pour  out  the 
Champagne,  arntse  un  nen  ptiur  le*  pet  Us,  and  let 
the  toast  be  "  Wine  and  WTMAB  !  " 


A  SCKAP  of  Paper,  it  is  said,  is  to  be  revived 
at  the  St.  James's  soon  afUr  Christmas.  As  long 
as  a  theatre  is  doing  gvmiinely  good  business,  the 
Management  would  object  even  to  a  Scrap  of 
"Papw"  in  the  house.  The  na<on  for  the  non- 
adoption  of  the  electric  light  at  the  St.  Jatm  s's  is 
because  they  have  hitherto  found  Kendal-light 
sufficient.  If  this  tin  atrf  his  |i,in.  as  wo  hear, 
recent'  <o  a  little  cxt>  '.in.  ir 

was  in  consequence  of  the  demand  from  the  public 
for  "  More  Hare  !" 
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THOUGHT-READING. 

Irish  GeiU  (paying  deU  of  honour).    <: THERE'S  THE  SOVEREIGN  YE  KINDLY 
LIST  ME,  BROWN.     I  'M  SOBRV  I  HAVEN'T  BEEN  ABLE " 

Saxon  (pocketing  the  coin).    "NEVER  THOUGHT  OF  IT  FROM  THAT  DAY  TO- 
BY JOVE  !    'FORGOT  ALL  ABODT  IT  " 

Irish  Gent.  "BKDAD  !  I  WISH  YE'D  TOULD  ME  THAT  BEFORE!  " 

[  What  did  he  mean  ? 


"THE  PLAY'S  THE  THING!" 

THAT  nothing  short  of  an  educational  revolution  was  inevitably  about  to 
burst  upon  the  University,  must  have  been  evident  to  everybody  who  had 
an  opportunity  of  attending  the  several  performances  of  The  Birds  given  at 
Cambridge  during  the  course  of  the  past  week.  Sober  Heads  of  Houses  whc 
have  hitherto  shuddered  at  the  GERMAN  REED'S  Entertainment,  and  Learned 
Professors  who  have  only  once  or  twice  seen  a  Gaiety  Burlesque  on  the  sly, 
could  be  noticed  in  shoals  on  the  steps  of  the  theatre  convulsed  with  verve  and 
merriment,  while  freely  admitting  to  each  other  in  groups,  that  nothing  could 
withstand  the  all-encroaching  dramatic  spirit  of  the  age,  and  that  in  the  future 
the  footlights  must  take  their  proper  position  at  the  Universities  as  a  great 
educational  factor.  It  is  not  a  matter  of  surprise,  therefore,  that  no  time  has 
been  lost  in  the  organisation  of  some  scheme  calculated  to  give  a  practical  shape 
to  the  fervid  convictions  of  the  moment.  The  following  brief  account  of  an 
influential  meeting  on  the  subject,  held  only  yesterday  afternoon,  shows  at  a 
glance  how  rapidly  matters  are  already  progressing. 

On  the  assembling  yesterday  at  the  door  of  the  Senate  House  of  the  various 
Heads  of  Houses.  Professors,  Tutors,  and  others  interested  in  the  "New 
Dramatic  Degree  Movement,  there  was  again  by  common  consent  an  imme- 
diate adjournment  to  the  Theatre  Royal,  and  the  business  was,  as  on  the 
previous  occasion,  transacted  in  this  more  appropriately  and  agreeably  con- 
structed building.  A  Provincial  Company,  who  happened  to  be  rehearsing  al 
the  time,  having  been  good-humouredly  hustled  off  the  Stage  by  the  Proctors, 
1  f  ?rolnJ?t*r  Placed  a  "property  "  Doge's  Chair  under  the  "  T-light "  for  the  use 
the  V  ice-Chancellor.  On  occupying  it,  however,  he  introduced  such  an 
excellent  and  happily-conceived  bit  of  business  that  a  loud  and  spontaneous  roar 
of  laughter  and  several  shouts  of  "Encore!"  greeted  him  as  he  finally  sat 
down.  The  proceedings  then  commenced. 

The  Rev.  Chairman,  rising,  said  ho  need  not  recapitulate  to  such  an  assembly 

that  had  again  drawn  them  together  to  further  their  one  great 

immon  object,  namely,  the  incorporation  of  the  Stage  into  the  system  of  Univer- 

!,dncahon— (laud  cheers)— but  he  would  content  himself  with  reading  to 

i  the  lollowmg  brief  extract  from  an  Article  on  the  subject  that  appeared  th 


»ther  day  in  an  influential  evening  paper.  More, 
wrote  the  writer  of  that  Article,  "  can  be  learned  of 
Athenian  life,  and  also  of  the  comic  method  of  ARISTO- 
•HANES.  by  seeing  one  of  his  plays  put  on  the  Stage  than 
by  reading  all  the  eleven  which  are  extant.  Young 
men  will  find  a  new  interest  in  their  Greek  plays  when 
,hey  have  one  or  two  realised  before  their  eyes." 
Prolonged  applause.)  He  was  glad  to  hear  such  senti- 
ments greeted  in  that  fashion,  because  he  was  prepared 
o  go  even  further  than  the  writer  who  expressed  those 
views.  ("Hear!  hear  .'"  from  the  Jacksoman  Professor 
of  Natural  Philosophy.)  He  would  say  that  young  men 
would  not  find  a  new  interest  in  Greek  alone,  but  in 
everything  else  as  well,  when  they  had  once  had  every- 
hing realised  for  them  before  their  eyes.  (Applause.) 
^eed  he  say  more  ?  Everything  taught  in  their  Univer- 
sity ought  to  be  put  upon  the  Stage.  (Prolonged  cheering.) 
The  Plumian  Professor  of  Astronomy,  wno  had  on  a 
urge  Pantomime  demon's  head,  and  whose  appearance 
in  consequence  created  such  an  outburst  of  enthusiasm, 
;hat  he  could  be  but  with  difficulty  heard  when  he 
attempted  to  address  the  meeting  through  a  hole  under 
;he  chin,  said,  he  trusted  that  his  present  little  off- 
land  effort—  (criesof"  No,no!  it's  splendid  ")— might  be 
;aken  as  an  earnest  of  what  he  intended  to  do  in  his  own 
particular  line,  when  he  got  his  chance.  (Loud  cheers.) 
Be  had  already  ordered  a  black  cotton- velvet  astrologer's 
gown,  covered  with  the  signs  of  the  Zodiac  in  red  tinsel, 
and  he  had  also  given  a  commission  for  a  crocodile 
and  property  telescope,  which  he  hoped  and  believed 
would,  in  the  matter  of  size,  be  two  of  the  finest  things 
of  their  kind  ever  produced  in  Europe.  (Cheers.) 
Cambridge  must  march  with  the  times.  When  the  youth 
who  attended  his  lectures  had  once  had  realised  for  them 
before  their  eyes  what  an  astronomer  really  was— on  the 
stage — they  would  pick  up  more  from  him  and  his  comic 
method,  than  by  mere  poring  over  all  the  books  of 
astronomy  extant.  He  might  add,  that  the  great  feature 
of  his  reformed  lectures,  would  be  several  quite  gro- 
tesque magic-lantern  effects,  and  a  character-song  (with 
a  dance)  entitled  "lam  such  a  regular  Para-la-llax,' 
specially  written  for  him  by  a  distinguished  Doctor  of 
Music,  who  had  his  heart  and  soul  in  the  movement. 
(Great  cheering.) 

The  Queen's  Professor  of  Arabic  here  rose.  He  said 
he  had  no  wish  to  reflect  on  the  learned  Professor's  pro- 
gramme, but  he  trusted  that  the  dance  he  referred  to— 
("hear,  hear.'")— which  sounded  to  him,  if  he  might 
coin  an  expression,  rather  "  Music-hally "— (laughter) 
— would  in  no  way  interfere  with  his  course  of  lectures 
which  would  be  given  by  himself,  with  five  brother 
Professors  of  Arabic,  in  spangled  tights,  on  a  carpet  and 
red  velvet  bolster.  His  idea  was,  in  fact,  an  "  Arabian 
Drawing-room  Entertainment " — (cheers)— with  as  much 
lofty  tumbling  as  they  could  manage,  combined  with  a 
few  occasional  short  expressions  in  the  vernacular,  or 
even  in  dumb  show  addressed  to  the  audience.  ("  Excel- 
lent !  "  from  the  Professor  of  Experimental  Physics.)  He 
thought  this  would  give  a  stimulus  to  the  study  of  Arabic 
— at  least,  it  would  enable  the  earnest  student  to  under- 
stand something  of  Arabian  life.  (Applause.) 

The  Professor  of  Sanskrit  said  he  had  been  thinking 
of  the  same  sort  of  thing  himself — (laughter) — but  after 
what  had  dropped  from  his  learned  colleague,  he  felt 
he  must  fall  back  upon  something  else.  He  should  very 
probably  endeavour  to  try  and  charm  a  snake  or  two — 
("  hear  !  hear .'")— and  hoped  in  this  he  should  have  the 
kindly  co-operation  of  the  Professor  of  Zoology.  (A 
Voice:  "He  knows  nothing  about  it!")  Very  likely 
not.  (Roars  of  laughter.)  But  they  were  all  entering 
on  a  new  path,  and  he  could  learn.  For  his  own  part 
he  felt  sure  that  his  learned  colleague,  who  had  so  often 
skinned  a  snake  for  mere  instruction,  would  not  mind 
for  once  being  "  scotched  "  himself  in  the  higher  interests 
of  amusement.  (Cheers.) 

The  Woodwardian  Professor  of  Geology  said  he  meant 
to  illustrate  an  Earthquake.  (Cheers.)  He  was  already  ui 
communication  with  the  Manager  of  the  Princess's 
Theatre,  London,  and  was  engaging  a  Company  for  The 
Last  Days  of  Pompeii.  He  had  also  an  "Antediluvian 
Burlesque  "  in  hand— not  his  own—  (prolonged  cheering)  — 
introducing  all  the  principal  monsters  of  the  glacial 
period.  ("Oh,oh."')  It  was  a  fact,  and  he  hoped  to  play 
a  foreleg  of  something  effective  himself.  ( Cheers.) 

The  Public  Orator  here  rose,  and  was  about  to  read 
The  Charge  of  the  Light  Brigade,  but  was  greeted  with 
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THE    RIGHT    PIG    BY    THE    EAR. 

Poor  Piggy  (pleading  in  an  injured  tone}.  "On,  PLEASE,  SIR,  I  ONLY  THOUGHT  I  WAS  CARRYING  OUT  MR.  GLADSTONE'S  WISHES." 


such  a  prolonged  storm  of  disapproval,  that  he  had  ultimately  to 
resume  his  seat.  He  was.  however,  understood  to  say  that  he  would 
be  even  with  the  best  of  them  before  he  had  done. 

After  a  little  discursive  talk  as  to  the  future  holding  of  all  Public 
Examinations  in  the  Theatre,  and  the  desirability  of  entirely  sus- 
pending the  free-list  on  the  occasion,  the  Master  of  Trinity  said  that 
he  thought  that  henceforth  the  Vice-Chancellor  should  be  preceded 
by  a  regular  red-hot  Pantomime  Poker.  (Much  cheering.)  He 
thought  these  Stage  accessories  to  Academic  life  could  not  be  too 
much  insisted  upon.  And  he  was  of  opinion  that  their  present  busi- 
ness-like discussion  could  not  terminate  more  appropriately  than  in 
a  regular  Stage  banquet.  (Thunders  of  applause,  that  lasted  several 
minutes.)  He  would  be  happy  to  provide  that  entertainment  himself. 
(Soars  of  laughter,  in  ichich  the  Her.  Speaker  joined  heartily  himself.} 

After  the  customary  chorus  and  finale,  and  a  little  rough  horse- 
play, owing  to  the  Professor  of  Mechanism  and  Applied  Mechanics 
endeavouring,  in  vain,  to  show  the  Auditor  of  the  Chest  the  working 
of  a  Vampire-trap,  the  Meeting  was  adjourned  till  next  Tuesday. 


Strange  Omission. 

THERE  have  been  remarkable  sunsets  viewed  in  London.  East- 
bourne, Ramsgate,  and  many  other  places.  But  what  is  still  more 
remarkable  is,  that  not  one  of  the  awe-struck  Correspondents  who 
have  written  about  these  phenomena  to  the  daily  papers  has  expressed 
any  astonishment  at  having  teen  any  sunsets  at  all  in  England,  as 
every  place  where  these  strange  appearances  have  been  witnessed  is, 
of  course,  in  the  liritish  Empire,  on  which,  as  we  all  know,  "the 
Suit  nei-ir  sets."  So  that  is  the  first  wonder  to  get  over ;  the  blazing 
phenomena  are  of  second-rate  importance.  Yet,  though  not  super- 
stitious, we  firmly  believe  that  something  is  going  to  happen. 

"  GBIP."— Odd  name  for  a  paper  for  Lovs  !  Was  it  suggested  by 
Sarnaby  Rudge't  Raven  ?  Everyone  recollects  that  he  used  to  hop 
about  saying,  "  I  'm  a  Devil !  I  'm  a  Devil ! '"  It  also  croaked  out, 
"  Never  say  die  !  "  which  is  a  good  omen  for  a  literary  work,  even 
when  coming  from  a  Raven's  beak. 
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THE    NEW    NEPHELOCOCCUGIA; 

OR,  "BIRDS"  OF  A  MODERN  FEATHER. 

A  XOBI.E  Lord,  of  high  Parliamentary  repute,  considerable  literary 
power,  and  no  small  gift  of  acrid  Aristophanic  humour,  is,  we  under- 
stand, about  to  superintend  the  production  (at  H-tf-ld  H-se)  of  a 
modernised  adaptation  of  The  Birds.  We  have  the  peculiar  good 
fortune  to  be  able  to  present  to  our  readers  some  particulars  of  the 
proposed  cast,  together  with  a  brief  sketch  of  the  drama  and  a  few 
characteristic  extracts. 

Nephelococcugia  (or  Cau-cus-cloud-crow-land)  is,  in  'this  case, 
the  R-d-c-1  Utopia  or  Limbo,  intervenient,  in  these  dire  democratic 
days,  between  the  common  herd  of  earth-dwellers  and  the  high 
Olympian  Autocracy  of  the  old  oligarchical  times,  when  everything 
was  imperious,  imposing,  and—  especially—  "  impartial." 

The  following  are  some  of  the  chief  Dramatis  Persona  .— 

EPOPS  (Hoopoe-King  of  the  Birds,  formerly  Played  by 

ToRTrs,  King  of  Bocotia,  but  metamor- 

phosed    in     consequence     of     political 

philanderings)  ......  J-HN  B-LI. 

PEISTHETArROS  (a  Citizen,  disgusted  irith  his 

original  state,  who  trarels  to  seek  his  for- 

tune in  the  Kingdom  of  the  Birds.    A 

man  of  business  and  ability,  who  loves  to 

direct  everything  and  everybody.  Voluble, 

plausible,  sophistic]  .....  GL-DST-NE. 
EnELPrDES  (another   Citizen,   companion  of 

PEISTHETAIROS,  a  plain,  shrewd  person, 

with  an  eye  to  the  future)        .        .        .  CH-MB-RL-N. 
CHOKUS  OF  Brans  (subjects  of  EPOPS,  beguiled 

by  the  blandishments  of  PEISTHETAIROS 

and  the  cunning  of  ECELPIDES.      The 

latter  has  furnished  them  with  a  common 

crow-like  cry,  which  may  be  represented 

phonetically  thus:  "  Cau-cau-cau-cus''  ').  R-D-c- 
PROMETHEUS  (a  malcontent  personage,  up- 

lifted, but  timorous,  disguised  as  an  old 

woman  hiding  under  an  umbrella)  .        .  Q-RT-RLY  R-vr-w. 
IBIS  (Mtssenger  from   Olympus,  spry,  and 

grandiloquent)  ......  N-TI-N-L  R-VI-EW. 

i'OET   (iimmposmg,  but  rhetorical  personage, 

who  supplies  IRIS  with  most  of  her  tall- 

talk)  ......  t  ALFR-D  A-ST-N 

THE  PROPHETIC  BIRDS  (tftat  of  PEISTHETAI^ 

BOS  an  Owl,  sage,  serious,  and  earnest)  .  SP-CT-T-R. 
(that  of  ErELprDES,   noisy  fowl  who 

leads  the  clamorous  "  Cau-cau-cau-cus  " 

Chorus)    .......  SCH-DH-HST 

NEW-TOE  (one  of  the  Ambassadors  from  the 

elder  Gods,  a  formal,  dignified,  slightly 

Jussy  person  of  the  old  school).  .  N-RTHC-TE 

HMCCLES  (ditto,  ditto,  a  fiery,  wrong-headed 

personage,     powerful,     but     indiscreet 

carrying  a  huge  club  bearing  the  mystic 

word  "  Property  ")  .        .  S  L  SB  RT 

TBrBALtos    (ditto     ditto,    an    undisciplined,   ' 

mischievous     outside,"  deity-perky,  and 

sparrow-like    m     appearance,     causing 

much  vexation  to  the  temperate  NEPTTJNE 

by  his  gamm-like  outbursts)    .        .        .  R-ND-LPH  CH-RCH-LL. 

.er?Rn"m«^her  ^aracter3  °f  course,   but  these  will  give  our 
ome  idea  of  the  course  of  the  noble  Dramatist's  pfiy,  from 

T'^  ^°  *?,?>  ,more  than  a  few  extracts. 
ParabaslswlU  8howthat  "  is  not  without 


-LS. 


Owl  Coryphrfus. 
Ye  Children  of  Man !  whose  life  is  a  span, 

(A    [  that  scarce  worth  spending,  so  M-H-CK  would  say) 
Plodding  and  wingless,  morally  kingless, 
Fussy  and  Philistine  creatures  of  clav! 
A -Mid  to  the  words  of  the  R-d-c  1  Birds 
wj_he  °"ly  tr«e  Soarers,  the  heirs  of  air's  glories 

u    r,?ra  on  hi(fl1'  ^'h  a  pitving  eye, 
Scie  K    h,  r         a':(1,  frt't9.<t the  Wh-gs  ani  the  T-ri-s. 

-^jeo      of  late  Wlth  eternal  debate 
Aim  wild  Speculation  about  the  Creation 
Urjamcal  strife,  protoplasmical  life, 

Str  m^'tele? If"?'""8  °f  C03mic.al  motions  ; 

?splisi@i^ml 

feASi^iKssal. 


At  length  in  Creation's  great  germinal  closet 
Was  laid  a  most  precious  and  privy  deposit : 
A  Mystical  Egg  !    'Twas  the  radix  or  root 
Of  which  we  brave  Birds  are  the  ultimate  fruit, 
Who  rove  in  the  air,  triumphantly  furnished, 


.ions, 
burnished. 


To  range  its  dominions  on  glittering  pini 
All  golden,  and  azure,  and  blooming,  and  1 

For  Delphi,  for  Ammon,  Dodona,  in  fine 

For  every  oracular  temple  and  shrine, 

We  Birds  are  a  substitute  equal  and  fair, 

On  us  you  depend,  and  to  us  must  repair. 

Then  take  us  as  Gods,  and  be  ruled  by  our  nods ! 

We  '11  serve  for  all  uses,  as  prophets  and  muses. 

We  '11  lengthen  your  tether,  we  '11  all  live  together, 

We  '11  not  hide  in  air. 
Pompous  and  proud,  a-top  of  a  cloud, 
(In  old  Jovian  way)  but  attend  every  day 
To  prosper  and  bless  all  you  possess, 
Give  you  plenty  of  change,  and  unlimited  range, 
Reform  quite  ad  lib.,  and  a  champion  glib, 
To  whose  eloquence  voluble  all  things  seem  soluble. 
Partake  of  this  root,  which  King  Hoopoe  here  brings, 
Which  forces  the  growth  of  true  R-d-c-1  wings, 
And  then  you  '11  be  Birds,  blessed  Birds  of  our  band, 
And  free  of  the  City  of  Cloud- Cau-cus-land  ! 

Chorus. 

Nothing  can  be  more  golumpshus  than  the  having  wings  to  wear. 
Wingless,  T-ry-thralled  poor  mortals  step  up  here  and  try  a  pair ! 

The  new  NEPHELOCOCCT/GIA  with  its  clamorous,  cackling,  cawing, 
crowing,  clucking,  chirping,  croaking,  clapper-clawing  denizens,  is 
described  with  true  Aristophanic  verve — and  verjuice.  We  wish  we 
had  space  for  certain  pungent  passages  a  propos  of  the  pompous 
prolixity  of  Property-menacing  PEisinETAntos,  and  the  cockney 
Cockahoopoohiness  of  Cau-cus-chorus-leading  EUELPIDES.  We  can, 
however,  only  give  extracts  from  the  scenes  describing  the  reception 
of  the  Olympian  Embassy, — 

Neptune,  The  Tribal/tan  Envoy,  Hercules. 
Nep.  There 's  NEPHELOCOCCTJGIA  !  that 's  the  town 

Bird-built,  whose  airy  battlements  defy  us. 

[Turning  to  the  TRIBALLIAIT. 

But  you  !    Why,  what  a  regular  guy  you  are  ! 

Look  like  a  Bird  yourself !    Don't  cock  your  nose, 

And  wag  your  tail  in  that  preposterous  way ! 

They  '11  take  you  for  a  sparrow. 

Or  a  Woodcock. 
Tn.    Drop  it,  old  Cockalorums !  Bah  !  Yah !  Booh ! 

Leave  me  alone,  or  I  '11  upset  the  pair  o'  you ! 
Nep.  Why  did  they  send  him  with  us  ?    Hercules, 

I  say,  what  shall  we  do  ?    What 's  your  idea  ? 
Her.  Do  ?    Take  that  PEISTHETAIBOS  by  the  throat- 
That  throat  whence  flow  exuberant  sophistries 

Which  are  the  cause  of  all  our  tribulations— 

And  throttle  him ! 

-  -j--  Hush !    Our  "  tip  "  you  know  is  peace. 

Her.  That  makes  no  difference ;  or  if  it  does, 

It  makes  me  long  to  throttle  him  the  more  ! 

Pei.  (very  busy,  affecting  not  to  see  them).  Give  me  the  Brummagem 
Spice.    Where 's  the  Leeds  Sauce  ? 

Municipal  pickle,  too.    Come,  mend  our  fires ! 
Her.  Mortal,  we  greet  and  hail  you  !    Three  of  us, 

Three  deities 

Pcis.  (without  looking  up).  But  I  'm  engaged  at  present. 

Busy,  you  see,  seasoning  our  next  big  dish. 
Her.  (aside).  To  dish  us,  I  suppose.    (Aloud.)    What's  in  the  dish  ? 

Birds  seemingly. 
Peis.  (without  looking  up).  Some  very  weak-shanked  creatures, 

Opposed  to  the  popular  democratic  Birds, 

Rendered  themselves  obnoxious. 
Her-    .  So  you  dish  them  ! 

Just  like  disloyal  democratic  ways. 
Peis.  (looking  up).  Oh  !  bless  me,  Hercules,  I  'm  so  glad  to  see  you  ? 

What  is- your  business? 
Her.  (breaking  out  and  flourishing  his  club  wildly). 

To  pull  you  down, 

And  bring  your  precious  cloud-built  noisy  nest 

Of  clamorous  birds  at  once  about  your  ears, 

You  puffed  up,  prolix,  property-menacing 

DISINTEGRATOR  ! ! ! 
Iris  (hysterically).  Go  it!     That 's  the  style  ! 

Just  like  our  old  club-wielder ! 
Prometheus  (flourishing  his  umbrella).  Hear !  Hear !  Hear ! 

Fire,  fire  away,  and  I  '11  take  notes— and  print  'em ! 


Her. 


Nep. 
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.\i />.   in-iiii/iiKj  hix  hands  dixtrtu-trdly).  Oh!  dear,  dear,  dear,  dear, 

this  will  ncri-r  do  ! 
Tnb.   (Mi,//:/ t'"//i/'.    Hurroo!     Yohoicks !      Bird-leader,   here    be 

Chorus  of  Birds  (rushing  f<>  the,  rescue). 

-niii-riix  .'       Ctiu-i'int-eillt-i    >  -CUll-CUi  ! 

•  ••'••'• 

We  think  that  these  specimen  passages  will  make  the  public 
anxious  for  the  performance  of  this  masterpiece  of  the  modern  poli- 
tical Aristophanes. 

THE    SPEAKER. 

(A  Handbook  to  Ready-made  Oratory.) 
PART  VII.— BAR  AITD  BEXCH. 

AT  a  first  glance  it  would  be  imagined  that  "  the  Gentlemen  of  the 
Long  Robe  '*  scarcely  require  a  guide  to  declamation.  It  is  one  of 
the  duties  of  an  Advocate  to  defend,  in  eloquent  terms,  the  interests 
of  his  Clients.  Certainly,  rhetoric  is  not  greatly  appreciated  in  those 
Courts  in  which  Equity  is  said  particularly  to  prevail  over  Law,  but 
at  the  Old  Bailey,  or  in  any  other  place  where  a  common  or  special 
jury  congregates,  a  silvery  tongue  is  of  the  last  importance.  But  a 
Barrister  may  be  safely  left  to  himself  to  speak  when  called  upon  in 
Court.  If  he  fails  in  his  first  attempt,  there  will  be  no  necessity  to 
try  to  teach  him  to  do  better  in  the  future,  as  the  chances  are  enor- 
mously against  his  ever  having  a  second  chance.  Solicitors  are 
chary  of  repeating  unsuccessful  experiments.  So  it  _may  be  taken 
that  any  attempt  to  assist  a  Barrister  in  becoming  proficient  in  foren- 
sic oratory  would  be  absolutely  futile.  If  a  man  after  undergoing 
the  extremely  severe  examination  now  required  by  the  Council  of  Legal 
Education  before  he  can  be  called  to  the  Bar,  cannot  speak  in  Court, 
he  had  better  for  ever  hold  his  peace,  as,  in  point  of  fact,  no  doubt 
he  will.  But  although  this  Handbook  cannot  teach  a  Counsel  what 
to  say  in  the  Royal  Courts,  it  may,  at  any  rate,  contain  a  few  short 
speeches,  warranted  to  prove  admirable  in  their  results  if  addressed 
to  a  certain  sort  of  Solicitor.  Below,  then,  are  given — 

Half-a-dozen  Speeches  to  be  addressed  by  Counsel  as  occasion  requires. 

"  My  dear  fellow,  as  you  say,  it  is  a'  most  comfortable  Club ! 
"What!  you  would  bke  to  belong  to  it!  I  am  on  the  Committee. 
Pray  let  me  put  you  up  P  " 

"  I  say,  my  boy,  what  are  you  doing  on  Thursday  ?  If  not 
better  engaged,  will  you  and  Madame  come  and  dine  with  us  ?  " 

"  Look  here,  old  man.  My  wife  wants  Mrs.  TIMOTHY  and  her 
charming  daughters  to  share  her  carriage  with  her  at  the  Eton  and 
Harrow  Match.  We  might  join  them  later." 

"  This  is  the  best  glass  of  Port  I  have  ever  tasted !  What !  still 
twenty  dozen  left  in  your  cellar !  Well,  all  I  can  say  is  that  I  hope 
you  will  give  me  plenty  of  opportunities  on  future  occasions  of 
tasting  it ! " 

"  I  confess,  my  dear  friend,  that  I  cannot  see  any  reason  why  the 
Profession  should  be  divided  into  two  branches.  But  until  they  are 
amalgamated,  I  suppose,  to  the  best  of  our  ability,  we  must  share  the 
work  between  us." 

"  By  the  way,  old  fellow,  I  think  your  people  know  that  I  have 
changed  my  address  at  Lincoln's  Inn.  Eli '(  ' 

It  will  be  obvious  to  any  stutf-gownsman  that  the  above  speeches, 
if  made  judiciously — one  of  the  four  lir»t  always  being  used  and  pre- 
ceding either  of  the  two  last— will  not  fail  to  do  good.  They  must 
of  course  be  addressed  to  the  proper  people — to  the  "Hearts"  not 
the  "Heads"  of  the  Profession.  That  good,  although  lasting,  will 
be — brief. 

Turning  from  the  Bar  to  the  Bench,  the  raison  d'etre  of  this  Hand- 
book, so  far  as  the  forensic  Profession  is  concerned,  becomes  more 
discernible.  Their  Lordships  seldom  deliver  orations  in  private  life, 
or,  if  they  do,  those  orations  are  imperfectly  reported  in  the  news- 
papers. The  Judges  are  "understood  to  have  thought"  this  or 
"believed  to  have  agreed  upon"  that;  but  at  this  point  certainty 
ends,  and  doubt  commences.  To  say  the  least,  sucn  vague  para- 
graphs are  far  from  satisfactory.  To  come  to  a  modern  instance. 
Nothing  could  have  been  more  shadowy  than  somr  yings 

ascribed  to  Lord  COLERIDGE  after  his  recent  visit  to  America.  Lnder 
these  circumstances,  it  will  be  as  well  to  conclude  this  part  by  giving 
two  specimen  speeches — one  that  might  have  been  delivered  by  a 
Judge  of  the  modern  school,  and  one  by  a  Judge  who  respects  old- 
fashioned  traditions.  It  must  be  remembered  that  however  distaste- 
ful some  of  the  sentiments  of  their  Lordships  might  appear  to  the 
Bar,  all  of  the  judicial  remarks  would  be  received,  according  to 
precedent,  with  the  utmost  deference. 

Utterly  superfluous  Speech  by  n  Judge  of  the  Modern  School : — 
Gentlemen  of  the  Bar!  (All  the  Barristers  in  Court  immediately 
rise  to  their  feet,  and  listen  intent.lt/in  an  attitude  of  the  most  respect- 
ful attention.)  As  I  feel  rather  disinclined  this  morning  to  continue 
the  work  of  the  Court  in  my  customary  nap-hazard  manner,  I  pro- 


pose suspending  the  business  which  has  brought  us  here  togetln  r. 
while  I  make  some  remarks  of  a  general  character.  I  trust  this  will 
suit  the  convenience  of  Counsel. 

Leader  of  the  Bar  (booing).  On  behalf  of  myself  and  my  learned 
friends,  representing  between  us  the  interests  of  one  hundred  and 
fifty-seven  Cljents,  I  beg  to  inform  your  Lordship  that  your  Lord- 
ship's suggestion  meets  with  our  entire  approval. 

Judge.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  But  before  I  say  anything  more,  I 
must  complain  very  bitterly  of  the  New  Law  Courts  in  which  you 
are  now  standing.  Although  by  virtue  of  my  office  I  am  a  staunch 
supporter  of  the  Constitution,  I  still  claim  to  be  a  Member  of  the 
Great  Republic  of  Taste.  Some  of  the  Bar  may  have  heard  this 
declaration  from  the  Bench  before  ? 

Leader  of  the  Bar  (bowing).  I  am  informed  by  some  of  my  learned 
friends  that  your  Lordship  is  quite  correct  in  your  supposition. 

Judge.  I  thought  so.  Not  only  are  these  Courts  hideous,  but  the 
accommodation  on  the  Bench  is  so  scanty  that  I  have  been  unable  to 
find  room  for  the  bevy  of  Ladies  who  usually  honoured  us  with  their 
presence  on  any  occasion  when  the  proceedings  were  of  more  than 
ordinary  interest.  Having  abused  the  Law  Courts,  I  will  now  turn 
my  attention  to  what  we  may  coll  procedure.  I  have  been  very 
much  struck  with  American  Institutions.  It  will  be  remembered 
that  one  of  our  Lordships  (to  quote  from  the  formula  in  use  on  the 
9th  of  November)  has  recently  been  touring  through  the  United 
States,  accompanied  by  a  picked  forensic  company,  and  bos  been 
received  with  considerable  enthusiasm.  Some  of  the  Gentlemen  of 
the  Bar  may  remember  the  circumstance  ? 

Leader  of  the  Bar  (bowing).  It  is  within  the  recollection  of  many 
of  my  learned  friends  that  his  Lordship  was  received  with  a 
cordiality  only  equalled  by  that  afforded  to  Jumbo  the  Elephant  and 
IRVING  the  Comedian. 

Judge.  Exactly.  Well,  it  is  the  intention  of  my  brothers  and 
myself  gradually  to  revolutionise  the  Bar.  We  propose  to  sweep 
away  all  old  forms.  We  consider  that,  although  a  Barrister  has  to 
undergo  a  special  training  and  to  pass  a  special  examination,  there 
is  no  reason  why  he  should  enjoy  anv  particular  privileges  over  the 
members  of  the  junior  branch  of  the  Profession. 

Leader  of  the  Bar  (bowing).  On  behalf  of  myself  and  my  learned 
friends,  acting  on  behalf  of  those  who  have  instructed  us,  we  beg  to 
thank  your  Lordship  for  this  observation.  However,  we  think  it 
right  to  say,  on  our  own  behalf,  that  we  are  merely  carrying  out  our 
instructions. 

Judge.  Just  so.  We  propose  following  the  lead  of  the  Benchers  of 
the  Inns  of  Court  who,  haying  no  sympathy  with  the  members  of  the 
Junior  Bar,  have  done  their  utmost  of  late  years  to  swamp  the  Pro- 
fession with  what  I  may  call  Converted  Solicitors.  It  must  be 
remembered  that  when  my  brothers  and  myself  were  colled  to  the 
Bar,  a  Barrister  was  not  required  to  know  anything  about  law  ;  and 
to  this  day  some  of  our  number  are  still  rather  deficient  in  this 
branch  of  forensic  study,  so  that  the  fact  of  finding  Solicitors  pos- 
sessing a  smattering  of  the  science,  has  filled  us  with  feelings  of 
respect,  not  to  say  awe.  So — to  put  it  briefly — we  have  determined 
to  do  our  best  to  despoil  the  body  from  which  we  have  sprung.  By 
revoking  the  privileges  gained  by  Barristers  at  the  cost  of  years  of 
study  and  hundreds  of  pounds,  we  hope  before  long  to  enable  Solici- 
tors to  fill  a  far  prouder  position  than  that  they  now  so  ably  occupy. 
1  trust  this  announcement  will  afford  satisfaction  to  the  Bar. 

Leader  of  the  Bar  (bowing).  Any  observation  of  your  Lordship 
must  of  necessity  be  received  with  satisfaction  by  my  learned  friends 
and  myself— even  the  scheme  your  Lordship  "has  just  been  good 
enough"  to  sketch  out,  which  seems  to  have  for  its  main  object  our 
immediate  ruin ! 

Judge.  Just  so.  And  now,  as  I  have  had  my  say,  I  think  we  will 
resume  the  business  of  the  Court. 

[The  business  of  the  Court  is  returned. 

So  much  for  Specimen  No.  1.    Now  for  Specimen  No.  2.  :— 
I'/terly  superfluous  Speech  of  a  Judge  who  respects  old-fas/n 

Traditions.— A  Judge  who  respects  old-fashioned  traditions,  never 

makes  an  utterly  superfluous  speech ! 

Cupid  to  Order. 

Is  a  suit  for  the  Restitution  of  Conjugal  Rights  (when  is  this 
absurd  portion  of  the  Law  to  be  abolished  ?),  the  President  orders 
"  an  attachment."  This  is  Love  to  order  with  a  vengeance.  If  the 
order  is  not  complied  with,  then  the  President  goes  a  step  further, 
and  "  orders  an  attachment  to  issue."  But  what  if  there  be  no 
issue  ?  The  Law  utterly  fails.  There 's  a  cynicism  about  the  asso- 
ciation of  wreckage  with  marriage  in  the  Divorce  and  Admiralty 
Divisions  being  under  the  same  President. 


Is  England  there  are  Masonic  Dinners,  and  Charitable  Society 
Dinners  of  all  sorts  :  "  Nothing  can  be  done  without  a  dinner," — 
which  is  exactly  what  the  starving  poor  say. 
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THINGS    ONE    WOULD    RATHER    HAVE    LEFT    UNSAID. 

Enter  Mr.  Chesterfield  Grandison  Polls.   "  How  D  'YE  DO,  MY  DEAR  MRS.  PETTIFER  f    I  'VE  COME  TO  CONGRATULATE  YOU  ON  YOUR 

PERFORMANCE  OF  TUB  LADY  OF  LVOttS,    AT  MRS.   TOMKYNS'.S.      IT   WAS  SIMPLY  PERFECT!" 

Distinguished  Lady  Amateur.  "On,  FAR  FROM  piRFhcr,  I  FEAR!    To  BE  PERFECT,  ALAS!  THE  PART  OF  PAVLISB  REQUIRES  THAT 

ONE  SHOULD  BE  YUUXQ  AND  LOVELY,  YOU  KNOW!" 

Mr.  C.  0.  Potts  (u-ho  piques  himself  on  his  old-fashioned  courtesy) .  "MY  DEAR  LADY,  YOU  ARE  A  LlVIXQ  PROOF  TO  THE  CONTRARY .'" 


"TEMPORA.  MUTANTUR." 

"  SirCiiARLES  DILKE,  who  has  been  the  guest  of  the  QUEEN,  left  Windsor 
Castle  yesterday  morning,  upon  the  conclusion  of  his  visit  to  the  Palace,  and 
returned  to  London." — Daily  Paper,  November  29. 

SCENE—  The  Interior  of  Her  Majesti/'s  Boudoir  for  the  transaction  of 
Public  Jlusiness.  Desk  covered  with  numberless  Official  Docu- 
ments, Despatch-Soxes,  $c.  Present — The  QUEEN  and  Sir 
CHARLES  DILKE. 

Her  Majesty.  It  gives  me  the  greatest  satisfaction,  Sir  CHARLES, 
to  repeat  to  you  in  person  my  very  hearty  thanks  for  the  many  visits 
you  have  paid  to  the  dwellings  of  the  Poor  in  London. 

Sir  Charles  (bouing).  I  can  assure  you,  Madam,  that  had  not 
vi, ur  Majesty  made  the  suggestion,  my  own  sense  of  duty  would 
have  caused  me  to  undertake  the  task. 

Her  Mujrsty  (smiling).  You  know  it  is  a  tradition  in  our  family 
to  do  our  best  for  the  sick  and  destitute.  My  children  are  never  so 
happy  as  when  they  are  assisting  to  establish  Homes  or  Hospitals. 
And  now,  before  you  conclude  a  visit  which  I  trust  has  been  a  very 
pleasant  one  to  both  of  us— (Sir  CHARLES  bows  loir)— let  me  see  if  'I 
clearly  understand  what  you  have  said.  It  is  your  opinion  that 
legislation  directed  to  ameliorate  the  condition  of  the  Poor — (Sir 
CHARLES  bores,  and  murmurs  beneath  his  breath,  "  The  Pro- 
letariat"}— is  the  safest  mode  of  protecting  our  present  Consti- 
tution ;  that,  in  fact,  kindness— charity  and  real  interest — shown  to 
beggars  and  those  who  are  forced  to  live  with  criminals— if  not. 
indeed,  to  criminals  themselves— is  the  best,  if  not  the  only,  method 
of  nipping  Communism  in  the  bud.  Is  not  this  the  sense  of  what 
you  have  said  to  me  ? 

Sir  Charles  (in  a  deprecating  tone).  Certainly,  Madam ;  although 
I  scarcely  ventured  to  use  the  very  plain  expressions  vour  Majesty 
has  graciously  adopted. 
Her  Majesty  (tcilh  a  smile).  I  thought,  Sir  CHARLES,  you  were 


fond  of  plain-speaking.  I  have  a  very  good  memory,  and  fancy  that 
no  one  could  ever  accuse  you  of  not  having  the  courage  of  your 
opinions.  (Handing  Sir  CHARLES  a  copy  of  a  popular  periodical.)  You 
will  see  that  you  have  not  been  forgotten  this  week  by  Mr.  Punch. 
Let  me  tell  you,  Sir  CHABLES,  that  there  are  not  very  many  of  my 
subjects  who  can  boast  of  having  figured  as  the  hero  of  an  entirely 
complimentary  Cartoon.  But  I  think,  as  usual,  Mr.  Punch  has 
shown  wise  discrimination — you  deserve  the  distinction.  I  suppose 
you  are  very  conversant  with  his  pages  ? 

Sir  Charles.  I  know  every  line  Mr.  Punch  has  written  by  heart, 
Madam.    I  see  that  your  Majesty  has  been  studying  Volume  Sixty- 
two.    (Looking  through  the  leaves  of  a  book  lyina  on  the  table.)    Dear 
me,  how  time  nies  ;  this  was  actually  published  eleven  years  ago  ! 
[Suddenly  starting  and  regarding  Cartoon  for  March  3Wh,  1872, 
intently. 

Her  Majesty  (smiling).  I  can  guess  the  picture  that  has  attracted 
your  attention.  It  was  produced  just  after  a  silly  thoughtless  boy 
had  pointed  an  empty  pistol  at  my  carriage,  and  Mr.  Punch,  with  his 
customary  ingenuity,  had  turned  the  incident  to  account.  There  was 
a  certain  young  enthusiast  in  those  days  who,  full  of  good  intentions, 
had  not  quite  attained  to  years  of  discretion.  This  young  enthusiast 
in  his  zeal  for  reform,  and  hatred  of  shams,  attacked  good  and  bac 
together,  without  showing  much  discrimination.  Mr.  Punch 
pictured  this  young  enthusiast  aiming  a  blow  at  the  Throne  itself 
and  excusing  his  conduct  on  the  score  "  that  there  was  nothing  in 
it !  "  Ah  !  that  picture  appeared  eleven  years  ago,  and  I  feel  certain 
that  that  young  enthusiast  must  have  taken  the  lesson  to  heart 
Yes.  I  am  told  by  his  colleagues,  that  he  is  one  of  the  hardest 
working  Ministers  of  theCrown-able.straightforward,  loyal— asmticl 
a  friend  to  his  Sovereign  as  to  her  People  !  (Smiling.)  Are  you  stil 
looking  at  that  Cartoon,  which  seems  so  strange  to  us  nowadays  ? 

Sir  Charles  (bowing  to  the  around,  with  the  Volume  in  his    hand) 
Xo,  Madam,  when  I  came  to  that  Cartoon,  I  thought  it  time  to  turn 
.eaf !  [Scene  closes  in  upon  a  i-ery  pleasant  picture 
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HAMLET,    PRINCE   OF   BIRMINGHAM. 

"  Enter  HAMLET  and  (U.N'CERTAIX  PLATERS." 

FIRST  PLAYER  (H-KT-.VGT-K).  "  I  HOPE,  SIR,  WE  SHALL  REFORM   THIS  LVDIFFEREXT  WELL 
HAMLET  (CH-MB-RL-N-)— [impatient!,/].  "  O  REFORM  IT  ALTOGETHER  '.  .'  " 

Act  III.,  Sc.  2  (adapter). 
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THE    FAIRYLAND    REVIEW. 

Is  "  slating  "  fit  for  fairy  hands  ?    By  any  chance  could  you 

Imagine  Fairies  writing  for  the  Twaddlesome  Review  f 

Or  penning  heavy  eoluinnx  in  a  carping,  captious  key, 

And  being  rude  and  quarrelsome  'neath  shelter  of  the  "  We." 

Of  course  not,  so  in  merry  rhyme  some  Christmas  books  we  '11  "  do," 

In  a  light  and  airy  fashion,  for  the  Fairyland  Review. 

But  first  let 's  speak  well  by  the  card,  or  rather  by  the  Cards, 
For  here  they  are  in  thousands,  with  "  Best  wishes,    "  Kind  retards." 
Enough  to  build  a  House  of  Cards  just  now  have  come  to  hand, 
Or  build  a  Paper  Palace  in  delicious  Fairyland ! 

Here 's  RAPHAEL  TUCK  with  packs  on  packs,  a  vast  and  brave  array, 

With  etchings,  colour  symphonies — an  elegant  display  ! 

E'en  though  you  sneer  at  Christmas  Cards,  you  11  feel  inclined  to 

gush 

O'er  wondrous  screens  and  novelties  in  satin,  silk,  and  plush  1 
And  MARCUS  WARD,  who  revels  in  variety  untold, 
Has  bees  and  books  and  butterflies,  all  glorious  with  gold, 
With  rare  artistic  wonders,  too,  so  beautiful  and  bright, 
In  pictures,  poems,  and  welcomes  most  daintily  bedight. 

But  HILDESHEIMER- FAULKNER,  as  everybody  knows, 

Have  scores  of  lovely  studies  of  the  lily  and  the  rose : 

With  dicky-birds  and  pussy-cats,  with  rare  conceit  or  rhyme, 

Enshrining  pleasant  greeting  for  the  merry  Christmas  time  ! 

The  figures(  flowers  and  calendars  undoubtedly  are  good, 

With  tiny  ians  of  novel  form,  from  EYRE  AND  SPOTTISWOODE  ; 

And  PKANO  &  Co.  and  ACKERMANN  send  marvels  of  design, 

And  SCHIPPKR'S  tiger-lilies  are  indubitably  fine  ! 

JOHN  WALKER  sends  hand-painted  cards,  on  ivory  they  're  limned, 

On  dainty  satin  cushions  all  most  radiantly  trimmed  ; 

While  SPARAGNAPANE — suggestive  name  for  this  most  skilful  man — 

He  '11  "  spare  nae  pain  "  to  Cosaques  make  as  lovely  as  he  can. 

O'er  TOM  SMITH'S  Christmas  Crackers  you  '11  gleefully  rejoice, 

They  're  wonderfully  various  and  exquisitely  choice. 

Here  are  countless  books  for  babies,  you  scarce  know  which  to  take — 

Mrs.  BABKER  will  enchant  you  with  her  Little  Wideawake  : 

'Tis  full  of  coloured  pictures,  which  make  each  story  clear, 

By  CHARLOTTE  WEEKS,  and  others,  with  KATE  GREENAWAY,  and 

WHIR. 

The  book  about  King  Arthur  you  will  be  delighted  with, 
The  drawings  are  by  FRASER  and  the  history  by  FRITH  ; 
To  very  great  advantage  in  Asrente  does  he  appear, 
In  telling  of  the  perils  of  the  hardy  mountaineer. 
The  verses  on  bold  Robin  Hood,  that  outlaw  of  renown, 
Are  edited  by  RITSON  and  the  drawings  are  by  BROWNE. 
And  Err.ry  (iirl's  and  Every  Soy's  are  Annuals  to  buy — 
A  fact  which  all  the  boys  and  girls  immediately  descry  I 
St.  Xichnlns  in  volumes  is  a  fund  of  pure  delight 
For  children  of  all  altitudes  at  morning,  noon,  and  night. 

Only  a  Chilil,  a  story  is  by  M.  A.  ELLIS  writ, 

With  pictures  to  propitiate  each  frolicsome  young  chit. 

Blind  Mian't  Holiday  's  a  welcome  work,  by  one  who  seldom  fails, 

With  ABSOLON  to  illustrate  a  string  of  merry  tales. 

Afternoon  Tea  has  wondrous  charm,  its  pictures  are  so  quaint, 

'Tis  just  the  book,  the  very  book,  for  baby-hands  to  paint ; 

And  SOWERP.Y  and  ElOCEBSOH  you  easily  may  see, 

Are  ever  hailed  by  little  ones  with  joyfulness  and  glee  ! 

While  youngsters  who  would  like  to  know  of  boats  and  blocks  and 

sails 
Should  give  their  minds  to  studying  Ships,  Birds,  and  Wonder  Tales. 

The  Fairies  writ  by  ALLTNRITAM,  most  joyfully  you  '11  read- 
Miss  GERTRUDE  THOMSON'S  pictures  they  :ire  excellent  indeed ! 
The  Fairy  Horn,  by  TJTETRE  SMITH,  pray  don't  forget  to  view. 
Or  overlook  another  SMITH  who  writes  The  Babe's  Debut  : 
And  every  word  vou  '11  master — with  no  desire  to  skim — 
In  very  clever  Clever  Hans,  by  dear  old  Brothers  GRIMM. 
A  skilful  author  deftly  spins  a  pleasant  children's  yarn 
Which  HENNESSEY  well  illustrates— they  call  it  Hannah  Tarne. 

Ah  !  Nights  with  Uncle  Remus  will  scare  away  all  gloom  ; 

For  such  an  uncle,  TOMMIES  will  all  cheerfully  make  room ! 

The  tale  of  dear  old  Robinson—our  Crusoe  brave  and  bold — 

In  words  of  single  syllables  is  curiously  told  ; 

By  clever  Miss  GODOLPHIN,  and  most  artfully  does  she 

Adapt  for  baby  paraphrase  the  old  Siciss  Fainilfe. 

But  nere  is  Old  Wires'  Fables  writ  by  EDOUARD  LABOFLAYE  ; 

And  here  's  The  Children's  Christmas  you  're  delighted  to  survey  : 

MYLES  BIRKET  FOSTER'S  music  wed  to  R.  S.  WATSON'S  lays— 

A  mighty  pleasant  volume  makes  for  merry  Christmas  days ! 

Sheer  Pluck,  With  Clire  in  India,  are  books  boys  can't  put  down, 
The  author  is  GEORGE  HENTY,  and  the  artist  GORDON  BHOWITE  ; 


Who,  in  The  Golden  Magnet— by  the  skilful  MAXVILLE  PETIT — 

With  clever  graphic  pencil  gives  a  piquancy  to  pen : 

In  Wigwam  and  the  War-path,  too.  his  talent  has  full  scope, 

To  illustrate  the  stories  that  are  tola  by  ASCOTT  Hoix. 

Picked  up  at  Sea,  by  HUTCHESON,  you  '11  gladly  read,  no  doubt, 

And  a  score  or  two  of  others  we  can't  now  write  about. 

And  here  the  Fairies  pause  for  play,  they  fain  would  dance,  and  so 
You  '11  wait  for  information  from  TITANIA  &  Co. 


IN  THE  TIME  OF  THE  RESTAURATION. 

WE  have,  a  long  time  ago,  of  course,  "  Dreamt  that  we  dwelt  in 
marble  halls,  with  vassals  and  serfs  by  our  side,"  but  we  only  realised 
it  the  other  night  at  the  Holborn  Restaurant,  when,  the  vassals  and 
serfs  being  represented  by  the  civil  and  attentive  waiters,  "  of  all  who 
assembled  within  those  walls,  we  were  their  hope  and  their  pride  " — 
that  is,  up  to  a  certain  well-earned  bonus,  which,  except  when  "  No 
Fees"  is  the  rule  on  penalty  of  dismissal,  is  always  du«  to  ROBERT 
the  Waiter. 

It  is  also  a  long  time  since  we  have  been  in  this  part  of  the  Holborn 
Restaurant  Restaurated.  There  is  nothing  like  it  anywhere,  aa  far 
as  our  recollection  serves,  in  London  or  in  Paris. 

Seeing  the  Holborn  full,  but  not  overcrowded,  and  vacant 
places  immediately  filled  up  by  relays  of  Diners, — we  may  para- 
phrase the  words  of  Mr.  E.  L.  BLANC  HARD'S  immortal  contribution 
toJNigger  Minstrelsy,  and  sing, 

"  We  've  been  to  the  East,  we  've  been  to  the  We«t, 
•  We  've  been  to  South  Carolina," 

Which  isn't  a  fact,  but  it  saves  trouble  to  retain  this  line  as  it  stands 
in  the  original, — 

"  But  of  all  the  things  we  'd  like  to  be  belt, 
It  is  the  Holborn  Diner." 

And  to  Mr.  J.  MOLLOY'S  sweet  air  of  "  Dinah  Doe  "  might  be  set 

"  0  Diner,  Diner,  Diner,  Diner  at  the  Hol- 
born uyn'  he  for  a  guinea 
Hay  dine  four,  nor  spend  a  pinny 
More  than  that  if  your  way  you  know." 

Only  you  mustn't  sing  this  while  the  band  is  performing,  nor,  indeed, 
when  it  isn't,  unless  you  keep  it  to  yourself,  in  which  case,  you  may 
give  yourself  as  many  airs  as  you  like  without  interfering  with  any- 
body. The  salon  where  we  were  entertained  is  one  of  the  public 
dining-rooms,  and  it  at  once  occurred  to  a  musician  of  our  party, 
"  What  a  Hall  of  Music  it  would  make";  while  the  ladies  imme- 
diately discovered  that  it  would  be  magnificent  as  a  Ball-room. 
Wouldn't  it  be  splendid !  A  fancy  bail  here !  Well  it  would, 
but  ....  "  Yes,  with  supper  in  the  Venetian  saloon."  Ah!  that's 
another  matter.  But  we  are  satisfied  with  it  as  a  Restaurant. 

Just  think  what  the  old  chop-house  used  to  be !  Ladies  couldn't 
go  there,  and  if  you  wanted  to  give  them  a  dining-out  treat, — just 
something  out  of  the  usual  run, — and  quite  equivalent  (so  it  might 
be  artfully  put)  to  a  visit  to  Paris  without  the  "  crossing  "—though 
this  might  be  included  by  walking — you  had  to  take  them  to  an 
expensive  hotel,  dine  in  a  private  room,  and  were  compelled  to  make 
a  party  of  it  in  order  to  be  at  all  lively.  But  here,  DAUBY  and  JOAN 
can  go  in,  take  their  little  table  all  to  themselves,  a  table  gar- 
nished with  fruit  and  flowers,  while  the  band,  bidden  to  discourse, 
does  so  in  the  second  gallery,  and  you  can  play  a  good  knife  and 
fork  (spoon  too  if  you  like,  sotto  race,  of  course)  to  its  accompaniment. 

Then  if  you  are  not  going  to  risk  indigestion  and  draughts  by  going 
to  a  theatre,  you  can  at  8'30  call  for  the  fragrant  Mocha,  the  quali- 
fying chasse,  and  strike  the  light  lucifer  previous  to  applying  it  to 
your  cigar.  Then  you  can  lean  back  in  your  chair,  and  regard 
your  convives  with  that  feeling  of  entire  satisfaction  which  comes 
over  a  good  man  when  he  has  well  dined,  and  you  will  say  that  this 
is  the  best  possible  Restaurant  in  the  best  of  all  possible  worlds. 
Then,  being  in  a  "  merry  mood,"  you  will  call  for  the  attentive 
Manager,  Mr.  HAMP.  ana  with  aa  aspirate,  emphasis  gratia,  tell 
him  you  have  done  Hample  justice  to  the  menu  and  to  the  Pom- 
mery,  which  is  here,  1  believe,  a  speciality.  A  Frenchman,  say  the 
observant  MAX  O'RKLL,  would  conclude,  from  seeing  the  number  of 
people  dining  at  the  Holborn,  that  the  English  are  not  a  domestic 
people  ;  that  they  are  always  frequenting  Restaurants  and  seldom 
dining  at  home. 

If  all  Restaurants  were  like  this  one,  with  six  courses  and  dessert 
for  three-and-sixpence,  and  all  good — though  of  course  the  days 
must  vary — JOAN,  the  thrifty  housewife,  would  find  dining  here 
actually  cheaper  than  dining  at  home  :  but  this  might  interfere  with 
Mr.  DARBY'S  Club  arrangements.  The  Holborn  Restaurant  dinner 
will  be  to  many  jog-trotters,  who  may  be  just  a  bit  tired  of  domestic 
monotony,  an  acceptable  novelty,  in  respect  to  which  we  are  glad 
to  make  this  Inn-ovation. 

"  CHANGING  THE  BRAND." — Getting  a  new  Speaker. 
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THE   MORE-AND- 
MORELY  SERIES. 

THE  latest  additions  hare 
been  The  Prince,  by  MA- 
CHIAVELLI  ("  a  gentleman 
of  Scotch  extraction,"  says 
Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM),  and 
Bacon's  Essays.  Delight- 
ful reading  in  the  clearest 
type.  Professor  MORLEY— 
HENRY,  not  JOHN,  the 
former  being  the  Professor, 
and  the  latter  the  Prac- 
tiser, — in  his  preface  to 
the  Essays  shows,  that  in 
respect  to  the  character  of 
the  representative  of  the 
"  wisest  and  the  meanest 
of  mankind."  he  is  in  no 
way  biassed  towards  one 
side  of  BACON.  Read 
BACON'S  Essay  on  Judica- 
ture, and  then  study  his 
conduct  of  the  case,  Regina 
v.  Essex,  when  he  held  the 
brief  for  the  Crown.  "A 
great  deal  of  gammon 
about  this  BACON,  as  the 
subtle  old  JOSEPHTJS  ob- 
served. It  is  supposed 
that  BACON  enjoyed  a  pipe 
with  RALEIGH,  and  intro- 
duced Pig-tail.  There  is 
a  hotel  still  called  after 
him  in  Great  Queen  Street, 
the  Great  Queen  being  of 
course,  Our  Precious  BETSY. 
Here  's  the  health  of  the 
More-and-Morely  Series 
taken  generally,  and  "may 
they  live  long  and  brosber. 


"  THE  SPIDER'S  WEB"  AT 
THE  OLYMPIC.— Likely  to 
remain  longer  in  the  Audi- 
torium than  on  the  Stage, 
although  the  latter  does 
contain  "  the  flies." 


EGYPTIAN  NEWS. —  The 
English  "Evacuation 
Day '  has  been  postponed. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-N3.   165. 


THE  EARL  OF  ROSSLYN. 

"  0  blame  me  not  because  my  verse  is  rare  !  " 

Sonnet,  No.  IX. 


A  BAR  AND  A 
CROTCHET. 

THERE  is  no  doubt  that 
this  is  a  musical  age  ;  but 
till  reading  the  following 
Advertisement  in  the  Daily 
Telegraph,  we  had  no  idea 
that  the  Royal  College  of 
Music  had  so  successfully 
popularised  the  Art.  We 
nave  often  heard  of  a 
Singing  Chambermaid,  but 
never  before  of  a  Musical 
Barmaid  :— 

YOUNG   LADY  Wanted, 
as  Barmaid  and  Pianist. 
A  comfortable  home  guaran- 
teed.— Send  terms,   age,  and 
photo.     Address,  &c. 

A  young  Lady  who  can 
touch  the  piano  and  handle 
the  beer-engine  with  equal 
facility,  must  be  indeed  a 
paragon.  One  who  can  fly 
from  MEYERBEER  to  bitter 
beer  without  a  pang,  and 
can  be  equally  at  home  with 
MENDELSSOHN  and  mild 
ale,  must  be  a  real  treasure. 
It  opens  quite  a  new  field 
for  female  labour  ;  and 
girls  who  can  combine 
PALESTRINA  and  pork-pies, 
PUBCELL  and  Port-wine, 
HANDEL  and  ham-sand- 
wiches, BISHOP  and  brandy, 
DIBDIN  and  Dublin  Stout, 
BEETHOVEN  and  bitters, 
MOZART  and  Moselle, 
CHERUBINI  and  cordials, 
OFFENBACH  and  'Ollands, 
STBAUSS  and  sherry,  SUL- 
LIVAN and  Sillery,  and  CLAY 
and  Curacoa,  will  never  be 
in  want  of  employment. 


SSVBRO  Torelli,  by  FRAN- 
COIS CoppfcE,  at  the  Odeon, 
is  a  big  success.  Of  course, 
it  will  be  "transferred" 
to  London.  Friends  at  a 
distance,  please  Coppee. 


"  PRESUMING  !  " 

IT  is  presumed  by  the  English  Law  "  that  a  man  is  innocent  until 
it  w^ks    °  P  ^   y       Quite  S°  ;  and  now  let  U9  see  ho^ 

Ac™.sed--'nx™  is  only  a  single  Witness  against  him.    He 
"  r!°lllty].  and  Point  to  the  records  of  a  hitherto 

.-'.fts      J  i?  E 


cent  \          -  gsrae.-**)*  is  presumably  inno- 

:nt,  he  is  placed  in  the  criminal's  dock.    He  is  told  that  as  his 

mid  davn°"  he  ttaht  PT  iWe  ^L  -Pr°ved  a*  Plains  the  ."n  at 
S  arat^  t  b€t,ter  "P4  I??  anything,  as  it  will  be  taken  down 
Baut  Tff     J      A    ,,Imallv'  he  >9  remanded  for  a  week. 

a{  nnf      ff      I  ^t^  Care  must  be  teken  that  a  Wame- 
Cr        Wh  guiltless  is  quietly 


twas^^^Sf^^11^^^ 

S^saK'fc:  CSSj»«Sfi?l  •!" " """  ™" " 


He  Awaits  his  Trial  in  Oaol. — Although  it  is  contrary  to  the 
liberty  of  the  subject  to  incarcerate  an  innocent  man,  he  undergoes 
as  much  imprisonment  as  a  convicted  thief  or  a  condemned  assassin. 
Moreover,  he  has  the  services  of  the  Chaplain,  whose  ministrations 
being  peculiarly  eifioacious  with  convicts,  are  consequently  extremely 
comforting  to  a  presumably  innocent  man.  If  the  Warder  and  the 
Governor  regard  him  with  distrust,  he  yet  feels  that  they  must  know 
that  "  in  the  eye  of  the  English  Law  a  man,"  &c.,  &c. 

He  Takes  his  Trial. — He,  as  the  most  interested  person  in  the 
Court,  has  least  to  do  with  the  proceedings.  His  own  account  is 
inadmissible.  He  cannot  "  speak  through"  his  Counsel,  for  that 
person  at  most  can  merely  hint  at  his  innocence.  He  thus  learns 
practically  that  although  "the  English  Law  presumes  that  a  man  is 
innocent  until  he  has  been  proved  to  be  guilty,"  British  Justice 
will  never  allow  the  accused  to  personally  testify  to  the  fact. 

The  Verdict  of  the  Jury. — After  months  of  acute  anxiety,  passed 
by  the  accused  behind  prison-bars,  twelve  "  good  men  and  true  "  at 
length  are  collected  together  to  declare  that  he  is  "  Not  Guilty." 
Justice  is  gratified,  tinder  the  circumstances,  then,  it  was  quite 
right  "  to  presume  that  until  a  man  has  been  proved  to  be,"  &c.,  &c. 

The  Verdict  of  Society. — People  remember  that  the  liberated  one 
has  been  several  times  before  a  Magistrate,  often  in  a  gaol,  and  once 
in  the  dock  at  the  Old  Bailey.  So,  although  quite  agreeing  that  in 
the  eyes  of  our  English  Law  a  man  is  deemed — and  should  be  deemed — 
to  be  guiltless  until  his  sin  is  brought  home  to  him,  that — of  course 
theoretically — he  has  left  the  Court  without  a  stain  upon  his  charac- 
ter- -that,  in  fact,  the  charge  made  against  him  was  false,  and  the 
prosecution  he  had  to  undergo  was  superfluous,  yet — yet — yet  can't 
help  presuming  that  "  there  must  have  been  something  m  it .' " 
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UNJUST  RATES ! 

MR.  PUNCH'S  indignant  protest  against 
the  iniquities  of  unjust  Kates  has  produced 
an  amount  of  interest  and  gratitude  among 
the  poor  victims  of  the  abominable  system, 
that  has  pleased  but  not  surprised  him. 

Another  poor  puzzled  Ratepayer,  with  a 
wife  and  small  family,  who  opens  his  shop 
at  8  A.M.  and  closes  it  at  10  P.M.,  and  finds 
himself,  with  all  his  care  and  self-denial, 
gradually  getting  poorer  and  poorer,  while 
his  Rates  are  becoming  higher  and  higher, 
sends  us  a  statement  showing  that  for  the 
same  house  he  now  inhabits,  whereas  he 
used  some  years  ago  to  pay  £16  a  year  for 
Rates,  he  now  pays  £30.  to  enable  him  to  do 
which  he  and  his  poor  little  family  have  to 
make  such  sacrifices  as  reduce  his  living  to 
the  mere  necessaries  of  life.  A  few  years 
ago  the  street  in  which  he  lives  was  widened. 
It  was  not  of  the  slightest  benefit  to  his 
trade,  but  rather  the  contrary,  as  people 
hesitate  to  cross  a  wide  street,  but  his 
Landlord  immediately  raised  his  Rent  £30  a 
year,  and  his  Rates  were,  of  course,  raised 
in  proportion  ;  in  addition  to  which  he  had 
to  pay  an  increased  Rato  for  the  cost  of 
improving  his  Landlord's  property. 

Another  victim,  who  carriea  on  business 
in  one  of  the  principal  City  thoroughfares, 
was  paying  the  enormous  rental  of  £800  a- 
year,  his  gross  profits  being  £1,500.  The 
street  was  improved,  as  it  is  called, 'and 
his  rent  increased  to  £1000.  So  that  out 
of  the  £1,500,  the  annual  profits  of  his  life 
of  toil  and  anxiety,  his  grasping  Landlord, 
who  literally  does  nothing  but  watch  for  an 
opportunity  of  getting  a  little  more,  takes 
two-thirds  for  his  share,  and  the  poor  strug- 
glingTradesman  has  the  remaining  one- third 
left  for  his  share,  out  of  which  he  has  to  pay 
an  enormous  sum  for  Rates,  which  sum  was 
increased  by  nearly  £40  a-year  by  the  im- 
provement which  had  already  cost  him  £200 
a-year,  which  his  Landlord  had  received 
without  the  expenditure  of  a  single  shilling ! 

If  these  be  but  examples  of  what  is  going 
on  around  us,  who  can  sufficiently  admire 
the  astonishing  amount  of  patience  with 
which  this  crying  iniquity  is  borne  ? 

With  a  view  of  probing  this  important 
matter  still  further,  Mr.  Punch  has  re- 
quested one  of  the  vouthf  ul  members  of  that 
portion  of  his  staff  who  dedicate  their  lives 
to  his  statistical  department,  to  analyse 
and  digest  the  whole  of  the  statistics  that 
were  forwarded  in  waggon-loads  to  the 
Home  Office  last  spring  by  the  various 
local  Authorities  of  the  Metropolis  for  the 
information  of  Sir  WILLIAM  HARCOURT. 
This  has  accordingly  been  done,  with 
results  that,  Mr.  Punch  confesses  with  a 
blush,  have  even  staggered  his  well-con- 
ditioned mind.  They  are,  of  course,  far  too 
voluminous  for  the  short  space  that  he  can 
spare  from  the  other  multitudinous  calls 
upon  him,  but  they  will  possibly  be  shortly 
published  in  six  volumes  folio,  as  light  read- 
ing-for  the  Christmas  holidays. 

But  just  to  prove  what  an  El  Dorado  to 
wealthy  men  is  the  City  of  London,  to  which 
favoured  spot  Mr.  Punch  will  for  the  present 
confine  himself,  what  a  perfect  Paradise  to 
grasping  Landlords,  what  a  haven  of  bliss 
to  those  who  toil  not,  and  who  spin  not,  and 
who  pity  not,  he  will  call  attention  to  this 
one  astounding  fact,  that,  whereas,  only 
some  fifteen  years  ago,  the  annual  rent  paid 
for  the  houses  occupving  the  one  square 
mile  of  the  City  of  London  amounted  to 
about  one  million  eight  hundred  thousand 
pounds,  the  annual  rent  note  paid  for  the 
houses  occupying  the  same  one  square  mile, 
has  increased  to  the  enormous  sum  of  four 


"OUR    BOYS." 

Pater.  "  KNOWLEDGE,  MY  BOY,  in  BETTER  THAN  WEALTH 

Filius.  "VE-ES.    Bcrr,  PO'MY  WORD,  D'YOU  KNOW,  SIR,  I  THINK  I  I-REJER  THE  INFERIOR 

ARTICLE  ! " 


millions !  It  is  perhaps  almost  needless  to  say  that  this  astounding  statement  was  at  first 
received  with,  to  use  the  very  mildest  phrase  Mr.  Punch's  ample  vocabulary  suggests  to  him,  a 
scornful  smile  of  incredulitv,  but  on  the  quietly  repeated  assurance  by  his  gifted  statistician 
that  it  was  as  "  right  as  mnepence,"  he  at  once  yielded  the  point,  and  hereby  presents  it  to 
an  astonished  world  as  perhaps  the  most  remarkable  revelation  of  modem  times. 

The  annual  rent  paid  for  the  buildings  on  a  single  square  mile  of  land  is  four  millions 
sterling!  Consequently,  at  twenty-five  years'  purchase  the  fee  simple,  as  the  simple  Lawyers 
call  it,  of  this  single  square  mile  of  land  would  amount  to  just  one  hundred  millions  sterling ! 

"  How  THE  POOR  LIVE." — The  16th  of  this  month  will  be  just  forty  years  since  Ton 
HOOD'S  immortal  "Song  of  (he  Shirt"  appeared  in  Mr.  Punch's  pages.  The  "  Bitter  Cry" 
is  as  loud  and  as  heartrending  now  as  then.  Mr.  Punch  is  generally  first  in  the  field  for  the 
public  benefit,  and,  when  necessary,  he  is  first  in  the  slums,  as  he  was  this  year.wilh  his 
"  Real  Haunted  House,"  which  appeared  in  page  50  of  the  number  dated  August  4th. 
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THE    MODERN    ARS    AMANDI. 

(By  PuncJiiits  Naso.) 

CANTO  III. 

THE  MK.V. 

"  THE  Men."    All-comprehensive  term,  most  wide 
Of  generalisations,  in  the  tide 


Of  female  prattle  ever  bobbing  up, 
Like  mimic  icebergs  in  a  claret  cup, 
Or  "IV  in  EGOMET'S  smart  social  "  pars." 
The  Men !    A  galaxy  of  twin-orbed  stars 
Gleams  round  great  PUNCHTUS  as  he  nibs  his  pen 
To  sparkle  to  the  Sparklers  on  "  the  Men." 
The  subject,  to  the  softer  sex 's  view, 
Is  zenith,  nadir,  and  horizon  too. 
These  be  the  Greeks,  to  be  or  crushed  or  charmed, 
'Gainst  whom  our  Amazons  would  fain  be  armed. 
Odd  fish,  the  modern  males,  of  greed  not  great 
For  Matrimony's  old  and  simple  bait : 
A  sigh  and  a  soft  hand,  a  dimply  smile, 
A  sleeve-worn  heart,  a  naively  obvious  wile, 
A  lip-curve  tremulous,  or  a  tearful  look, 
Will  scarce  avail  to  lure  them  near  the  hook. 
So  Lalages  and  Bonnibels  might  win, 
But  souls  susceptible  to  chic  and  "tin  " 
Not  so  are  taken.    When  soft  OVID  sang 
Esthetic  argot  and  athletic  slang 
Were  strange  to  female  lips.    Men  had  not  heard 
That  Atalanta  "  romped  m  like  a  bird  ; " 
We  are  not  told  that^'  burning  SAPPHO'S  "  talk 
Was  crammed  with  idioms  Jit  for  Cheyne  Walk  • 
ISo  plunger  yet  had  taught  the  bard's  Corinna 
To     put  the  pot  on "  or  to  "  spot  a  winnah." 
Nor  yet  had  any  green  and  girlish  reader 
Learned  barrack  slang  and  club-room  chaff  from  "  WKKDEK." 
Well,  temaora  mutantur.    Now,  as  then, 
The  female  problem 's  how  to  "  fetch  "  the  men. 
The  fisherman  who,  armed  with  net  or  rod, 
Laid  the  same  bait  for  gudgeon  as  for  cod 
Might  miss  his  tinny  spoil.    What  would  you  catch. 
Arch  Anglers  ?    Would  you  make  the  Season's  match 
Or  take  a  social  "  Lion  "  by  the  mane  ? 
Well  then,  remember  this— All  men  an  rain. 
1  he  mightiest  often  most  so.     Here 's  firm  ground 
Amidst  the  quicksands,  shifting  and  unsound, 
in    he  male  nature.    CL.UIK,  your  corn-flower  eves, 
Without  much  wisdom  may  bewitch  the  wise, 
By  worshipping  their  wisdom— in  sweet  sh-.w. 
(The  genuine  cult  might  be  too  hard,  you  kiiow}- 
Not  as  ^ELI  does  it ;  NELL  's  so  prompt  to  gush, 
Ine  readiest  vanity,  constrained  to  blush 
By  overt  adulation,  may  light  shy  ; 
But  oh  the  adoring  lift  of  a  soft  eye 
bufhised  with  silent  homage  !    So,  be  sure 
Looked  simple  Detdom&ia  on  the  Moor  • 
And  uwry  clever  or  heroic  follow 
U,  doubt  not,  more  or  less  of  an  Othello 
1 1 las  regard.     Say  he 's  a  soldier-star, 
<  Irom  biff  conduct  in  a  little  war  ; 


'7 


—la  u)  ca.,o  can  Coniiibulioas,  whether  MS 
•  bta:n)C!i   »nii   Directed   En^ 


He  takes  you  down  to  dinner.     As  you  hook 

Your  arm  in  his  that  rapt  adoring  look 

Conies  to  your  finer  orbs  which  one  may  mark 

In  M.utr  ANNKR  sauntering  in  the  Park 

With  her  six  foot  of  scarlet.     Or  suppose 

The  brightest  light  that  ever  sudden  rose 

On  Science's  horizon  asks  your  hand 

For  the_  first  dance.    With  smile  most  sagely  bland 

He  '11  sidewise  bt-nd  his  massive  brow  which  store 

Of  Tyndall  "  twisters  "  and  Darwinian  lore 

Freights  to  top-heavinqss,  to  catch  the  shy 

Low  query  from  your  lips.     How  lights  his  eye 

With  smile  complacent  when  your  lips  let  fall 

In  polysyllables  their  little  all 

Of  TY/nes-learnt  terminology.     You  lift 

Arch  eyes.     "Those  hunters  of  the  river-drift,— 

Pray  have  you  seen  their  bones  ?  "—a  shudder  small— 

"And  do  they  really  topsy-turvy  all 

Chronology  completely,  and  upset 

Mosaic  myth  ?    Sounds  wicked  ;  yes,— and  yet 

I  should  so  like  to  know.    They  cramp  us  girls  " — 

A  sigh— "  in  crude  conventions."     Science  twirls 

A  dubious  moustache.     He  "  fears  to  bore," 

"  But  if  you  really  care."     "  Oh  !  you  adore 

All — all  that  sort  of  thing.     Bathybius,  now 

What  does  it  mean,  exactly  ?  " 

Solemn  brow 

Of  Science,  tangled  mop  of  modish  Art 
Cover  alike  conceit.     'Tis  girldom's  part 
To  move  that  master-passion  in  its  lair 
'Neath  the  bald  pate  or  the  full  flowing  hair. 
Ask  Eros  else.    The  urchin-god  will  smile, 
And  sing  a  bantering  ballad,  in  this  style  : 
His  version  of  the  text  seers  are  so  sweet  on, 
The  old  Mataiotes  Mataioteton  ! 

CUPID'S  CABOL. 

We,  I  and  Venus,  sway  all  things  between  us, 
(  Rule  both  the  hearts  and  the  heads  of  humanity. 
Some,  though,  have  neither.    How  hold  them  in  tether  ? 
With  thine  invisible  bridle,  oh  Vanity ! 

Hearts  ?    Though  no  few  men,  and  some  among  women, 

Bear  valves  of  leather  in  bosoms  of  granite,  I 
Know  how  to  tickle  the  cold,  hard,  or  fickle  ; 

All  will  respond  to  thy  feather-touch,  Vanity  ! 
Heads  ?    There  is  many  a  vacuous  zany 

Lacks  enough  brain  e'en  to  suffer  insanity ; 
Yet  me  will  follow.    A  cranium  hollow 

Forms  fitting  home  for  thy  vapours,  0  Vanity ! 
Ask  you  the  motive  of  offerings  votive. 

From  Coldness  to  me,  Cynic's  gush,  Pride's  urbanity  ? 
Why  Churl  and  Stupid  alike  cringe  to  Cupid, 

Fawn  upon  Venus  ?    'Tis  Vanity,  Vanity ! 

Pity's  akin  to  love,  the  proverb  says  : 
Less  closely  than  the  well-gorged  greed  of  praise. 
Known  by  that  name  ?    Nay.  Sirens,  not  at  all, 
"  Yearning  for  sympathy  "  the  wise  it  call, 
And  you  are  wise.    The  cynic  club-trained  youth, 
Who  mocks  at  sentiment  and  yawns  at  truth, 
Is  a  shy  fish,  and  little  apt  to  rise 
To  tremulous  lips  or  soft  appealing  eyes. 
You  will  not  witch  him  with  a  pretty  pose, 
Twitterings  by  moonlight,  twaddlinga  o'er  a  rose ; 
No  Romeo  he,  his  coldly  critic  sneer 
Appraises  passion  like  an  auctioneer. 
And  yet  beneath  that  morgue — preserved  perchance 
Like  fish  in  ice, — for  all  his  sceptic  glance, 
And  keen  self-conscious  wariness  of  mien, 
Vanity  lives  and  thrives,  as  quick  and  green 
As  in  the  soldier's  or  the  saranfs  soul ; 
He 's  bound,  by  devious  ways,  to  the  same  goal. 
Nay,  tell  it  not  in  Clubdom's  Gath,  his  heart— 
If  he  '11  permit  one  so  to  name  that  part- 
Hangs  obvious  on  his  sleeve  in  such  plain  sort 
As  makes  it  quarry  clear  for  Cupid's  sport. 
Vain  of  his  knowingness,  the  verdant  sage, 
Kead  by  keen  SYLVIA  like  an  open  page 
Is  caught  by  die  and  coolness,  and  the  veiled 
Suggestion  of  the  fire  that  never  failed 
To  soften  save  when  flaunted.     "SYLVIA  ?    Oh ! 
A  jolly  girl ;  no  nonsense,  don't  you  know, 
And  understands  a  fellow,"— synonym 
For  the  warm  •-••usher's  "  sympathy,'"  with  him; 
And  this  deep  fount  of  "  sympathy  "  once  lapped, 
J  he  wariest  bird  is  safely  lured  ami  trapped. 

Printed  Hatter,  or  Draft  iji^s.   l>  IK  1  :u ncil,   tmlass  accompanied 
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THE    MODERN    ARS    AMANDI, 

(By  Punching  Ifaso.) 
CANTO  IV.— THE  MEN  (CONTINUED). 

TRAPPED  ?    And  is  Love  a  net  ?    I»  all  its  art 
To  play  the  vigilant  bird-snarer's  part, 


And  vagrant  fancies,  like  shy  finches,  catch  ? 

Humph !    Would  you  win  a  mate  or  "  make  a  match  "  ? 

So  queries  WINIFKED  of  the  watchet  eyes : 

So  counter-queries  PUNCIIIUS  the  Wise. 

Gusher  and  Cynic  are  alike  but  geese  ; 

One  cackles,  t'other  hisses.     Babblers,  cease 

Apportioning  your  praise  to  this  or  that! 

Although  the  one  is  sharp,  the  other  flat, 

They  both  are  simply  out  of  tune  with  truth  ; 

The  wise  man  will  be  neither,  knowing  both. 

But  means  to  ends  must  be  adapted  still ; 

Many  will  practise  with  elaborate  skill 

The  Art  of  Love,  who  ne'er  may  know  its  nature, 

Since  Passion's  lore  and  Cupid's  nomenclature 

Are  learned  alike  by  Cynic  and  by  Clown, 

TIMON  or  CYMON.    TIMON  takes  the  Town 

With  icy  insolence  of  drawling  speech, 

Slow  as  the  circulation  of  a  leech, 

Yet  of  so  callous  confidence  that  it 

Passes  with  dullards  less  self-poised  for  Wit. 

Would  Psyche  win  him  with  a  passion  pure  P 

Rather  he'd  rise  to  arch  TIJUNTHA'S  lure, 

Ti M  VXTHA  false  as  Cressid  and  as  cold 

As  Becky  Sharp,  but  so  serenely  bold, 

So  valiantly  responsive,  eye  and  hand, 

So  swift  to  see,  so  prompt  to  understand, 

The  veiled  or  half -avowed,  that  "  a  smart  run  " 

With  her  is  more  than  rapture, — 'tis  "  good  fun," 

Society's  best  beatitmlo,  all  unknown 

To  the  soft  bosom  or  the  straitened  zone. 

And  CYMON  ?    CYMON  is  a  Curate  mild, 

Or  cricket-loving  muscular  big  child. 

liull-throatecl,  sheepish-smiling,  he  can  smite 

The  spheric  leather  almost  out  of  sight, 

Flex  the  u-h  seull  to  semblance  of  a  bow, 

Or  hurl  the  hammer  seventy  feet  or  so. 

Him  would  you  witch  with  babblings  about  books, 

Parade  of  crewel-work  or  crochet-hooks  ? 

No,  with  the  chances  Henley  Kcach  or  Lord's 

To  May  fair  (Inliitea  free  affords, 

When  she  would  tickle  Titans.    She,  of  late, 

Athletic  honours,  in  a  Cookham  (%'ht, 

Contests  with  mere  male  muscle,  adding  grace 

That  wins  the  eye  to  strength  that  wins  the  raco. 

Ah  !  me,  the  snowy  flannel  cinctured  close 

With  azure,  fair  Hushed  eheeks  that  shame  the  rose, 

The  close-mopp'cl  curls  crowned  with  the  jaunty  straw  ; 

The  comic  clench  of  the  soft-rounded  jaw, 

Stern  .set  in  strenuous  effort,  the  alert 

Tense  muscle,  prompt  for  steady  spin  or  sj.urt ! 

Whom,  what  might  they  nut  win  ':    CYMOX  at  least 

His  blue  unspeeulative  eyes  will  feast 

•  in  Mich  a  picture,  feel  his  fancy  warm 

At  this  divine  development  of  l!  form." 

CYMON  whom  Punch  hath  seen  on  Tharaes's  tide, 

In  all  a  Benedick's  unbounded  pride, 

Of  fresh  possession  "  stroking  "  smartly  down 

Past  Cliefden's  golden  woods,  bare-armed  and  brown, 

With  idance  triumphant  o'er  his  shoulder  cast, 

And  laughing  query,  "  Do  I  pull  too  fast  ? " 


Sure'of  a  confident  negative  from  lips 

Through  which  sweet  breath  in  equal  pulses  dipt 

Unfluttcred  and  unstrained.    Clear,  bright,  and  strong 

Her  laugh  bewitched  him,  whom  the  Sirens'  song 

Had  left  untouched.    Where  laughter  wins  its  w»y 

Why  waste  the  sweetness  of  LIOEA'B  lay  ? 

Yet  where  you  'd  softly  snare,  shock  not  nor  frighten 

A  more  sophisticated  modern  Titan, 

Self-conscious,  self-admiring,  proud  to  pose 

The  Providence  of  pic-nics,  one  who  rows, 

Pot-hunting  prowess  in  his  every  stroke  ; 

Him  too  close  emulation  may  provoke, 

Not  prepossess.     Him  follow  and  not  lead ! 

The  hands  that  fumble,  and  the  lips  that  plead 

Will  with  the  subtlest  throes  of  flattery  thrill 

His  soul,  and  mould  young  Anak  to  your  will. 

Hear  Cupid's  confidences  once  again  f 

Did  Love's  selected  Laureate  choose,  the  strain 

That  uttered  his  revealings  might  display 

The  touch  Asmodean.    Nay,  turn  not  away 

Fawn-eyed  LUCILK  or  fiery-orbed  FAUSTJXK  ! 

He  sinffs  rirffimbus  pueruque.    Spleen 

Sardonic  might  an  An  Amandi  shape 

That  garlands  should  not  deck,  nor  fancy  drape 

In  garb  Arcadian  only.    Cupid  knows 

More  than  in  genial  stanzas  fitly  flows 

When  girlhood  is  the  audience.    He  could  tell 

How  Mammon  and  worse  spirits  counter-spell 

His  purer  inspirations  ;  how  the  heart 

Is  made  a  Moloch  altar,  or  a  mart 

For  sordid  merchandise.    Xot  for  to-day 

The  sterner  strain,  this  song  shall  not  betray 

FAUSTINE  or  fright  LUCILE.    He  holds  the  myrtle, 

And  not  the  nettle  :  sharp  his  dartlets  hurtle ; 

But  if  some  sting,  the  sly  satiric  touch 

The  softest  bosom  shall  not  scathe  o'ermuch. 

CUPID. 

AMAXDUS,  pride  of  the  swift-flowing  river, 

Callous  as  Pan  held  his  triumphant  way  on,' 
Untouched  by  any  dartlet  from  my  quiver, 

Holding  girl-hearts,  like  gathered  reeds,  to  play  on 
Pleasant  impromptu  pipings,  fleeting  lays, 

Brief  pecans  of  self-praise. 
A  comely  chnrl,  a  shallow-soul'd  Adonis, 

A  river-haunting,  self-possessed  Narcissus, 
Cackling  in  slang  of  "  form,"  and  "  pots,"  and  "{ponies," 

Deeming  girls  born  to  comfort,  (latter,  kiss  us, 
And  fond  of  varying  shandy-gaff,  pipes,  spurting, 

With  non-committal  flirting. 
AMANDA— ah,  AMANDA  !    Such  bright  twists 

Of  tangled  chestnut  glittering  as  she  shook  'em  ! 
And  who  would  think  that  pair  of  dimpled  wrists 

Could  stroke  untired  from  Maidenhead  to  Cookham, 
That  swelling  breast  bear  with  so  little  trouble 

Passion  or  pulling  double  ? 
A  cool  coquette,  with  glance  as  warm  and  sunny 

As  Marlow  Reach  in  August  midday.     Knowing 
AM  \NDUS  quite  aufond,  soul,  muscle,  mot;- 

He  deemed  that  ne  was  coaching  her— in  rowing, 
But,  unaware  and  all  unwilling,  taught  her 

The  art  of  cynic-slaughter. 
An  easy  art!    Eh?    None  of  mine  f    Whv,  verily, 

I  had  not  much  to  do  with  this  cool  Couple. 
Yet  I,  </<//!»  cette  gal<-re,  oft  chuckled  merrily 

To  watch  wit  make  cold  metal  hot  and  supple. 
Alternate  blast  and  douche  dart  points  will  temper, 

Or  hearts — eailem  semper . 
7/i  rs  was  no  Pan-pipe  for  the  passing  playing 

Of  any  cynic-satyr  draped  in  flannel, 
But,  siren-strained",  the  churl  to  bonds  betraying. 

Though  Phoebus  might  have  deemed  it  poor  and  scrannel. 
It  do<  •  he  timings  of  a  god 

To  witch  a  comely  clod. 

So  every  sort  of  man,  the  sage,  the  sail, 

The  thrall  of  muscle  or  of  maudlin  fad. 

Hath  his  unarmoured  place.    Think  not  to  trap 

In  Girton  meshes,  like  a  soft  she  sap, 

The  hero  of  the  cinder-path  ;  nor  hope 

With  /'((/» c-pattcr  or  Tibulliau  ' 

To  snare  the  unconscious  slave  of  lesser  slaiip, 

Whose  ears  upon  Burlesque's  stale  twaddlinps  hang, 

And  hold  Anacreon's  raptures  rot  and  tra-li. 


TOE.    LXTTT. 
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PUTTING    IT    PLEASANTLY. 

Sir  Pompey'a  Architect  (producing  a  Plan).  "  TasRg,  SIR  POM  PET  !  I  FLATTER 

MYSELF  I  HAVE   MADE  THAT  DRAWING   PLAIN   TO   EVEN   THE  MEANEST  CAPACITY  !" 

THE  SPEAKER. 

(A  Handbook  to  Ready-made  Oratory.) 
PART  VIII.— How  TO  PROPOSE  THE  HEALTH  OF  AN  IMPORTANT  PUBLIC  OFFICIAL. 

"  TIMES  change,  and  we  with  them,"  and  its  Latin  equivalent  are  particularly 
le  platitudes,  btaleness,  however,  does  not  detract  from  their  truth  All 
thmps  alter,  and  are  altered— even  lists  of  toasts.  Twenty  or  thirty  years  ago 
Literature,  Science,  and  the  Drama  were  scarcely  recognised.  Nowadays  an 
Actor  is  invariably  received  with  the  utmost  cordiality  when  he  rises  to  return 
thanks  for  the  great  heartiness"  which  has  accompanied  the  drinking  of  his 
health.  Ilut  we  are  not  likely  to  stop  here.  Of  late  there  has  been  displayed 
e  most  influential  quarters,  a  great  disposition  to  "take  up"  another 
character,  whose  Stage,  fitted  with  a  trap-door  used  more  frequently  in  the 
morning  than  m  the  evening,  is  yet  thoroughly  associated  with  the  most  sensa- 
tional performances.  >o  doubt  his  turn  will  soon  arrive  for  this  special  form 
Fublio  Tor  the'  ™±  *""  clrcllmstanoes'  *  ™»  ^  «  well  to  prepare  the 

To  carry  out  the  intention  of  making  this  Handbook  as  complete  as  possible, 
the  report  of  the  first  occasion  on  which  the  toast  will  be  proposed  is  now  pro- 
phetically given.  As  the  subject  is  decidedly  dramatic,  it  is  dealt  with  In  a 


W,  irht>n  a  simpering  middle-age, 
afeic  words  to  the  assembled  throng. 
jauntily,  announcing  herself  as — 

iStftl&s&'fplftt&aftle; 


comfortably  together.  Like  other  Ladies,  I  am  ex- 
tremely nervous  and  timid.  What  else  can  you  expect 
of  a  female  who  possesses  neither  the  strength  nor  the 
boldness  of  a  man  ?  ( Cheers.)  I.  and  those  like  me, 
would  be  shocked  at  a  prize-fignt  —  it  would  be  so 
brutal.  ("Hear,  hear!")  And  if  we  were  asked  to  be 
present  at  a  Spanish  "  distraction,"  in  which  a  bull  had 
to  be  killed,  and  blinded  horses  to  be  gored  to  death,  we 
should  simply  faint.  (Cheers.)  Oh,  yes,  I  pride  myself 
upon  the  attributes  of  my  sex — mercy,  kindness,  refine- 
ment. (Loud  applause.)  But  poor  woman  must  have  her 
pleasures,  and  one  of  the  most  agreeable  to  her  is  that 
which  is  associated  with  a  Court  of  Justice.  ("  Hear, 
hear  !  ")  I  consider  a  good  trial  the  most  charming  thing 
in  the  world— I  do,  indeed.  "When  a  good  trial  takes 
place  at  the  Central  Criminal  Court,  nothing  is  more 
delightful  than  to  secure  a  nice  comfortable  seat  on  the 
Bench,  where  you  can  hear  and  see  everybody.  I  am  sure 
the  Judges  and  the  Aldermen  are  the  most  charming  of 
people  ;  and  are  never  so  pleased  as  when  I,  or  one  like 
me,  is  perched  up  beside  them. 

A  Judge  (interrupting).  Pardon  me,  Madam  ;  but  it  is 
my  opinion,  and  the  opinion  of  many  of  my  colleagues, 
that  a  woman  listening  to  the  painful  details  of  a  heart- 
rending case  of  felony,  is  a  scandal  to  the  civilisation  of 
the  nineteenth  century. 

Miss  Trixy  Gruesome  (niggling).  Oh,  you  are  too  hard 
upon  us !  (Laughter.)  I  only  wish  you  were  as  hard 
upon  the  prisoners  brought  before  you !  (Renewed 
laughter.)  Why,  you  scarcely  ever  put  on  your  little 
cap,  although  it 's  most  becoming  !  ( Continued  laughter.) 
But  to  be  serious.  I  repeat  that  there  is  nothing  more 
delightful  than  to  assist  at  a  really  good  trial,  especially 
if  you  are  personally  comfortable.  Think  of  the  entrance 
of  the  prisoner.  You  put  up  your  opera-glasses,  and  scan 
his  face.  Is  he  pale  t  If  so,  how  interesting  !  Does  he 
tremble  ?  If  he  does — how  perfectly  sweet !  (Applause.) 
Then  the  evidence.  Perhaps  a  child  is  examined,  and 
cries,  not  liking,  of  course,  to  denounce  its  own  father ! 
What  could  be  more  charming  than  this !  Then  the 
Counsel  spar  at  one  another,  and  it 's  such  fun !  (Cheers.) 
Or  they  are  cross-examined,  and  isn't  it  a  joke  ?  (Re- 
newed applause.)  And  then  perhaps  comes  lunch. 
(Laughter?)  Yes,  it  is  a  pleasure  when  you  have  just  a 
nice  little  pile  of  freshly-cut  sandwiches,  and,  say,  half-a- 
pint  of  sherry.  (Cheers.)  Still,  I  do  think  that  the 
Sheriffs  might  supply  us  with  something  better.  ("  If  'ith 
a  pint !  ")  They  are  nasty  disagreeable  old  things  there  ! 
(Roars  of  laughter.) 

A  ^Sheriff  (smiling).  I  beg  pardon  for  interrupting, 
but  it  is  no  part  of  our  duty  to  provide  a  meal  for  our 
fair  friends. 

Miss  Trixy  Gruesome  (playfully).  Oh,  you  naughty 
man !  I  do  not  believe  you  a  bit.  (Laughter.)  Then 
after  lunch- — •  (A  Voice:  "And  the  sherry.")  Yes— 
and  the  sherry — (roars  nf  laughter) — after  lunch  and  the 
sherry,  what  can  be  more  impressive  than  the  eloquence  of 
the  Counsel  ?  Their  voices  are  so  grave,  and  they  often 
say  such  beautiful  things !  And  while  you  listen  to 
them  you  can  watch  the  face  of  the  accused  through  an 
opera-glass  while  it  changes  its  expression.  ("  Hear, 
hear !  )  Then  when  the  Judge  sums  up,  the  excite- 
ment reaches  its  height.  Is  it  to  be  Guilty  or  Not  Guilty? 
What  is  to  be  the  fate  of  the  interesting  stranger  in  the 
dock  ?  Then,  when  the  Jury  retire  to  consider  their  ver- 
dict, you  have  time  to  look  round  the  Gallery  to  see  if  yon 
can  discover  the  wife  of  the  interesting  stranger  in  the 
dock.  (A  laugh.)  You  grow  more  and  more  excited, 
until  at  last  the  twelve  good  men  and  true  return  and 
deliver  their  verdict.  It  is  Guilty,  and  you  can  guess 
the  rest!  (Prolonged  cheering.)  Well,  for  this  pleasant 
day  I  thank  the  Judge  and  the  Bar  and  the  Jury.  But 
there  is  another  who  deserves  my  heartiest  recognition. 
He  is  not  present,  but  his  subtle  influence  pervades  the 
Court.  He  hovers  about  the  Prisoner,  in  the  spirit,  all 
day  long.  It  is  the  knowledge  that  he  is  waiting  ready, 
aye  ready,  to  do  his  duty  at  a  moment's  notice  that  gives 
the  scene  such  a  flavour  of  excitement  and  romance. 
(Cheers.)  What  would  the  trial  be  without  him?— flat 
and  stale  and  unprofitable.  (Renewed  applause.)  Yes, 
Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  this  excellent  official  is  the  com- 
mencement and  the  finish,  the  Alpha  and  Omega  of  all 
the  proceedings.  He  stands  near  the  Judge,  walks  whis- 
pering to  the  Jury,  and,  as  he  gets  close  to  the  Prisoner's 
side,  turns  him  as  pale  as  the  whitest  marble.  And  shall 
we  forget  this  silent,  this  ghostly  friend  ?  This  spirit  that 
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ncreases  our  pleasures  and  intensi- 
ies  our  excitement '!  Shall  we  forget 
lira  when  his  obituary  notice  is  a 

column  in  length  in  the  London 
>aper '(  No ! — a  thousand  times  no ! 
ladies  and  Gentlemen,  then,  with 

all  my  heart,  I  give  you — the  Com- 
nnii  Hangman!  (Scene  closes  in 

upon  the  rtotftlOH  of  the  toast.) 
What    the    hard-working    public 

official  would  say  in  reply  is  a  matter 
>f  uncertainty.  And  as,  fortunately, 
lis  utterances,  although  frequently 
riven  at  great  length  in  some  quar- 
ters, are  interesting  only  to  a  tithe 

of  the  Public,  it  is  unnecessary  to 
pursue  the  matter  further. 


THE  SACRIFICE  OE  THE 
JUDGES. 

(A  moving  Slvry  of  the  Courts.) 

IT  was  a  day  of  deep  anxiety.  The 
Judge  and  his  two  children  sat  in  the 
darkened  room,  nervously  awaiting 
the  result  of  the  Meeting  of  the  Coun- 
cil. The  apartment  was  filled  with 
guide-books,  guns,  fishing-rods,  and 
Lists  of  Members  of  the  Yachting 
Clubs. 

"Father,  what  shall  we  do  ii 
they  make  any  alteration  ? "  asked 

II  H;l:l  HI. 

"  I  do  not  know,  my  boy !  "  an- 
swered his  Lordship,  gloomily.  "  1 
have  given  you  a  comfortable  ap- 
pointment, and  I  think  it  is  scarcely 
fair  to  alter  the  conditions  under 
which  you  accepted  it." 

"  Nay,"  replied  his  son,  gently, 
"  as  I  had  to  undergo  an  examination 
before  I  could  be  called  to  the  Bar 

I  know  a  great  deal  more  law  than 
you   who  were  not  blessed  with 
similar  discipline." 

"  True  —  very  true  !  "  murmured 
his  parent. 

"And,  therefore,  as  I  do  know 
more  law  than  you,  continued  HKK- 

II  i:it r,  in  a  less  gentle  tone  than  be 
fore,  as  he  was  not  pleased  to  be  in- 
terrupted, "  I  am  of  opinion  that  an; 
alteration  that  the  Judges  may  inak 
will  not  give  me  a  cause  of  action." 

"  Very  likely,"  said  the  Judge 
sorrowfully,  "  I  admit,  my  son,  tha 
this  trouble  has  unhinged  me.  I  fee 
so  prostrate,  that  the  youngest  of  So 
licitors  might  almost  knock  me  down 
with  a  Statutory  Mortgage  deed  !  " 

And  then  the  old  man  was  fairly 
overcome,  and  wept  like  a  child. 

"My  own  dearest  father!"  sau 
ALICE,  throwing  her  arms  about  hi 
Lordship's  neck,  "  I  cannot  bear  t 
see  you  thus.  Can  I  not  consoL 
your  May  it  not  be  that  any  altera 
tion  their  Lordships  may  make  may 
be  for  the  benefit  of  that  Public  yoi 
have  served  so  long  and  so  worthily '( 

"  Benefit  of  the  Public ! "  cried  th 
veteran  Lawyer,  wildly.  "  Wha 
benefit  can  it  be  to  anyone  to  depriv 
me  of  my  little  pleasures  ?  Does  i 
hurt  anyone  when  I  breathe  th 
balmy  breeze  on  the  Mediterranean 
or  drink  in  the  sweet  scent  of  th 
heather  on  the  Highland  moor  ?  No 
it  is  cruel,  cruel,  cruel !  " 

"Yes;  and  what  am  I  to  do? 
exclaimed  HERBERT,  with  nearl 
equal  excitement.  "  How  am  I  t 
undergo  my  tiresome  wearying  wor 
of  doing  nothing  in  particular  if — 


VACATION    JUDGES. 

THEY  HAVEN'T  QUITE  SETTLED  IT,  BUT  THEY  ARE  ACTUALLY  OOINO  TO  TAKE  THIRTEEN  DAYS  orr 
THE  LONO  VACATION  !  !     THE  BAB  WILL  STKIEE. 


Then  there  was  a  pause,  as  a  powdered  footman  brought  in,  on  a  salver,  a  telegram,  and,  falling 
gracefully  on  one  knee,  presented  the  missive  to  his  Ix>rdship.     Then  the  servitor  retired. 

"  It  comes  from  the  Council  of  Judges,"  whispered  the  old  Judge,  trembling  with  emotion, 
was  not  able  to  attend  their  Meeting,  as  you  know  they  proposed  to  consider  at  it  the  poor  four 
or  five  months  we  take  for  our  little  autumn  holiday." 

Then  the  old  man  put  on  his  spectacles,  and  opened  the  telegram.  He  glanced  at  it,  stare* 
wildly  at  it,  and,  uttering  a  fearful  shriek,  sank  to  the  ground  in  a  swoon. 

lie  had  read  that  the  Long  Vacation  teas  to  be  curtailed  by  Thirteen  full  Jays  . 

"THE  BIBBS"  OF  ARISTOMIAN-KS.— It  appears  that  the  Aristuphanic  Burlesque  to  which  Critic 
when  seeing  modern  burlesque,  have  so  often  and  so  learmdly  referred,  bears  so  strung  a  resemblano 
to  pantomime,  that  the  comic  "  business,"  as  one  writer  in  the  Standard  candidly  remarked,  woul< 
be  "  set  down  as  padding,  were  it  not  the  work  of  ARISTOPHANES."  He  was  also  astonished  to  line 
in  The  Birds  Greek  puns.  Not  content  with  their  Author's  lints,  the  two  Cantabs  who  playe 
1'risthrtairoi  and  Euelpide*  "introduced,"  to  quote  the  same  authority,  "quips  and  quirks,  muc 
as  Mr.  TOOLE  does  in  English  "—that  is,  these  two  amateurs  were  simply  «<  wyoi  (the  gaggers).  Th 
language  of  the  talking  birds,  by  the  way,  must  be  a  classic  example  of  «»«» mpofrra. 
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LETTERS    TO    SOME    PEOPLE 

About  Other  People's  Business,  and  a  little  about  their  own.  First,  to 
Mr.  Wilson  Barrett,  of  the  Princess's,  about  "  Lords  and  Commons ' 
at  the  Haymarket,  with  a  few  incidental  remarks  on  "  Claitdian." 

MY  DEAR  BARRETT, 

I  AM  so  delighted  with  the  notion  of  the  pamphlet-letter 
written  to  you  by  Mr.  GODWIN,  F.S.A.,  and  profusely  illustrated  by 
that  eminent  Artist,  that  at  this  moment  I  cannot  for  the  life  of  me 
write  to  anybody  else  but  you.  It  doesn't  matter  whom  I  have  to 
answer,  or  what  I  have  to  write  about,  I  am  compelled,  by  an  irre- 
sistible impulse,  to  write  to  you,  my  dear  BARRETT,  and  tell  you  al 
about  it, — whatever  it  is.  I  know  that,  according  to  the  first  Epistle 
of  GODWIN  to  the  Representative  of  UMudian,  you  and  Mr.  WILLS 
and  Mr.  HERMAN,  your  Scenic  Artists  MARY  HANN — beg  pardon 
I  mean  Mr.  WALTER  HANN — and  Mr.  STAFFORD  Hall,  also  your 
Costumiers,  Madame  ATJOUSTE,  Mr.  BARTHE,  and  the  Lady  wnose 
name  is  suggestive  of  the  Fisheries'  Exhibition — Miss  SMELT — are  al 
so  deeply  interested  in  the  Early  Ages  of  Christianity "  (Bless 
'em !)— that  it  will  be  difficult  to  dis- 
tract your  attention  from  this  absorbing 
subject.  You,  my  dear  BARRETT,  mus' 
be  so  taken  up— excuse  the  Bow  Stree 
expression — with  the  sublimities  o: 
your  all-engrossing  Art  (have  you  ye 
decided  on  any  new  picture-posters  o 
yourself  as  C\audian  wherewith  to 
murally  decorate  the  Metropolis?)  as 
to  be  unable  to  afford  the  time  to 
make  yourself  acquainted  with  wha 
is  going  on  outside  the  Princess's 
Theatre.  You  will  therefore  thank  mi 
for  telling  you. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  BANCROFT,  who,  you 
may  be  aware,  are  the  Managers  o 
the  Haymarket  Theatre,  not  very  far 
from  where  yours  is  situated,  have 
recently  produced  a  piece  by  Mr.  PINEBO 
(who  is  an  Actor  as  well  as  an  Author 
entitled  Lords  and  Commons.  As  it  ii 
not  classical,  nor  in  any  way  associated 
with  Christianity,  early  or  late,  you 
would  not,  just  now,  be  much  inte- 
rested in  it.  It  is  beautifully  put  on 
the  Stage,  the  last  Act  being  one  of 
the  best  "  interiors"  I  have  ever  seen, 
^  r«n?5ml)er  a  Sood  many.  But  there  is  no  Earthquake. 
li  M*:ere  rather  down  upon  the  piece,  though  perhaps  if 

Mr.  BANCROFT  had  adopted  your  judicious  plan  of  taking  the  Critics 
'  ?.0j?fidence  at  a  Dr«?s  Rehearsal,  the  result  might  have  been 
slightly  different.    The  Author  has  not  protested,  anfso  I  presume 
easU8    le'ased '    '  hypothesis  be  correct,  Mr.  PINERO  is  very 

An~L«  "?t  Common*}*  a  piece  written  by  an  Actor  for  certain 
Actors  not  by  a  Dramatist  for  anj  Actors.  It  is  as  full  of  "  charac- 
former  usedT"11 1  Entertainment  used  to  be,  when  each  per- 

It  is  badly  constructed,  as  the  audience,  not  being 
'  the  secret  at  the  commencement,  are  hostile  to  the  Author. 


Mn.  Bernard-Bier  appropriately 
draped. 


U'      I!.  B.  Flopping;—  Bevenish  like  Sarah  B.,  eh? 

to  an1?S±0Vld  neverbetle«  ^  the  dark,  except,  of  course 
°r  tem?c  effect  of  that   8°rt'  or  for 


anV 

change  of  sc<n?  wh      f  o        a     8°r'  or    or  a 

torical  TOsS  'J  th    they  may  for  once  and  away  be  in  the  his- 

al  P"  the  Hebrew  Law-giver  on  the  occasion  of  the 


Captain  Tom  Haw  tree  (Rip  Van 
Winkle  Junior).  "  How  did  you 
1-now  'twas  Hawtreef"  "'Cos 
I  heard  jer  voise." 


candle  being  extinguished, — but  excuse  me  for  quoting  this  Semitic 
precedent  to  you  wno  are  so  deeply  "  interested  in  the  Early  Ages  oi 
Christianity.'' 

But  to  return  to  the  Haymarket.  Those  of  the  dramatis  persona 
who  represent  the  members  of  a  Haughty  Aristocratic  Family  talk  as 
no  Aristocrats  out  of  the  London  Journal  ever  talked, — at  least,  ] 
hope  not, — though  I  admit  I  have  associated  with  so  few  'aughty 
families  as  not  to  be  a  thoroughly  competent  authority.  The  nero 
of  this  piece,  Lord  Caryl,  married,  when  he  was  very  young,  an 
illegitimate  daughter  of  some  old  Earl,  and  when  he  discovered 

her  illegitimacy,  which  it  seems 
he  did  a  few  days  after  the  wed- 
ding, he  left  her,  and  they  never 
met  again  for  fourteen  years,  not, 
in  fact,  until  kind  Mr.  PINEHO 
brought  them  together  in  Caryl 
Court,  Haymarket,  when  the  hus- 
band did  not  recognise  his  long-lost 
wife  in  Mrs,  Devenish, — a  name 
which,  my  dear  BARRETT,  your 
knowledge  of  Dorsetshire  will  tell 
you  is  invariably  associated  with 
Beer,  and  curiously  enough  it  is 
associated  at  the  Haymarket  with 
Mrs.  BEJSNARD-BEERE.  The  Deve- 
nish  Beer  at  Weymouth  is  far  more 
satisfactory  than  the  Mrs.  BEEBE'S 
Derenish  at  the  Haymarket,  who 
behaves  in  a  most  objectionable 
manner,  and  styles  herself  in  a 
vague  sort  of  way  "A  Child  of 
the  People";  so  that,  as  she  comes 
to  turn  the  'Aughty  Aristocrats 
put  of  Caryl  Court,  this  appellation 
is  suggestive  of  her  being  BECKY 
ISAACS  the  Sheriff's  daughter, 
tjjg  Woman  in  Possession.  How- 
ever, old  Lady  Artful  (admirably 
played  by  Mrs.  STIRLING),  is 
suddenly  taken  ill,  can't  be 
moved,  and  has  to  be  carried  up  again  to  her  own  bed-room  and 
attended  by  her  daughter,  a  very  stagy  Aristocrat  of  the  'aughty 
type,  whose  stagmess  is  not  toned  down  by  Miss  CALHOUN,  though 
the  hard  edges  are  taken  off  on  the  arrival  of  Mrs.  BANCROFT,  who, 
as .Mm  Maplebeck,  does  her  best  to  make  things  pleasant  and  natural 
ail  round,  and  succeeds,  I  am  bound  to  say,  as  only  Mrs.  BANCROFT 
the  inimitable  can.  Unfortunately,  Miss  Maplebeck  is  no  more 
essential  to  the  piece  than  are  Mr.  Chadd  and  Mr.  Tredger,  the 
pantomime  tradesmen,  who  will,  of  course,  be  furnished  with  their 
legitimate  business  at 
Christmas-time,  and  will 
tumble  over  Mr.  BROOK- 
FIELD,  wonderfully  and 
fearfully  made  up  as  old 
Lord  Percy  Lewiscourt, 
afterwards  Clown,  when- 
ever he  lies  down  on  the 
;hreshold,  and  be  picked 
up  by  Mr.  ALFRED 
BISHOP  as  Mr.  Smee,  the 
Butler,  afterwards  Pan- 
taloon. The  Chorus  of 
Tradesmen  to  see  the  old 
ramily  out  and  the  new 
:amily  in,  is  unworthy  of 
tfr.  PINERO'S  head  as  a 
Dramatist,  but  does 
credit  to  his  heart  as  an 
Actor  with  sympathies 
:'or  such  of  his  fellow- 
artists  as  are  doomed  to 
'  utility "  and  small 
mrts  with  "  lines." 

Mr.  ELLIOT,  as  the 
doctor,  who  comes  in  for 
about  five  minutes'  with  a  little  entertainment  on  his  own  account, 
s  simply  perfect.  He  is  another  example  of  the  "  Illustration.'* 
What  a  pity  that  he  hasn't  a  song  !  There 's  plenty  of  time  for  it, 
^nd  Sir  George  Parnacott,  M.D.,  "  with  a  song  "  would  look  well  in 
he  bills. 

I  should  not  have  suggested  this,  my  dear  BARRETT,  but  that  there 
s  a  song  in  the  piece —  an  incidental  song,  composed  by  Mr.  BUCA- 
,ossi,"  it  is  announced  in  the  programme,— which  is  sung  "with- 
out," of  which  the  words  were  to  me  as  inaudible  as  were  the,  I  'ye 
no  doubt,  charming  lyrics  of  which  I  could  not  hear  one  word  in 
laudian  ;  and  the  purpose,  except  for  an  old  stagy  hackneyed  effect, 


"  We  are  a  'Aughty  Family,  we  are  !  " 
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not  immediately  evident.  Now,  if  instead  of  this,  the  Doctor,  Mr. 
ELLIOT,  when  he  has  that  too  brief  scene  with  Mr.  BANCROFT,  were 
permitted  to  say  something  about  the  Countess's  lungs,  then  to  mention 
throat,  and  so  lead  up  to  voice,  then  Mr.  PINERO,  to  whom  nothing 
of  this  sort  could  possibly  be  a  difficulty,  could  give  him  a  few  lines 
to  lead  up  to  liis  song — a  piano-accompaniment  could  be  easily  intro- 
duced (IlucALOSSi  "heard  without ")— and  this  would  be,  we  venture 
to  say,  the  hit  of  the  piece.  Then,  subsequently,  the  Doctor  unseen, 
at  the  "  Prompt  side,  could  sing  the  refrain  of  his  song,  in  the  last 
Act,  in  place  of  the  "  incidental  song  "  now  sung  by  nobody  knows 
and  nobody  cares  who.  On  Boxing  Night,  when  Mr.  ELLIOT  enters 
as  the  Doctor,  there  will  arise  from  the  whole  house  one  great  cry  of 
"Song,  song'!"  and,  if  nothing  has  been  provided,  he  will  then  and 
there  have  to  give  them  "  Hot  Codlins"—ia  the  chorus  of  which 
Mr.  BANCROFT  can  join,  and  he  can  anticipate  the  rhymes  in  the  good 
old  fashion,  where  the  singer  hesitates  at  the  end  of  each  verse.  But, 
my  dear  BARRETT,  I  neea  not  recall  this  "business"  to  a  man  of 
your  immense  practical  experience. 

If  Mr.  PINEKO  wrote  Mrs.  Devenish  for  Mrs.  BEERE,  he  is  of 
course  gratified ;  if  he  didn't,  then  he  can  imagine  the  part  being 
belter  played.  As  it  is,  I  confess  I  was  utterly  astonished  at  Lord 

Caryl's  sudden  ten- 
derness for  the  se- 
Sulchral-voiced, 
opping,  enforce- 
ment -  of  -  conjugal 
-rights  sort  of  per- 
son which  the '  'Child 
of  the  People"  be- 
comes in  the  hands 
of  Mrs.  BERNARD 
Bnon. 

Why  does  Mr. 
BANCROFT  insist 
upon  his  name, 
"JERVOISE,"  being 
pronounced  as 
spelt?  Those  who 
call  him  "JERVIS" 
are  perfectly  right, 
and  the  quondam 
swell  and  man- 
about -town  cannot 
have  forgotten  the 
Yon  wouldn't  have  a 


The  Early  Christmas  Caryl  out  in  the  Cold  ;  or,  One 
of  the  Stage  Waits. 


proper   pronunciation  of   his   own   name. 

Tetrarch  called  a  Tea-tray,  at  your  classical  establishment,  would 

you,  my  dear  BARRETT  P 

And  now,  having  posted  you  up  (fancy  my  "posting  you  up,"  as 
if  you  hadn't  been  posted  up  enough  all  over  the  town  for  the  last 
year!)  in  what's  going  on  at  the  Haymarket,  I  may  take  leave  to 
congratulate  you  on  the  result  of  your  tirst  representation  of  Clamlian. 
The  prologue  is  one  of  the  brightest  things  I  've  seen  for  some  time ; 
the  remainder  of  the  play  about  the  dullest.  But  you,  my  dear  BAR- 
RETT, or  your  dear  HERMAN  the  Plottist,  must  have  provided  at  least 
one  of  the  Critics  with  a  book  of  the  words  at  thatjudicious  Dress 
Rehearsal,  or  with  extracts,  as  next  day  I  saw  the  "Holy  Clement's  " 
cuss  in  full  in  the  Daily  Telegraph.  How  did  the  Holy  Clement's 
words  get  verbatim  into  that  journal  ?  I  met  with  it  elsewhere  also. 
Mind  you,  you  're  quite  right ;  all  Critics  ought  to  have  the  book 
beforehand,  so  as  to  judge  of  its  literary  merits ;  but  no  Critics  of  any 
position  should  go  to  a  Dress  Rehearsal.  The  Eminent  Hand  who  does 
the  Theatrical  Notices  for  the  Times  was  for  deifying  you  and  your 
talented  assistants ;  lie  was  for  writing  up  over  the  door  of  the 
Princess's,  "  Enter  boldly,  for  here,  too,  there  are  Gods," — which  I  see 
you  now  quote  among  your  numerous  advertisements, — only,  now  I 
come  to  consider  it,  I  fancy  that  ho  must  have  meant  this  as  a  suitable 
ins,  ription  for  the  entrance  to  the  Gallery.  But  he  should  have 
inserted  "  by  payment  or  with  an  order  "  after  "  Enter  boldly,"  or 
else  the  visitor  would  be  chucked  out  in  about  two  twos,  whatever 
might  be  his  admiration  for  the  classics.  The  Eminent  Times  Hand 
should  be  aware  by  now  that  you  can't  "  enter  boldly  "  even  into  the 
Gallery  of  the  House,  not  among  "the  Gods,"  but  the  Reporting 
Angels,  without  a  pass.  I  must  try  and  hear  Claudian  again,  unless 
I  can  get  a  book  of  it,  so  as  to  judge  of  Mr.  WILLS'S  dialogue. 
But  as  to  Mr.  HERMAN'S  plot,  though  the  Eminent  Hand  above- 
mentioned  would  place  its  compiler  in  the  "  foremost  rank  of  drama- 
tists," it  seemed  to  me  to  be,  with  the  exception  of  the  strikingly 
dramatic  prologue,  a  jumble  of  such  ancient  materials  as  Tin  ll'nn- 
ilering  Ji'ir,  The  Lett  lini/s  of  Pinnpcii,  The  Flying  Dutchman,  and 
CHARLES  DICKENS'S  llmtnted  Man,  or  the  Ghost's  Bargain,  and  as 
monotonous  and  uninteresting  as  a  Panorama  of  the  Essex  Marshes 
in  the  time  of  JCLICS  C.ESAB,  except  for  a  dash  of  old  transpontine 
melodramatic  colour,  when  the  Tetrarch  (looking  rather  like  a  shabby 
IRVING)  amused  me  a  little.  I  think  that  if  the  part  of  the  Blind 
Girl  could  have  been  played  by  Miss  MARY  ANDERSON  (for  example), 
I  should  have  liked  it  better.  Miss  EASTLAXE  seemed  to  me,  my 


dear  BARRETT,  to  be  doing  nothing  but  clutching  at  her  drapery, 
and  grinning  horribly.  If  this  were  a  first  nighrs  nervousness,  1 
sincerely  pity  her,  and  hope  that  the  next  time  I  witness  this 
performance  she  will  have  got  over  it,  and  be  able  to  give  m«  some 
idea  of  what  the  part  should  be  beyond  an  hysterical  imitation  of 
Mr.  GEORGE  BARRETT,  in  The  Silver  Xing,  staggering  about  sideways 
and  plaintively  calling  out  "  Master!  Master !"  Capital  companion- 
pictures  for  your  posters,  my  dear  BARRETT,— Miss  EASTLAKE,  as 
Almida,  crooning  "  Master !  Master !  "  and  Mr.  GEORGE  BARRETT 
as  the  Old  Servant  in  The  Silver  King,  with  his  "  Missy  I  Missy  I  " 
As  for  your  Earthquake,  my  dear  BARRETT,  it  is  simply  "  no  great 
shakes."  Yours,  NIBBS. 

THE  FAIRYLAND  REVIEW. 

THE  Fairies  haven't  done  their  work,  and  Queen  Titania  grieves — 
Her  faithful  subjects  buried  are  beneath  the  Christmas  Leaves ! 
A  thousand  festive  fairy  pens  once  more  their  course  pursue, 
To  note  the  Christmas  Harvest  for  the  Fairyland  Review. 

There 's  ALICE  WEBER'S  pretty  tale,  The  Old  House  in  the  Square, 
Which  M.  E.  EDWARDS  illustrates  with  gracefulness  and  care : 
GRIMM'S  Household  Stories  you  will  find  a  fund  of  fairy  lore. 
With  coloured  cuts  by  WEHNERT  which  you  '11  gladly  finger  o'er. 
And  School  Girls,  every  girl  at  school  undoubtedly  will  please, 
With  tales  of  girls  of  every  clime — French,  Grecian,  Japanese. 
While  KINGSTON'S,  whose  Adventures  in  India  compels 
Each  boy  to  listen  eagerly  to  everything  he  tells ! 

The  Marvels  of  the  Polar  World,  its  snow  and  ice  and  cold, 
And  all  its  charms  and  horrors,  are  by  ROBERT  ROUTLEDGE  told. 
All  children  will  be  pleased  enough,  we  venture  to  assume, 
With  FRANCES  PEARD'S  bright  story  of  the  Ashledon  School-room. 
But  Every  Boy^s,'  it  is  a  book  that  every  youth  enjoys — 
E.  ROCTLEDGE  is  par  excellence'^ihe  editor  for  boys ! 

The  Minstrel*  is  a  merry  book,  and  so  is  Pantomime, 
With  countless  pretty  pictures  and  bright  melodious  rhyme. 
Ttc o  Little  Friends,  Young  Coasters  too,  likewise  The  Old  Farm  Gate, 
With  Little  Bird*  and  Snowflakes  are,  by  youngsters,  thought  first- 
rate. 

In  lively  Lazinella  and  other  Drawing-room  Plays, 
We  've  naught  for  E.  L.  BLAXCH ARD  but  the  heartiest  of  praise ! 
And  budding  drawing-room  actors  the  cunning  hands  will  bless 
Of  YARDLEY,  and  of  BARKER  too,  and  Mrs.  MACKARJVX&S. 
Poultry  Keeping  is  a  handy  book,  its  pages  will  reveal 
Some  valuable  wrinkles  by  the  author,  SAMUEL  BEALE  ; 
He  tells  yon  from  experience — his  facts  you  can't  gainsay — 
Both  how  to  keep  your  cocks  and  hens,  and  how  to  make  'em  pay ! 

With  KINGSTON'S  Powder  Monkey  how  delighted  boys  will  be. 
With  STABLES'  Wild  Adventures,  and  with  ADAMS'  Shore  and  Sea. 
They  '11  pore  o'er  THAYER'S  Washington,  and  LIEFDE'S  Beggars,  too,  • 
And  likewise  read  his  Brave  Resolve,  with  close  attention,  through. 
Let 's  gaze  on  LETTS'S  Diaries,  let 's  cordially  own. 
They  're  better  now  than  ever,  for  he  ne'er  lets  well  alone ! 
In  True  Tales  for  my  Grandsons,  Sir  SAMUEL  BAKER  writes, 
And  HENNESSEY  well  illustrates  some  thrilling  scenes  and  sights ! 
But  ANDERSEN'S  brave  Stories  for  the  Household,  there '»  no  doubt, 
Each  youngster  who  can  read  and  rave  will  read  and  rave  about. 
Miss  MAYO  s  Thotights  and  Stories  girls  undoubtedly  will  choose, 
And  Mrs.  BARKER'S  Coward,  boys  will  eagerly  peruse  ; 
While  FRITH'S  smart  tale  of  Unac,  they  'fl  devour  it  with  zest, 
And  Tempest-tossed  they  '11  find  to  be  of  striking  interest. 

A  truce  to  all  this  studying :  we  'd  fain  sing  Tra-la-la ! 
And  find  out  what  is  "  on  the  Cards,"  and  do  the  Card-i-da ! 

The  treasures  HILDESHEIMEH  sends  we  cannot  half  disclose, 
In  calendars,  and  floral  wreaths,  and  brave  portfolios  ; 
In  etchings  of  the  I  sis,  and  in  photos  of  the  Lakes, 
Variety  is  wonderful  in  all  he  undertakes  ! 
And  NATHAN  sends  us  snowy  scenes,  and  robin-redbreasts  too, 
With  babies  and  with  butterflies  in  pink,  in  white,  and  blui> ; 
With  studies  by  the  summer  sea,  and  views  upon  the  Thames ; 
And  WALI.IS  sends  with  MEISSXEB  some  rare  artistic  gems. 
While  LFKS  has  figure  subjects  fit  for  albums  and  for  books, 
With  wondrous  coloured  photographs— in  fact,  objets  de  luxe .' 

Now  if  perchance  you  're  captious,  we  are  very  sure  that  you 
Will  never  rue  the  gorgeous  cards  you  get  from  DE  ijk  Ut  K  ! 
The  classic  and  the  sporting  scenes,  aesthetic  and  Chinese, 
And  those  palateable  palettes  are  ever  sure  to  please ; 
With  diaries  and  calendars,  compact  and  picturesque. 
Designed  to  suit  the  mantelpiece,  the  pocket,  or  the  desk. 

But  stay,  the  fairy  ink  is  dry,  split  is  the  fairy  quill, 
The  fairy  fingers  inky  and  the  fairy  song  is  still ! 
The  fairy  spirit  weary  and  the  fairy  brain  perplext, 
So  further  revelations  are — "  continued  in  our  next !  " 
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A   TIMELY    CAUTION. 


BK  S°   PROUD  °F  T°UR   HAIR'  £¥™  '      REMEMBER  THAT  AT  AXY  UOitlKT  IT  MIGHT  ALL   BE   TAKEN   OFF  THE 
AND   STUCK  ALL  OVER  YOPR  FACE,    LIKE   POOR   MAJOR   PRENDERGAST  !      MIGHTN'T   IT,    AUNT   MATILDA  ?  " 


THE  ANGLO-INDIAN  MUTINY. 

LOYAL  quand  meme .'    A  motto  noble,  needful, 
r  or  banded  Britons  all  our  wide  world  over. 

\V  ho  to  its  claim  so  dutifully  heedful 
As  the  old  Island's  true,  devoted  lover  ? 

»\  nether  he  roves  in  wild  und  lonely  ranges 
Tar  from  her  drum-beat  and  her  church-bells'  chimes, 

"r  smiles,  at  ease,  beside  the  flowing  Ganges, 

0  er  the  tierce  f  ulminations  of  the  Times, 

He  feels  calm  warder 

And  champion  just  of  English  law  and  order. 
But  Mutiny !    A  word  of  evil-sounding, 

deeding  indeed  supreme  justification 
ihere  where  the  dusky  millions  swarm,  surrounding 

ine  seat  of  him  who  represents  our  nation 
ts  sceptre  symbolising  to  the  hordes 

Of  subtle  aliens.     Foolish  as  disloyal 
»elf- wounding  insults,  wild  and  whirling  words! 

Unworthy  of  a  race  self-deemed  so  royal 
This  vocal  fury, 

it  but  to  shake  the  rafters  of  Old  Drury  ! 
You  the  best  judges  ?    Shouters,  no,  not  wholly  • 

H  oe  pride  and  prejudice  and  heat  sectarian    ' 
I  erturb  your  poise      The  sight  is  melaneholv. 

W'li  i.  ra-°    .  hatl?d  ne>er  8eem  antiquarian  'f 
Will  JJogies  ten  times  banished  still  return 

1  o  make  fools  pull  long  faces,  hasty  triggers  ? 
How  long  will  bfind  and  bumptious  natred  burn 

Against  the  hotly-classified  "  dashed  niggers "  ? 

Preposterous  schism 
Perpetuate  be  in  guise  of  Patriotism  ? 

At  feast  self-interest  ought  to  be  astute. 
The  Indian  Llephant  obeys  his  driver, 
ftf.  ^ts,nder8  «iuabble.  the  sage  brute 
Ofmsdom  (taught  by  fWly)  maV  be  hiver 


Not  wholly  disinclined  to  throw  and  trample 
Mahout  and  howdah-load  he  still  may  be ; 

And  if  they  quarrel,  'tis  a  bad  example 
That  he  will  hardly  be  the  last  to  see. 
Gentlemen,  shame ! 

Keep  courage,  peace,  cool  heads,  loyal  quand  meme .' 


THE  LATEST  CRAZE. 

(Liters  from  a,  young  Gentleman  of  Fashion  who  "  Adopted  the  Stage  as 
a  Profession.") 

28,  Shrimp  Street,  SheUfurd,  Sunday  Erening. 

MT  DEAR  DUCHESS, 

I  AM  so  much  obliged  for  your  letter.    The  game  was  just  a 

leetle but  there,  I  know  you  wanted  to  try  the  Parcels  Post. 

i  9?nt  ™ost  of  it  a9  a  present  to  the  Company.  What  a  week  I  've 
<ii  jmner  to-night  at  Lady  AWEBERRY'S  has  been  my  first  glimpse 
ot  orderly  comfort."  The  excellent  Miss  POSTER,  my  indefatigable 
Manageress,  transformed  again,  like  Cinderella  at  the  Prince's  Ball, 
and  wreathed  in  smiles,  as  if  she  never  could  lose  her  temper.  I  've 
really  no  time  to  send  you  my  "  reflections,"  as  you  so  kindly  ask 
me.  The  twenty-four  hours  are  fully  occupied  with  learning  by  heart, 
rehearsing,  thinking  of  one's  clothes,  eating,  and  sleeping.  The 
notice-board  at  our  Theatre  is  more  like  a  Kaleidoscope  than  any- 
thing else— it  changes  about  every  day,  and  I  am  "cast  "for  this, 
that,  and  the  other,  like  a  conjuring  trick.  I  don't  think  that  the 
stage  as  a  profession  is  quite  up  to  what  I  had  imagined  it  to  be,— 
but  then,  of  course,  I  'm  working  my  way  up,  and  nope  to  emerge 
somewhere  satisfactorily. 

I  was  very  nervous  the  first  night,  but  I  was  quite  determined  to 
say  my  lines  on  the  Stage  after  having  said  them  so  often  to  GEORGE. 
Jir.  i)ERWENTWAT£E  didn't  seem  to  think  my  dying  confessions,  as 
the  i,arl,  necessary  to  the  piece,  and  so  he  skipped  over  them,  and 
went  on  with  a  speech  of  his  that  ought  to  come  afterwards,— but 

thought  I  would  confess  all  the  same.  I  'm  afraid  I  rather  inter- 
rupted his  solicitations  for  pardon  and  expressions  of  sorrow  for  his 
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Old  Sportsman.  "  BURNING  SCENT  !"       4/r.  Verdant  (out  for  the  first  time,  and  delighted  at  being  spoken  to).  "EnJ   ARE  THEY!    WHERK!" 


ill-spent  life,  by  beginning  my  confession  in  the  middle  of  it.  The 
audience  didn't  seem  averse  to  a  duet,  although  Mr.  DERWEJJTWATER 
was  much  huffed  after  the  performance. 

When  I  got  back  to  our  little  dressing-room,  tired  and  hot  •with  my 
exertions.  I  found  Messrs.  GARRICK  and  DERWENTWATEH  evidently 
upset.  Now  I  was  quite  satisfied  with  my  first  night's  work  before 
an  impartial  audience ;  many  a  shrill  whistle  and  other  signs  of 
encouragement  had  I  received  from  the  Gallery.  I  had  done  my 
best.  However,  Mr.  DEHWENTWATER  didn't  like  me  at  all  as  the 
Coachman,  or  the  General ;  he  thought  my  rendering  of  the  Earl 
"  cruel " ;  the  Arab  Guide  (who  only  has  to  say  two  words  in  Arabic 
and  then  gets  stabbed),  and  Sea  Captain  (who  only  dances  a  quad- 
rille) he  thought  might  just  pass  muster.  As  for  my  Prison  Warder, 
he  expressed  himself  strongly  and  said,  "  Bad,  Sir:  d— d  bad."  _  He 
then  very  kindly  entered  into  a  lot  of  advice,  which,  he  told'me, 
was  for  my  own  good.  "It  will  be  better  for  yourself."  he  kept 
saying;  and  as  far  as  I  could  make  out,  it  would  be  better  for 
myself  "  if  I  never  turned  my  face  to  the  audience,  kept  well  at  the 
back  of  the  Stage  with  him  in  front  of  me,  and  left  out  half  my  lines. 

Now,  Mr.  GAUIUCK  (who  had  been  very  busy  making  a  free  use  of 
my  vaseline  all  this  time  to  get  my  wig-paste  off  his  face)  gave  it  as 
his  opinion  that  1  'd  no  business  on  the  Stage  at  all.  His  idea  seemed 
to  be  that  no  one  with  any  private  resources,  however  small,  ought  to 
be  on  the  Stage,  and  that  the  Profession  should  be  entirely  filled  by 
men  with  wives  and  large  families  to  support  on  their  salaries, 
quit?  irrespective  as  to  whether  they  had  any  natural  ability  or  not. 
Education  and  love  of  the  Art  he  called  very  bad  names.  "  Vmi '// 
never  do  any  good,"  said  he.  "  Why,  look  at  me !  I  've  been  twenty- 
three  years  in  the  Profession,  and  that '«  the  only  way  to  make  an 
Actor,  Sir.  I  've  been  married  this  twelve  years." 

Now,  I  wonder  if  I  shall  have  got  on  as  well  as  Mr.  GAEKICK  in 
twenty-three  years'  time  !  I  can't  help  thinking,  although  it  is  most 
kind  of  these  Gentlemen  to  take  so  much  interest  in  me,  that  being 
able  to  afford  a  few  ordinary  comforts  must  be  a  help  if  one  wants  to 
study  Art.  If  one  is  obliged  to  work  so  hard  with  a  hammer  and 
nails,  and  be  most  of  the  day  in  one's  shirt-sleeves,  like  the  Stage 
Manager,  one  can't  devote  so  much  time  to  quiet  study,  or  pay 
sufficient  attention  to  refining  one's  mind  and  style  of  acting  ;  perhaps 
I  'm  wrong,  though. 

Mr.  GARRICK  and  Mr.  DERVENTWATEH  went  on  talking  at  me  (for  my 
good)  till  they  were  Ulstered-up  again  ready  for  the  street.  They  both 


agreed  I  'd better  "chuck  it  up,"  and  I  said  "  thank  you ; "  but  I  shan't 
chuck  it  up,  and  I  settled  in  my  mind  to  do  just  the  same  next  night 
as  I  had  done  that.  I  don't  learn  lines  to  have  them  cut  out. 

Miss  POSTER  said  that  as  my  friends  were  coming  on  Wednesday, 
she  would  give  me  parts  that  stood  well  out  in  the  plays  that  night, 
and  not  so  many  of  \m.  I  was  to  be  Robert  Ffoliiott  and  Sir  Lti- 
cetter  Deadlock.  The  following  night  I  was  to  be  Bernardo^  (luilil- 
enstein,  the  Second  Actor,  and  Oiric,  in  Hamlet,  and  a  villain  in 
Kathleen  Matourneen;  Saturday,  the  British  Consul  in  Demerara, 
in  British  Born  ;  and  Miss  POSTER  hoped  I  wouldn't  mind  blacking 
my  face  to  play  a  nigger  in  Dreil.  I  thought  my  week  seemed 
pretty  well  cut  out,  but  perhaps  I  was  lucky  not  to  be  cast  for  any  of 
the  manual  work. 

Miss  POSTER  tells  me  I  am  a  great  anxiety  to  her,  and  that  some 


ULill    J-/UU11COB)  A     VC  Uw     uuaiiitao     w     MTU     jvi*    «**»     BHaoj     m.v*» 

supposed  to  be  always  bright  and  gay   and  jolly,  and   ready  to 
enU-rtain  anybody,  instead  of  being  overworked,  underpaid,  or  not- 
paid-at-all  drudges !    Perhaps  I  am  not  very  well  to-day,  for  I  don  t 
seem  to  be  taking  a  very  lively  view  of  my  profession. 
I  suppose  I  shall  find  out  where  the  Art  comes  in,  but  at  present, 


HUGO  DEB* ' '. 


"  How  THE  POOR  LIVE."— It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  Poor  will  be 
enabled  to  live  better,  but  there  is  so  much  tall  writing  and  sensa- 
tionalism on  the  subject,  that  the  sensible  Public  is  beginning  to  ask 
How  the  Journalists  and  the  Publishers  and  Pamphleteers  live? 
If  the  answer  is  "  By  the  Poor,"  it  is  not  so  pleasant. 


"My  Uncle  the  Admiral,"  said  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM,  "  is  very  old- 
fashioned,  and  always  goes  to  sleep  every  day  after  dinner  with  his 
Banana  on  his  head.'1 
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•MT SIC  HATH  CHARMS." 

"\ViiY,  cert'nlv!"  But  we 
are  inclined  to  think  that  if 
one  resides  in  the  same  house 
with  a  muchly-spanked  grand 
piano  the  charms  disappear 
and  the  savage  breast  asserts 
itself.  Other  people,  however, 
do  not  always  think  so.  Wit- 
ness the  following  advertise- 
ment which  recently  appeared 
in  the  Daily  Telegraph  : — 

AN  African  Lady  is  desirous 
to  BESIDE  and  BOARD 
with  a  Widow  Lady,  with  free  use 
of  piano  and  drawing-room,  and 
within  easy  access  to  London 
Bridge  or  Victoria  Station.  Terms 
for  self  and  child  £7  per  month 
inclusive. 

Seven  pounds  a  month 
scarcely  seems  what  one  would 
call  extravagant  remunera- 
tion, and  "  free  use  of  piano 
and  drawing-room,"  appears 
to  require  defining  more  ac- 
curately. If  the  African  Lady 
desired  to  warhle  "  Listen  to 
the  Mocking  Bird"  before 
breakfast,  or  her  child  wished 
to  dance  a  breakdown  in  the 
drawing-room  and  sing  "  Put 
me  in  my  Little  Bed"  before 
retiring  to  rest,  the  other  occu- 
pants of  the  house  might  pos- 
sibly object.  We  are  very  glad 
to  see  there  is  no  allusion  to 
bones,  banjo,  or  tambourine. 


A  Jew  d'Esprit. 
"LooK  here,"  said  Mr.  DE 

MoNTMOKENCr  (fl<?  ISAACS),"  I 

want  an  example  of  someone 
who  changed  his  name  for 
money." 

Then  Rabbi  BEN  SOLOMON, 
after  thinking  for  a  few  se- 
conds, raisea  his  venerable 
head,  and  replied,  "It  would  be 
done,  my  son,  by  anyone  of  the 
name  of '  COHEN  '  who  changed 
his  name  for  '  COYNE.'  " 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.    166. 


HERBERT  HERKOMER,  R.A. 

THE  ARTISTIC  MR.  BARLOW  TEACHING  THE  YOUNO  IDEA  HOW  TO  DRAW. 


SIGURD  THE  SOCIALIST! 

[Mr.  WILLIAM  MORRIS  having 
publicly  advocated  Socialism,  and 
the  division  of  capital  among  the 
labourers,  declines  an  invitation 
to  put  his  revolutionary  theories 
into  practice.] 

'TWAS  MORRIS  that  spoke  out 
of  Kelmscott,  that 's  hard 
by  the  Hammersmith  Mall, 

"A  Socialist  I,  and  the  work- 
men the  profits  of  things 
that  you  sell 

Should  share,  and  employers 
of  labour  should  act  on  a 
different  plan, 

And  give  up  their  capital 
freely  to  help  on  the  bold 
artisan." 

Then  uprose  a  pestilent 
stranger,  and  wrote  to  the 
Standard  also, 

Said  he,  "  When  you  make 
your  wall-papers,  my  MOR- 
KIS,  I  'd  much  like  to  know 

If  you  share  all  the  wonder- 
ful profits  you  make,  my 
;i!sthetical  boy, 

With  your  brothers  in  Art  and 
in  labour— in  short,  with 
the  men  you  employ  ?  " 

Then  MORRIS  he  dodged  and 
he  ducked,  as  in  angular 
flight  does  the  snipe, 

And  said  that  he  thought  on 
the  whole  that  the  time  for 
such  deeds  wasn't  ripe  ; 

Quoth  he,  "  I  'm  a  Socialist 
true,  but,  on  further  re- 
flection, the  fact  is, 

The  theory's  all  we  should 
hold,  and  I  won't  put  the 
plan  into  practice." 


WESTMINSTER. — "  Shut  the 
Abbey,  by  all  means,  to  our 
great  men  for  the  next  hundred 
years,"  observed  Mr.  HENRI 
IRVING.  "  Why,  I  've  got 
an  Abbey  all  to  myself, — in 
America." 


DEAD  LEAVES. 
WE  are  true  lovers  of  old  books.    We  do  love  to  bury  ourselves 

±  thfr  ISfvei'  •"}  <?mipany'  Wlth  great  ones  of  the  PMt,  now 
lent  except  m  the  qmet  eloquence  of  type;  and  though  our  lot  be 
cast  amongst  the  mk-spillers,  affect  the  wisdom  of  others,  as  we  wax 
)lder  far  more  than  our  own     It  is  pleasant  to  escape  into  thTnlk* 
and  corners  of  the  Past  out  of  the  Present's  full  and  noisy  thorough- 


the  ay  <»e     pp 

latest  gathering  at  Lord  JONES'S  country-house,  and  the 
ttSra?  ^h°v.  Say?  he  embodie8  the  Age,  but  looks 
Editor  of  gk  •  /m  -m  M  httle'  8tumbl<*  against  the  portly 
wouU  sav  ?batTnV°Ta1'  who  .,7^  sagaciously,  as  who 
T?Jv  •  *  ¥*  hls.own  »deas  of  what  the  Age  likes 

c  life 


thank  Heaven  !  are  not.  But  what  of  that '(  It  is  better  to  live  in 
a  fool's  paradise,  than  in  a  wise  man's  purgatory. 

But  our  pen  wanders  from  our  purrjose  (being  a  pen  essentially  so 
prone),  which  was  this.  To  wonder  if  the  world  and  the  ages  ever 
really  change  at  all,  among  those  our  excursions  into  old  books.  The 
corners  which  we  love  the  best,  perhaps,  are  the  lesser  and  least 
remembered  writings  of  great  men.  Among  them,  as  is  but  natural, 
we  hnd  embedded  strange  bright  pearls  of  thought  and  of  expression 
—for  such  men  never  care  to  be  niggardly,  and  can  afford  to  throw 
their  pearls  away— which,  lacking  the  brilliant  settings  of  the  men's 
more  famous  gems,  are  apt  to  shrink  quietly  away  into  their  modest 
shells,  to  reward  only  at  times  the  search  of  a  casual  explorer.  If  he 
be  of  the  modern  advertising  order,  he  can  parade  it  for  his  own,  and 
perhaps  live  long  on  the  price  of  it. 

It  is  but  a  week  or  two  since  that  we  dug  for  Mr.  Punch,  out  of 
the  Goldsmith  mine,  some  strange  passages  that  moved  us  to  rub  our 
eves,  and  ask  in  what  century  we  were  living.  Why,  they  are  all  in 
those  autumn-stained  pages :— Critics  and  Metaphysicians,  Sophists 
and  Fashionables,  burning  questions  and  all !  Have  not  the  Marquis 
of  SQUALLSBUBY  and  the  terrible  Mr.  RISINGSUN,  Sir  GRAVE  EYRES, 
and  my  Lord  GREYHAIRS,  all  suddenly  discovered,  within  the  last  few 
weeks  (though  certainly  with  no  view  to  votes — oh,  dear  no  !),  what 
is  the  pressing  national  need  of  the  hour  ?— of  course,  a  new  one  f 
We  had  been  pondering  with  the  rest  of  the  world  upon  the  novel 
problem  of  the  poor's  housing, — with  which  ground-rents  and  empty 
palaces,  and  huge  untenanted  estates  covering  so  insignificant  a  pro- 
portion of  this  enormous  island,  have  of  course  nothing  to  do — (and 
again  we  say,  oh,  dear  no!)— when  in  turning  for  relief  to  those 
old-world  readings  of  ours,  and  trving  to  forget  for  a  time  the 
miseries  proper  to  our  period,  we  read  in  the  off-pages  of  one  who  is 
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ETIQUETTE. 

HI'-IKI- (lit  K.ie.itjilarti    }'iniihi  Person  from  Jiis  Pur i.tli,  anil  fonncrlij  in  his  Hibh-ClaM,  noir  in 
service  in  7>VA/n"-/>/}.   "WELL,  JANK,  I  TOLD  YOUR  MOTHEK,  AS  I  WAS  GOING  TO  LONDON,  I 

SHOULD  CALL   AND   SEE   HOW   YOU   WERE   GETTING  ON,    AND   I   HOPE  YOU " 

Jane.  "On   DEAR   ME,  SIR!    THANK   YOU,  SIR,  I'M  VERY ONLY  I — I   BEG   PARDINO, 

SIR,  BUT  MY  WISITORS  is  EXPECTED  TO  GO  DOWN  THE  AIRV,  SIR  !  "  [Tableau! 


now  a  past-master  in  the  great  world's  Masonic  system,  even  the  following  words,  and 
rubbed  our  eyes  again  : — 

"What  a  confession  it  is  that  we  hare  almost  all  of  us  been  obliged  to  make!  A  clever  and 
earnest-minded  writer  gets  a  commission  from  the  Morning  Chronicle  newspaper,  and  reports  upon 
the  state  of  our  poor  in  London ;  he  goes  among  labouring  people  and  poor  of  all  kinds — and  bring* 
back  what?  A  picture  of  liumiin  life  so  wonderful,  so  awful,  so  piteous  and  pathetic,  so  exciting  and 
terrible,  that  readers  of  romances  own  tlicv  never  read  anything  like  to  it ;  and  that  the  griefs,  struggles, 
strange  adventures  here  depicted,  exceed  anything  lhat  any  of  us  could  imagine.  Yes;  and  these 
wonders  and  terrors  have  been  lying  by  your  door  and  mine  ever  since  we  had  a  door  of  our  own.  We 
had  but  to  go  a  hundred  yards  oft'  and  see  for  ourselves,  but  we  never  did  ....  Of  the  workmen  we 
know  nothing,  how  pitilessly  they  arc  ground  down,  how  they  live  and  die,  here  close  by  us  at  the 
back  of  our  houses,  until  some  Poet  like  Hoon  wakes  and  sings  that  dreadful  'Song  of 'the  Shirt'; 
some  prophet  like  CARLYLE  rises  up  and  denounces  woe,  some  clear-sighted  energetic  man  like  the 


writer  of  the  Chronicle  travel*  into  th«  poor  man'i 
country  for  us,  and  come*  back  with  ni«  tale  of 
terror  and  wonder.  Awful,  awful  poor  man's 
country-  !  " 

We  rubbed  our  eyes,  and  wondered.  Was 
Lhis  real  ?  Were  we  not  reading  of  the 
question  of  this  day  ?  Was  not  the  Chronicle 
a  misprint  for  a  later  sheet  ?  Was  the  clever 
and  earnest-minded  writer  one  Mr.  HITTER 
CBT  in  the  P.  M,  G.  t  And  the  prophet, 
could  he  be,  perchance,  the  Marquis  of 
SftUAiLSBURT  ?  No.  For  we  were  reading  of 
the  question  of  another  day,  in  lines  which 
appeared  many  yean  ago  in  these  very 
pages— the  pages  of  Mr.  Punch  ;  and  were 
written  by  a  great  man  with  a  very  great 
heart,  of  which  the  lesser  knew  not.  And 
the  name  of  that  man  was  THACKERAY. 

Alas !  is  not  the  problem  this— that  the 
Poor  we  have  always  with  us,  Lord  SQCAXXS- 
BfRY  is  very  seldom  with  us,  but,  as  a  rule, 
rather  against  us,  or  we  are  against  him. 
But,  be  that  as  it  may,  might  not  Lord 
SQUALLSBURY  himself,  after  stirring  the 
question  in  political  reviews,  think  of  a 
new  solution  .-  We  have  heard,  though  we 
can  ill  believe  it,  that  the  great  house  of 
Capfield  stands  sometimes  empty,  with  its 
miles  of  unembarrassed  air  about  it.  Might 
not  a  detachment  of  these  same  Poor,  in  one 
of  those  seignorial  absences,  be  "  housed  " 
there,  with  good  supervision,  once,  just  by 
way  of  experiment  ?  The  idea  sounds  shock- 
ing. But,  after  all,  why  not?  You  have 
raised  the  ever-walking  ghost  again,  my 
Lord.  Might  you  not  try  that  much  to 
lay  it?  HABITS. 

A  REFLECTIVE  ODE. 

So  thus  it  ends, — a  poet  Peer ! — 
And  as  I  drop  my  lyre  and  gaze 
On  this  my  largest,  latest  blaze, 

I  wonder  what  my  work  is  here ! 

Will  this  grave  bench  on  which  I  sit 
Prove  harder  than  my  poet's  chair  ? — 
This  gaudy  head-gear  that  I  wear 

But  fret  me  with  a  faulty  fit '( 

Will  too,  when  breaks  the  opening  throng 
Of  crushing  Commons'  'gainst  the  bar, 
Some  cynic  sight  me  from  afar, 

And  shameless  shout,  "  A  song !  a  song ! " 

And  shall  I,  swept  by  force  of  vears. 
Uprise  and  drown  the  Speaking  Throne 
TV  ith  matchless  music,— till  I  'm  shown 

The  door  amidst  derisive  jeers ! 

Or  shall  I  find  no  lyric  vent, 
But  leaving  mute  my  muzzled  Muse, 
Her  sweetest,  saddest  measures  fuse 

In  mere  Content  or  A'on-  Content  f 

But,  there — I  trust  that  somehow  good 
Will  come  of  timely  honour  yet, 
And  genius  prove  for  coronet 

As  good  a  mate  as  Norman  blood. 

For  why  should  I  not  take  my  seat  ? 
Not  hrst  am  I  to  roach  the  void 
Where  tinsel  has  great  souls  decoyed, 

And  made  their  rounded  lives  complete. 

A  Peerage !    If  it  be  but  vain 
To  hand  to  son  what  earns  the.  sire, 
Then  have  I  thrumm'd  no  fruitful  lyre, 

Nor  much  subserved  another's  gain. 

Yet,  though  I  know  not  everything, 
I  somehow  guess  this  news  will  fall 
At  last  as  welcome  news  to  all, 

And  get  to  have  a  pleasant  ring.* 

Thus  runs  my  dream  !    So  here  am  I, 
My  coronet  about  to  don, 
Half  hoping,  when  I  've  got  it  on, 

It  will  not  sit  too  much  awry  ! 

•  I  think  IRVING  will  be  pleased  if  I  take  it. 
But  between  the  Cup,  &c.,  &c.— A.  T. 


288 


PUNCH,  OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI. 


[DECEMBER  15,  1883. 


OLD    FRIENDS." 


EXUBERANT  RAPTURE  DISPLAYED  BY  THE  JONESES  ON  READING  IN  THE  Tmss 
THAT  SMITH,   THEIR  OLDEST  AND   DEAEEST  FRIEND,  HAD  AT   LAST  BEEN 

MADE  A    K.  C.B. 


THREE  CHEERS !  AND  VIVE  LA  CORPORATION ! 

THE  Corporation  somehow  have  the  knack  of  always 
doing  the  right  thing  at  the  right  time,  and  in  the  right 
way.  Seeing  with  regret  the  somewhat  strained  relations 
at  the  present  time  between  the  two  great  Western 
Powers,  England  and  France,  in  regard  to  China,  they 
eagerly  seize  the  first  opportunity  that  offers  to  pour  oil, 
as  it  were,  upon  the  somewhat  troubled  waters,  and  they 
do  it  in  their  own  peculiar,  but  eminently  satisfactory  way. 
Having  resolved  to  place  upon  the  pedestals  at  Black- 
friars  Bridge,  statuary,  in  the  highest  style  of  Art,  they 
have  selected  for  the  tirst  subject,  FRANCIS  THE  FIRST, 
King  of  France  !  The  statue  was  to  have  been  tried  yes- 
terday, but  on  what  charge  we  are  unable  to  say.  We 
hope  it  was  acquitted  and  let  off.  But  if  condemned  to 
remain,  the  inscription,  it  is  said,  will  be  in  both  lan- 
guages, and  will  run  as  follows  : — • 

"  England  and  France !  France  and  England !  root  and 
branch,  and  may  they  continue  and  flourish  for  ever  !  " 

["  La  France  et  L'Angleterre,  L'Angleterre  et  la 
France,  racine  et  branches,  et  qu'euet  cotttimient  et  flcur- 
rissent  a  jamais .'"] 

EARL  GBANVILLE  is  said  to  be  so  much  pleased  at  the 
brilliancy  of  the  idea,  which  is  reported  to  have  origin- 
ated with  the  new  LOED  MAYOR,  that  the  Baronetcy  that 
usually  follows  upon  distinguished  services  or  Royal 
visits  is  considered  to  be  already  assured. 

IT  is  said  that  if  Mr.  TENNYSON  is  made  a  Peer,  he  will 
be  an  ornament  to  the  House  of  Lords.  Will  he  ?  Not 
in  that  hat  and  "  auld  cloak"  of  his.  Here  is  a  chance 
for  a  Testimonial  from  Genuine  Admirers.  Boots  might 
be  included, — latest  Masher  style, — and  the  sooner  this  is 
set  on  foot  the  better. 


"THE  Late  Sunsets!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM. 
The  sunsets  have  been  very  remarkable,  but  I  haven't 
noticed  their  being  particularly  late." 


NEW  RULE  or  THE  HOUSE.— If  Mr.  ARTHUR  PEEL'S 
appointment  as  Speaker  he  confirmed,  the  first  Member 
who  says  that  "the  House  is  now  turned  into  a  Court  of 
A.  PEEL,"  will  be  fined  or  clocktowered. 


THE  HEALTH  EXHIBITION. 

MB,  PTOCH  is  delighted  to  hear  that  the  arrangements  for  next 

;  South  Kensington  are  progressing  famously.    Here 

are  some  of  the  items  expected  to  prove  most  attractive  to  visitors  :— 

Every  bod  v  who  passes  the  turnstiles  will  be  entitled  to  have  his  or 
her  pulse  felt  by  the  President  of  the  Royal  College  of  Physicians 
at  least  once  a  day  ! 

A  Medicine-and-Pill-Tasting  Pavilion  will  be  provided  gratis  • 
skilled  burgeons  will  also  perform  operations  at  a  greatly  reduced  fee' 

II  8  in  cheap  descriptions  of  wine  will  be  allowed  every  facility 
tor  recommending  their  vintages,  by  means  of  samples  to  be  drunk  on 
the  premises,  on  condition  that  they  also  supply  convenient  mortuaries 
in  the  grounds. 

Among  the  Exhibitors  in  the  British  Section  will  be  •— 
Sir  Wilfrid  Lairs,,,,.—  The  Great  Temperance  Pick-me-up. 
Ifie  JJtanof  Bangor.—  Beetroot  Syrup,  the  Substitute  for  Tea. 

*  London  Hater  Co»ipame«.-A  few  of  the  largest  and  most 
interesting  animals  to  be  found  in  ordinary  drinking-water. 

myd  I  teuaOtrf  Aupciation.—Tlu  exact  amount  of  hops 
in  a  gallon  ot  beer  (through  a  microscope). 

Dr.  y^/mn^.-.Vdme,!  of  a  really  Healthy  Room,  with  no 

Sour  an?  ventilation,  no  dust,  and  no  furniture  to 

There  will  be  a  Great  International  Health  Competition,  under  the 

Sf     1  ?m        SUP"™«».     The  healthiest  person  will  receive  a 

.00,  on  condition  that  he  attends  dailyln  a  special  chamber! 

"  hour!"        ^^  *°  ^  ™ltors  at  ***  °nce  in  ^ 

not  in  robust  health 


ing  at  all,  Easy  Methods  of  connecting  the  cistern  with  the  main- 
drainage  system,  and  wax  models  of  the  following  : — Jerry-Builders 
who  use  bad  mortar,  Butchers  who  have  been  fined  more  than  three 
times  a  month  for  selling  "unsound"  meat,  People  who  don't  con- 
sume their  own  smoke,  Tobacconists,  Writers  in  the  Lancet,  Medical 
Officers  of  Health,  and  the  Man  who  invented  Zoedone. 

Each  week  a  Conversazione  will  be  held,  under  Distinguished 
Patronage,  when  Essays  will  be  read,  and  Discussions  take  place  on 
various  Sanitary  Matters.  For  instance,  a  Distinguished  Person  will 
state  how  he  feels  after  running  five  miles  and  then  eating  a  hearty 
supper ;  and  other  Distinguished  Persons  will  then  state  how  they 
feel,  and  very  Distinguished  Doctors  will  then  say  why  everybody 
feels  as  they  do  feel,  and  so  on.  Among  the  papers  already  promised 
are  some  on  the  following  topics  : — 

On  the  kinds  of  filters  which  are  actually  deadly,  and  those  which 
are  only  extremely  dangerous  to  life. 

Does  boiling  diluted  sewage  render  it  a  safe  drink  for  invalids  ? 

Whether  a  course  of  temperance  beverages,  adulterated  sherry,  or 
a  leap  from  the  Monument,  is  most  likely  to  end  in  sudden  death. 

The  Twopenny  Dinner,  of  Soup,  Fish,  Two  Entrees,  Joint,  and  a 
Choice  of  Sweets  or  Cheese,  with  Beer  or  Wine,  all  included,  is 
expected  to  be  one  of  the  "  hits  "  of  the  Exhibition. 

Pugilistic  Encounters  will  take  place  three  times  a  day  between 
individuals  brought  up  respectively  on— (a)  Water  and  Beer ;  (6)  Beef 
and  Lentils  ;  and  between  (e)  Early  Risers  and  Late  Risers. 

Fountains  of  Apollinaris  Water  will  play  in  the  grounds,  hut 
Visitors  will  be  expected  to  bring  their  own  brandy-flasks.  At 
stated  intervals  the  leading  London  Doctors  will  give  exhibitions  of 
their  skill  in  Diagnosis,  on  selected  patients  from  Infirmaries,  to  the 
music  of  a  Special  Band  supplied  from  the  Hospital  for  Incurables. 

[N.B.— To  prevent  disappointment,  Mr.  Punch  begs  to  say  at  once 
that  at  the  close  of  the  Exhibition  no  Baronetcies  or  honours  of  any 
sort  will  be  given  away  to  anybody  connected  with  the  arrangements.] 


NOTICE  TO  THE  ENTIRE  WORLD.—  Our  Christmas  Story  commences 

next  week,  it  is  entitled 
THE   SECRET   OF   DEADMAN'S   TERRACE. 

THE  SECBET  will  not  be  let  out  ecen  at  Lending  Libraries. 


TO  COBBESPONDEJJTS.- 
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DKOPT  the  wizard  pencil, 'resting: 

That  unchilled,  untiring:  hand ! 
Should    some    sorrowing    Fay    come 
questing 

m  the  Court  of  Fairyland, 
Come  inquiring  among  mortals 

For  another  fit  to  pass 
Through  those  dim  sequestered  portals, 

Fit  that  realm  to  type  and  glass, 
Of  its  wealth  to  he  possessor, 

Humour's  harvest,  Fancy's  spoil, 
ll'/ti'i-c  should  she  find  right  successor 

To  unrivalled  RICHAKD  DOYLE  ? 

Why  must  so  fine  necromancy 

Know  the  arresting  touch  of  death  ? 
"Why  must  world-delighting  fancy 

Bide  at  last  the  icy  breath  ? 
So  love  asks  with  noble  folly, 

Running  o'er  his  mimic  world, 
Creatures  winsome,  quaint,  and  jolly, 

Arabesquely  blown  and  twirled 
From  his  pencil  point  profusely, 

Scattered  like  the  flowers  of  Spring, 
Liphtly,  lavishly  and  loosely, 

When  DOYLE'S  wit  is  on  the  wing. 

On  the  wing  !    'Tis  ever  on  it, 

All  unlike  the  little  bard 
Who  excogitates  a  sonnet 

After  labour  long  and  hard. 


RICHARD    DOYLE.      (IN    MEMORIAM.) 

He  is  no  pedestrian  plodder, 

Double-handed  he  deals  out ; 
Whimsies  wilder,  brighter,  odder 

Never  swarmea  in  Fancy's  rout. 
DRAYTON'S  old  Nymphidia  never 

Was  more  populous  of  whims 
Than  the  limbo  opened  ever 

When  this  wizard  dreams  and  limns. 

"  Wood-notes  wild  "  the  analogues  are 

Of  bis  quaint  and  elfish  crew. 
Who  makes  question  if  the  rogues  are 

Anatomically  true  ? 
They  're  alive  and  love-inspiring, 

Which  some  fresco-frights  are  not  ; 
Age  with  childhood  comes  admiring, 

Cold  correctness  counts  "  great  rot." 
Living  fun  and  fancy  spoil  us 

For  the  coldly  critic  strain  ; 
'Gainst  them  Academic  Zoilus 

Blows  his  counterblasts  in  vain. 

Not  the  imps  of  Elf -land  merely 

Populate  his  pictured  page  ; 
Who  drew  bow  more  keenly,  queerly, 

At  the  follies  of  his  age  P 
Winged  with  whim,  and  tipped  with  wild- 
ness, 

Straight  withal  his  arrows  flew  ; 
Satire  sharp  with  genial  mildness 

Mingled  in  the  world  he  drew. 


THACKERAY'S  Colonel  fits  his  pencil, 
But  his  sharper  skill  can  shape, 

San*  long  nose  or  tail  prehensile, 
Cad,  or  snob,  or  human  ape. 

Turning  o'er  his  own  past  pages, 

Punch,    with    tearful    smile,    can 

trace 
That  fine  talent's  various  stages, 

Caustic  satire,  gentle  grace, 
Feats  and  freaks  of  Cockney  funny — 

BROWN,  and  JONES,  and  ROBINSON  ; 
And,  huge  hive  of  Humour's  honey, 

Quaint  quintessence  of  rich  fun, 
Coming  fresh  as  June-breeze  briary 

With  old  memories  of  our  youth — 
Thrice  immortal  Pipt't  Diary  ! 

Masterpiece  of  Mirth  and  Irnth ! 

Olden  ties  unknit  too  quickly 

Take  new  charm  as  we  review 
Fancy's  wit-world  thronged  so  thickly. 

More,  who  has  so  much  to  do, 
Might,  one  dreams,  give  longer  tether 

Unto  lives  that  keep  so  young. 
Heads  of  wood  and  hearts  of  leather 

Freely  in  his  way  are  flung. 
No !    He  will  not  long  be  cheated 

Of  the  choicest  of  his  spoil, 
To  the  further  shore  has  fleeted 

Fancy's  favourite—"  DICKI  DOTLE." 


THE  SENTRY  OF  THE  CENTURY. 


"SLIPPERS  FOR  SOLDIERS. 
— As  one  of  the  results  of 
recent  committee  work  on 
equipment,  it  has  been  de- 
cided, says  the  Army  and 
Navy  Gazette,  that  a  pair  of 
light  canvas  waterproof 
slippers  will  be  carried  by 
the  soldier  in  his  valise  on 
active  service,  instead  of  a 
second  pair  of  boots,  which 
will  be  carried  in  the  first 
line  of  transport.  A  small 
supply  of  spare  boots  will 
accompany  each  battalion, 
to  replace  the  few  that  may 
be  prematurely  worn  out. 
It  has  been  found  that  troops 
cau  keep  the  field,  in  a 
rongh  country,  on  one  pair 
of  boots  for  two  months,  and 
it  is  believed  that  the  addi- 
tion of  light  canvas  shoes, 
to  put  on  when  the  boots 
have  been  removed,  to  ease 
the  feet,  will  answer  all 
requirements." — 


SOME  SIGNS  OF  THE  SEASON. 

Now,  do  wealthy  and  careful  men  and  women  seize  hold  of  some 
habit  displayed  by  their  poorer  relations,  habits  of  which  they  have 
said  nothing  during  the  year,  as  an  excuse  for  never  seeing  or  speak- 
ing to  those  impoverished  relations  again. 

Postmen  who  have  lingered  and  loitered  with  your  letters  for 
eleven  months,  now  not  only  deliver  them  at  the  appointed  time,  but, 
in  their  kindly  zeal,  are  anxious  to  open,  read,  and  answer  them  for 
you. 

Dyspeptics  look  forward  to  their  waking  condition  on  the  26th  with 
feelings  of  agony  and  apprehension. 

.\"<>rt\>lk  poultry-fanners   drink  success  and  long  continuance  to 

ml  old  English  customs. 

Descriptive  Writers  arm  themselves  with  Maps  of  London,  and 
evolve  articles  headed,  "Roast  Beef  in  Bermondsey,"  "Turkey  and 
Sausages  in  Wapping,"  and  "  Mince  Pies  in  Spitalfields." 

The  lesser  feminine  lights  of  the  Stage  invest  in  five  shillings' 


worth  of  illuminated  cards,  and  sit  anxiously  down  awaiting  a  crop 
of  bangles,  bracelets,  diamond  butterflies,  boxes  of  bonbons,  and 
eighteen-button  gloves. 

Railway  Porters  become  'suddenly  intelligent,  and  convinced  that 
every  traveller  by  every  train  desires  a  compartment  to  himself. 

Heroic  sacrificers  of  the  truth  avow  openly  that  they  have  ghosts 
in  their  families  capable  of  putting  all  the  annuals  in  the  shade,  and 
that  they  themselves  have  seen  them. 

Tradesmen  order  in  several  reams  of  note-paper  and  a  few  gross  of 
blue  envelopes. 

Cabmen  salute  their  fares  with'cheery  "remarks  as  to  the  Reason- 
ableness of  the  weather. 

Schoolmasters  are  praying  that  Classics.  Modern  Languages, 
Mathematics,  History,  and  Geography  could  all  be  classed  as  extras. 

Fond  lovers  buy  and  give  to  each  other  the  very  last  things  in  the 
world  that  each  other  wants. 

Fashionable  preachers  drink  much  strong  tea,  in  the  hope  of 
eliciting  something  fresh  from  their  brains. 

Men  in  possession  are  sure  that  everything  can  be  settled  comfort- 
ably, and  that. nobody  wants  to  do  any  harm  to  anybody  else. 

Pictures  representing  bright,  crisp,  exhilarating,  frosty  weather, 
are  in  large  demand. 

Umbrellas,  Waterproofs,  and  Respirators,  to  protect  the  human 
frame  from  rain,  slush,  mud,  and  fog,  are  in  enormous  request. 

Daring  young  Journalists,  early  in  the  morning,  wildly  wonder 
what  effect  on  Society  would  an  article,  commencing  "  This,  the  most 
loathsome  season  of  the  year "  have,  and  conclude  not  to  write  it, 
but  to  go  to  bed. 

Publicans  arrange  that  the  most  generous  and  lavish  of  their 
regular  customers  shall  win  the  goose  in  their  Annual  Club. 

KMrrly  people  raise  highly  successful  blue  devils  for  themselves  by 
recalling  the  friends  they  have  lost. 

Blue-Ribbonites  swear  off  on  account  of  the  season  of  the  year. 

Anti-Blue-Ribbonites  swear  on  harder  and  harder  on  account  of 
the  season  of  the  year. 

Starving  street  Arabs  and  ordinary  paupers  are  all  at  once  dis- 
covered to  be  hungry. 

Several  nervous  imaginative  invalids  become  chronic  imbeciles, 
through  being  waked  up  at  dead  of  night  by  the  strains  of  the 
••  Mittbtot  Bough." 

Hypochondriacal  subjects  trust  that  they  will  be  in  their  coffins 
before  the  New  Year's  festivities  set  in. 

Mr.  Punch  comes  out  as  usual,  and  without  the  cynicism  into 
which  it  is  now  fashionable  to  regard  this  kindly  genial  season,  wi 
all  his  Readers  a*  Mrrry  a  Christmas— as  they  >1 

REALLY ! 

AT  the  ensuing  Balls  at  the  Man>ion  House  a  new  dance  will  be 
introduced,  which  it  is  expected  will  achieve  great  popularity.  It 
will  be  called  the  "Conger Reel." 


VOL.  LXXXV. 
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THE    EXCEPTION    THAT    CONFIRMS    THE    RULE. 

Sir  Peter  (who  is  of  a  moralising  turn  of  mind).  "  IT  is  A  SINGULAR  FACT  IN 
IUMAN  NATURE  THAT  THE  VERY  VICES  WE  MOST  OBJKor  TO  IN  OUK  ACQUAINT- 
ANCES ARE  PRECISELY  THOSE  WE  HAVE  OURSELVES  !" 

Mrs.  Ponsonby  de  Tomkym.   "  NOT  ALWAYS,  DEAR  SIR  PETER  !    FOR  INSTANCE, 

THEIIE  IS  ONE  VlCE  /  LOATHE  ABOVE  ALL  OTHERS,    IT  IS  WORLDLINES8  !  " 


DIED  DECEMBER  11,  1883. 

VOICE  of  the  golden  past !    The  Stage  grows  dark, 

The  End  has  come,  and  slow  the  curtain  falls. 
MARIO  is  dead !     It  cannot  be,  for  hark ! 

His  name  is  echoed  in  repeated  calls. 
Long  we  have  lost  him,  but  fond  memory  slips 

Back  to  the  days  his  song  so  glorified  ; 
His  magic  fame  falls  from  a  thousand  lips — 

Music  grew  dumb  the  day  that  MAMO  died ! 

Knight  of  the  silver  song !    Who  can  forget 

Your  Ahnaviva  ? — for  his  beauty  glows 
In  recollection — ah  !  the  grand  duet 

With  glorious  GMSI  in  The  Huguenots  ! 
"  Ah  !  mm  Fernando  .'"  that  was  song  sublime, 

And  Fqvorita's  ecstasy  complete, 
When,  with  a  passion  that  has  conquered  time, 

The  tyrant  sword  fell  at  your  noble  feet ! 

King  of  the  hearts  of  all !     With  folded  arms, 

As  white-robed  priest;  by  Leonora's  cell 
You  stand  in  fancy,  whilst  the  myriad  charms 

Come  with  love-music  and  your  magic  spell ! 
"  AngioV  d'Amor' .'  "  that  was  the  song  you  sung 

In  tragic  torture  of  accented  pain. 
MARIO,  my  Master,  would  that  we  were  young, 

To  see  enchanted  women  weep  again ! 

Man  of  the  deathless  voice !    How  they  will  greet 

The  lost  companion  who  returns  to  them — • 
RUBINI  and  GIUGLINI,  honey-sweet, 

Will  swell  the  chorus  for  your  requiem. 
When  the  last  portals  to  be  passed  by  men 

Are  fired  with  melody — amidst  the  glow 
Song's  immortality  will  triumph,  then 

GBISI  at  last  will  meet  her  MAEIO  ! 


Beware  of  the  Mole. 

THE  Metropolitan  Mole,  which  burrows  through  every 
part  of  London,  is  likely  to  receive  a  check.  Subter- 
ranean London  is  now  so  pierced,  tunnelled,  and  honey- 
combed, that  the  respectable  householder  may  wake  up 
some  fine  morning  and  find  he  is  in  his  own  coal-cellar, 
with  the  chance  of  going  further.  The  Mole,  however, 
made  a  mistake  when  he  turned  his  attention  towards 
the  Parks.  The  Metropolis  has  so  few  lungs  remaining, 
that  these  must  be  jealously  protected  ;  and  London  is 
thoroughly  aroused  to  the  necessity  of  making  a  vigorous 
stand  against  permitting  the  Mole  to  even  look  at  the 
Parks.  The  war-cry  is,  "  No  Larks  with  the  Parks  !  " 


UNIVERSITY  INTELLIGENCE. 

(Newest  Style.) 
OXFOKD,  DKCEMBEB  23. 

THK  next   examination   for   the  Tooleian  Provincial  Company's 

Irave  ]],„*  lellnwship  will  be  held  on  the  13th  of  Januarv  next. 

K  ing  candidates  are  requested  to  send  their  photographs,  list 

of  parts,  press  notices,  and  other  certificates,  together  with  a  stamped 

£5SCt  iTprox.    ^  ReV'  ^  A°tin*  Mana*er'  ^  S°^" 
n^vJ1  90f,vocAtion  fhel£  yesterday  it  was  decided  to  grant  the 

\V/rHpn     *  w  ft™8*  °1  2"?1'  the  Master  of  Pembrokef  and  the 

F  Wadham,  that  they  might  be  allowed  to  renew  their 

present  engagement  at  an  East  End  London  Theatre,  and  continue 

the  Three  Witchcs  *  MncbM  for 


and  b,olst«r  exercises  for  the  Degree  of  Doctor  of  Lofty 
e)  -°n  Tuesday  afternoon  at  the  Sheldonian 


CAMBRIDGE,  DECEMBER  23. 


ngregation  to  be  held  at  noon  to-morrow,  it  will  be  pro- 


posed "  that  half  the  travelling  expenses  incidental  to  the  Vice- 
Chancellor's  recent  unsuccessful  appearance  at  Worthing  as  Romeo, 
be  defrayed  from  the  University  Chest."  Some  opposition  is 
expected. 

The  Examination  for  the  Chancellor's  Medals  for  Pantomime  busi- 
ness will  commence  on  Monday  next.  Attention  is  specially  directed 
to  the  fact  that  the  Examiners  will,  in  adjudging  the  order  of  merit, 
attach  much  importance  to  the  quality  of  the  Viva  Voce,  and  expect 
the  answers  delivered  from  the  large  pasteboard  heads  of  the  Candi- 
dates to  be  full,  round,  clear,  and  of  a  character  to  he  distinctly 
audible  at  the  back  of  a  crowded  Boxing-Night  Gallery. 

Mr.  WILSON  BARRETT  has  been  offered,  and  has  accepted,  the 
Professorial  Chair  of  Poses  Plastiques,  vacated  by  the  Master  of 
Peterhouse  on  account  of  chronic  rheumatism. 


BARON  HONOUR. 

ONE  SIDE  OF  IT. 
"  A  PEERAGE  "  ?    Well,  and  wherefore  should  you  frown 

If  titled  I  elect  my  name  shall  live  ? 
Thus  is  the  Judge's,  Banker's,  handed  down. 
Why  not  the  Poet's  ?    Cease,— nor  flout  the  Crown, 
That  oft'ers  the  one  honour  Crowns  can  give  ? 

THE  OTHEE. 
THE  passing  echo  of  their  ducal  cheers 

Lends  lustre  to  your  life !    Conceit  sublime  ! 
Go  to ! — nor  marvel  at  our  rising  jeers, 
Since  the  great  spirits  you  should  count  your  peers 

Sit  on  the  splendid  benches  of  all  time  ! 
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GLAD,    MY    LORD,    YOU    HAVE    BEEN    TEMPTED    TO    CHANGE    YOUR    HAT!" 


NOTES  OF  INTERROGATION. 

READING  the  various  and  conflicting  accounts  of  Mr.  HKSKY 
IRVING'S  tirst  appearance  in  Boston,  U.S.,  Mr.  Punch  feels  himself 
placed  in  the  position  of  HERODOTUS.  The  historian  heard  eight 
or  ten  different  descriptions  of  an  occurrence  that  took  place  under 
his  window,  and  as  none  of  them  agreed  with  his  own  observation, 
he  asked  himself  how  he  could  possibly  write  history.  When  Mr. 
Punch  has  nothing  better  to  do  than  writing  the  history  of  IRVING'S 
American  tour,  he  will  want  to  know  how  he  is  to  reconcile  the 
following  statements : — 

London  Times,  December  12,  1883  :— 

"  Mr.  HENRY  IHVINO  made  n  very  successful  appearance  at  Boston  yester- 
day in  Louis  the  Eleventh  before  a  large  audience,  which  included  the  leading 
citizens.  The  chief  Boston  newspapers  publish  long  criticisms  upon  the 
performance,  describing  the  warm  and  enthusiastic  reception  of  the  great 
actor,  and  the  profound  impression  made  by  him." 


London  Daily  Telegraph,  same  date  :— 

"  Mr.  HENRY  IKVISO  made  his  first  appearance  in  Boston  lust  night,  in 
the  character  of  Lott'u  tkt  Eltrenth.  The  theatre,  which  is  the  largest  in 
Ami-i-i.-a,  was  crowded,  and  the  performance  was  altogether  a  magnificent 

The  London  Standard,  same  date : — 

"  Mr.  TRTINO  has  appeared  in  Itoston  as  louit  tht  E/rrenth.  The  audi- 
ence was  of  a  high  character  and  larje,  but  the  house  was  not  full.  The 
actor  met  with  a  kind  reception,  but  the  audience  only  became  enthusiastic 
after  the  Fourth  Act,  when  Mr.  IRVINO  was  recalled  several  times.  The 
newspaper  critics  in  Boston  deny  that  he  has  genius,  but  they  praiw  hii 
industry." 

Critics  may  and  do  differ  as  to  their  opinions,  but  reporters  ought 
not  to  differ  as  to  their  facts.  Which  is  right  ?  But— after  all— 

who  carr~ ': 
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LETTERS    TO    SOME    PEOPLE 


About  Other  People's  Business. 
J.  L.  Toole,  Esq. 


(1)  To  S.  B.  Bancroft,  Esq.     (2)  Tt 
(3)  To  W.  Kcndal,  Esq. 


MT  DEAR  BANCROFT, 

You  are  engaged  in  playing  Tom  Jervoise,  pronouncec 
"  Jervis,"  as  you  are  probably  aware  by  this  time,  and  so  will  have 
been  unable  to  visit  the  Princess's  (unless  you  can  spare  time  to 
patronise  a  benefit,  as  I  see  you  kindly  did  on  the  occasion  of  Miss 
SOLDENE'S  Matinee],  to  see  the  new  play  C/aiidian,  with  plot  by 
Mr.  HERMAN,  dialogue  by  Mr.  WILLS,  and  Acting  by  Mr.  WILSO> 
BAXRETT,  so  that  Claitdian  may  be  described  as  a  "  WILLS-AN 
BARRETT  "  Drama. 

Well,  my  dear  BANCROFT,  Ctaudicm  is  not  much  in  your  line. 
and  when  I  have  told  you  that  there  is  a  dramatic  prologue 
capitally  stage-managed,  a  beautiful  scene,  and  a  striking  di-nm'iment, 
and  when  I  have  added  that  after  this  the  audience  is  doomed  to  dis- 
appointment, as  there  is  nothing  much  to  follow,  that  the  scenery, 
though  good,  is  not  such  as  nowadays  calls  for  extravagant  lauda- 
tion, not  being  within  measurable  distance  of  the  great  Temple 
Scene  in  The  Cup,  at  the  Lyceum,  that  the  plot  is  uninteresting,  and 


ClaudiantheWUU-an'  Barrett  Masher  (A.D.  362)  and  Ms  Mashed  Victims; 
or,  Harlequin  Beautiful  for  Ever  and  the  Curse-ory  Clement. 

that  Mr.  BARRBTT  appears  to  hare  much  more  to  do  in  the  way  of 
clamat,on  and  paying-  careful  attention  to  himself  in  classic  atti- 
than  in  genuine  acting,  I  have  said  all  that  can  be  said 
the  piece    except  that.  the  dialogue  may  be,  and  possibly 
;   yet  after  hearing  it  twice,  I  could  not  undertake 
ear  whether  it  is  written  in  the  most  classic  prose,  or  the 
blankest  verse.    All  I  know,  is  that  the  Tetrarch,  who  is  a  sort  of 
comic  IHVINO,    is   twice  likened  to  a  toad,   that  Mr.  WILTS-AN' 

h  nT^T"1  ^  the  y°T*  P"80"  who  is  so  b'iLdfy 
h      ,K       '  *¥&  thor<>uehly  aware  that  "  when  he  comes 
wh      their  sunshine  is  obscured,"  and  that  he  brings  sorrow 
T'      «h?WS  kln§,ness-  he  y<^  will  persist  in  meddling 
er    c'  ,  muddling  them  sadly,  aid  actually 


in  terms  which, 

'  rather  jar 


of  tt         idhl"1*"1  ^  P^et  WlLLS  write  the  words 


or  heavy  corned  v.  „  STJ2?  £"?£  ,0f  pourse  you  withiyour  light 

it,"  and  can  afford 

be 

that 


Pinero  tlic  Playful  at  the  Gaiety ; 
or,  "Rock-it,'Terry,  Eock-it!" 


Poet  WILLS  might  do  them  a  version  of  the  French  play  that  CHARLES 
KEAN  made  so  popular  ?  That 's  the  best  one  for  dramatic  purposes. 
If,  my  dear  BANCROFT,  you  happen  to  be  writing  to  either  HENRY 
or  ELLEN,  suggest  this  query  —  unless  you're  thinking  of  doing 
Meplristophcles  yourself— and  if  so,  with  Mrs.  BEERE  as  Marguerite, 
eh !  But  this  is  to  inquire,  as  WILLS- AN'  BARRETT  does,  as  daudian, 
into  other  people's  business,  which  does  not  concern  your  old  friend, 

NIBBS. 
To  J.  L.  Toole,  Esq. 

Mr  DEAR  PROFESSOR  OF  RESERVED  FORCE, 

You  asked  me  on  your  return  to  town  and  settling  down  in 
London  for  Christmas — (most  of  us  in  London  for  Christmas  have  to 
"  settle  up  ") — to  give  you  some  account  of  The  Rocket — your  friend 
PIXERO'S  new  piece  at  the 
Gaiety  —  where  once  you 
begged  the  audience  to 
excuse  your  glove,  and 
executed  your  inimitable 
step,  which  I  should  have 
thought  was  patented  and 
duly  protected  had  I  not 
seen  it  actually  performed 
by  a  young  lady  dancer 
in  Mr.  WILLS-AN'  BAK- 
RETT'S  Byzantine  Palace 
at  the  Princess's.  "  By 
permission  of  J.  L.  TOOLE" 
was  not  expressly  stated 
in  the  programmes,  but  no 
doubt  you  have  some  pri- 
vate arrangement.  I  will 
tell  you  about  The  Rocket 
perhaps  next  week,  but 
won't  detain  you  now 
[except  to  say  that  TERRY 
is  very  funny  in  it],  as  I  know  you  are  busy  in  getting-  up  several 
classic  dramas  and  arranging  your  lectures  for  the  ensuing  term  at 
Oxford.  Yours  truly,  NIBBS. 

To  W.  Kmdal,  Esq. 
MY  DEAR  KENDAL, 

I  HAVE  so  much  to  tell  you  about  Pygmalion  and  Galatea 
that  I  must  leave  the  description  till  I  have  more  time  at  disposal. 

Oh,  you  ivould  enjoy 
it,  I  'm  sure.  Mr.  BARNES 
does  your  part,  you  know ; 
and  I  rather  fancy  Mr.  W. 
S.  GILBERT— (he  wrote  this 
piece,  you  may  recollect) — 
took  him  in  hand  at  re- 
hearsal, and  toned  him 
down  a  bit.  Excellent 
Mr.  BARNES  !  —  ordinarily 
rather  more  of  the  Barnes 
Common  than  you  or  I 
could  wish, — but  this  time 
it's  all  Greek  to  him, — I 
mean  he 's  a  thorough 
Greek,  and  there 's  not 
even  a  touch  of  Putney 
about  him.  The  effect  is 
excellent  when  an  Author 
knows  how  to  rehearse  his 
own  pieces,  and  can  get 
intelligent  Artists  to  act 
upon  his  hints.  But  of 
this,  as  SHAKSPEARE  says, 
"Anon."  I  mustn't  for- 
get to  tell  you  all  about  the 
Young  Folks'  Ways,  Missy 
ANDERSON,  and  the  rest  of 
tie  Company.  You  will  be  enchanted  to  hear  that  the  House  was 
crammed,  and  that  I  could  only  get  a  seat  right  up  in  the  corner — 
or,  rather,  wrong  up  in  the  corner.  All  theatres  must  be  doing 
uncommonly  well,  as  yours  will  be  the  only  one,  I  hear,  where  within 
a  few  days  there  will  even  be  A  Scrap  of  "  Paper  "  visible. 

Your  attached  XIBBS. 


LYCEUM.— "  Pygmalion  and  Galatea";  or, 
The  Bounding  Barnes  and  the  "Statue  at 
Large." 


The  Plain  English,  of  It. 

SAYS  LIDDON,  "  0  JOWETT,  since  that  chair  ypuj've  sat  in, 
We  've  never  yet  heard  such  decided  dog  Latin  i  " 
Says  JOWETT,  "  Why,  LIDDON,  that  merely  infers 
That  I  used  their  own  language  to  meddling  curs !  " 
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''EXCELSIOR"    AT    THE    ROYAL    COURTS. 

(A  Forensic  Tragedy  in  Three  Partt. ) 
PART  I.— IN  THE  CORKLDOB! 

"  I  WILL  take  to  the  Law,"  cried  the  Young  Enthusiast,  plowing 
with  excitement.  "  It  is  my  ambition  to  scale  the  Woolsack  itself ! 

"  Stay !  "  replied  the  Sage,  with  a  shudder.  "  You  do  not  know 
what  a  trial  lies  before  you. 

"You  mean  hard  reading: — cramming — examinations." 

The  O1J  Man  smiled  derisively. 

"  You  do  not  understand  the  situation."  he  murmured,  after  a 
pause.  "  Anyone  with  average  ability  and  severe  study  can  master 
enough  law  to  be  called.  But  I  fear  for  your  body — it  will  have  to 
endure  the  many  severe  tests  awaiting  it  in  the  Law  Courts." 

"  I  am  hardy.     My  muscles  are  of  iron." 

"  Yes,  yesj"  interrupted  the  Sage,  "  But  are  you  a  member  of  the 
Alpine  Club  f  Have  you  ascended  the  loftiest  peaks  of  the  Hima- 
layas 't  dm  you  climb  ?  Can  you  see  in  the  dark  ':  " 

The  Young  Enthusiast  assured  the  Sage  that  he  was  most  anxious 
to  qualify.  Then  for  years  he  ascended  the  loftiest  peaks  of  the 
Himalayas,  and  for  years  dwelt  in  a  prison  in  total  darkness. 

The  Sii^e,  pleased  at  the  lad's  earnestness,  told  him,  on  his  return, 
that  he  might  now  pay  his  first  visit  to  the  Law  Courts. 

Nothing  loth,  the  would-be  Judge  hurried  to  the  Strand,  and  plunged 
wildly  into  a  corridor.  It  was  as  dark  as  Tartarus.  He  crawled 
along,  iiow  tumbling  down  a  staircase,  now  ascending  unexpected 
steps.  Anon  he  passed  a  dimly-lighted  room,  in  which  shivering 
Jurymen  were  vainly  attempting  to  read  documents.  Now  he  came 
to  a  gloomy  dungeon,  barred  and  vaulted,  in  which  he  supposed, 
from  the  fragrance  of  cooked  meats,  that  it  was  intended  that 
luncheon  should  be  discussed.  Dazed,  bruised,  and  disheartened,  he 
returned  once  more,  threading  his  way  through  the  black  passages, 
and  travelling  up  and  down  the  secret.stairs  until  he  found  himself 
again  in  the  entrance-hall. 

"  And  you  are  still  anxious  to  go  to  the  Bar  f  "  asked  the  Sage. 

The  reply  was  in  the  affirmative.  Five  years  later  the  Young 
Enthusiast  was  called,  and  bought  his  wig  and  gown. 

PABT  II. — AT  THE  BAB  !  1 

"  You  intend  to  practise  ?"  asked  the  Sage. 

"  I  do,"  replied  the  Gentleman  of  the  Long  Kobe,  who  was  uearing 
middle-age.  "  I  know  what  I  shall  have  to  do.  I  quite  understand 
that  I  must  read  with  a  good  Junior,  perhaps  even  enter  a  Solicitor's 
office  to  learn  the  details  of  practice " 

"  Stop,  stop !  "  interrupted  the  Sage.  "  Once  more  you  are  merely 
concerning  yourself  with  trifles,  idle  details,  when  you  should  be 
giving  the  whole  of  your  attention  to  the  condition  of  your  body. 
You  must  prepare  your  frame  to  endure  the  trying  heat  of  the 
Courts.  A  journey  in  the  Soudan  should  be  undertaken  at  once." 

The  forensic  Telemachus  accepted  the  advice  of  his  Mentor,  and 
spent  many,  many  years  in  the  Desert. 

At  length  he  returned,  and  entered  the  Royal  Courts  once  again. 
It  was  now  his  duty  to  seat  himself  in  a  kind  of  pew,  into  which  hot 
air  the  reverse  of  fresh  was  continually  being  pumped  up  with 
fearful  force.  He  was  almost  baked. 

Still  he  persevered,  and,  surviving  all  his  fellows,  was  made  a  Judge. 

PART  III.— OK  THE  BENCH  ! ! ! 

"  You  have  done  right  to  ask  for  leave  of  absence  for  three  years," 
said  the  Sage. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  newly-elected  legal  dignitary,  "  I  wish  to  rub 
up  my  Authorities.  In  my  present  position  I  shouldn't  be — — " 

"  Nay.  nay,"  interrupted  the  old  man,  placing  his  hand  kindly  on 
his  Lordship's  shoulder,  "you  can  leave  your  law  to  take  care  of 
itself.  It  must  be  your  duty  now  to  visit  the  North  Pole.  You  will 
never  be  able  to  keep  on  the  Bench  unless  you  can  brave  an  Arctic 
winter — unless  you  nave  braved  several  Arctic  winters." 

The  now  elderly  lawyer  bowed  acquiescence.  His  Lordship  imme- 
diately set  sail  for  Greenland,  and  soon  was  the  discoverer  of  the 
lowest  temperature  on  the  face  of  the  earth. 

It  was  a  wonderful  sight  to  see  the  Enthusiast  on  his  return  braving 
the  elements  iii  his  own  Division.  The  bitterly  cold  air  was  forced  by 
pumps  from  morning  until  night  upon  the  devoted  head  of  the  pre- 
siding Judge.  The  gusts  came  rushing  over  the  seats  and  desks  of 
the  Bar  until  diverted  by  the  Jury-Box  they  found  a  safe  and  well- 
curtained  goal  in  his  Lordship's  own  chair  ! 

One  day  the  Sage  was  blown  on  to  the  Bench  by  one  of  these 
withering  blasts.  He  approached  the  Enthusiast,  and  spoke  to  him. 

"  You  have  done  well.  It  was  I  who  told  you  that  the  hardiness 
of  your  body  was  of  far  greater  importance  than  the  storing  of  your 
mind,  to  succeed  at  the  Bar  and  ou  the  Bench.  You  have  taken  my 
advice  in  good  part,  and  now  I  come  to  tell  you  that  you  are  appointed 
Lord  Chancellor  of  England  !  Let  me  congratulate  you !  " 

The  Sage  keld^out  his  hand,  but  there  was  no  response.  The  En- 
thusiast, in  spite  of  his  training,  had — been  frozen  to  death  .' 


NOT  BEFORE  IT  IS  WANTED ; 

OR,  A  PROMISING  PROSPECTUS. 

THE  ROTAL  AND  IMPERIAL  HOMELESS  AWD  WAJtDEKDfo  VISITORS 

HOTEL  COMPART  (LncrraD). 

THE  Directors  of  this  unique  and  magnificently  conceived  enter- 
prise, undertaken  with  a  view  to  supplying  that  now  long  experi- 
enced National  want,  a  suitable  palatial  residence  for  Princes  and 
Potentates  found  wandering  in  search  of  a  fitting  domicile  about 
the  back  streets  of  the  Metropolis,  have  much  pleasure  in  informing 
their  intended  august  Patrons,  that  their  perfectly-appointed  estab- 
lishment will  shortly  open  under  the  direction  of  a  well-known  and 
experienced  retired  Central-European  Monarch,  whose  distinguished 
services  they  have  had  the  honour  to  secure. 

The  following  (extracted  from  the  Company's  Abridged  Prospectus) 
comprise  a  few  of  the  leading  features  of  the  new  establishment : — 
The  building  will  stand  on  a  convenient  and  imposing  site  judici- 
ously selected  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  Metropolitan 
District  Railway  Station,  St.  James's  Park,  and  within  easy 
access  of  the  Aquarium,  Westminster  Bridge,  the  House  of 
Detention,  and  the  Foreign  Office. 
There  will  be  no  lettered  name  or  title  on  the  fafaae  of  the  new 
Hotel,  which  will,  with  the  object  of  giving  rise  to  a  pleasing 
illusion,  be  specially  designed  by  the  architect  to  resemble  as 
far  as  possible  that  of  a  not  far  distant  neighbouring  and  gener- 
ally unoccupied  Royal  Palace. 

A  trained  and  certificated  Diplomatist,  who  can  speak  several  Euro- 
pean languages  fluently,  will  be  permanently  attached  to  the 
staff  of  the  establishment,  and  give  his  services  gratis. 
A  couple  of  effective  Sentry  Boxes  will  also  be  placed  at  the  principal 
entrance,  and  occupied  permanently  by  two  of  the  Company's 
Private  Soldiers,  who,  dressed  in  the  correct  uniform  of  HER 
MAJESTY'S  Foot  Guards,  will  be  efficiently  drilled  for  their 
duty. 

Gold  Sticks  in  Waiting  will  attend  in  the  Hall  for  the  purpose  of 
receiving  Royal  and  Imperial  Visitors.  They  will  also,  if  desired 
to  do  so,  precede  them  to  their  respective  apartments,  walking 
backwards  up-stairs  for  a  small  extra  charge. 

The  general  scheme  of  the  establishment  will  include  several  public 
Throne  and  Reading  Rooms,  a  Privy  Council  Chamber,  Gala 
Banquet  Hall,  and  a  series  of  excellent  Billiard  and  Abdication 
Tables  by  the  best  makers. 

In  order  to  meet  the  requirements  of  august  personages  who  desire 

to  be  surrounded  at  a  reasonable  cost  with  such  State  accessories  as 

are  proper  to  their  dignity  and  position,  the  subjoined  Tariff  of  Prices 

has  been  carefully  arranged  by  the  Management,  in  the  hope  that  11 

will  be  found  not  incompatible  with  a  charge  on  the  most  moderate 

civil  list : — 

TARIFF. 

Private  Royal  or  Imperial  Sitting-Room  (per  day)  .    .    6*.  to  7«.  6d. 
(Ditto,  ditto,  with  throne,  2«.  6d.  extra.) 

Ditto  Bed-Room  (exclusive  of  light) 3«.  to  6*. 

State  Imperial  ditto,  with  half-tester  velvet  canopy   .    8«. 

Double-bedded  ditto  (suitable  for  two  Emperors)    .    .    14*. 

Breakfast,  consisting  of  Tea  or  Coffee,  with  cold  Meat, 

broiled  Ham,  or  Eggs 2«.  &/. 

Ditto,  ditto,  with  full  Military  Band  outside    ...    3*. 

Chop  or  Steak,  with  potatoes 1*.  6d. 

Ditto,  ditto,  with  Salvos  of  Artillery  at  intervals   .    .     1*.  9rf. 

State  Dinner  of  Soup,  or  Fish,  Entrtet,  Joint,  with 

Cheese  and  Celery 3».  6a. 

Ditto,  ditto,  including  Toast -Master   and   Musical 

Grace 6*. 

Ditto,  ditto,  in  Uniform,  at  High  Table  (if  singly)      .     1«.  extra. 

Gas  Illumination  on  Exterior  of  Sitting-Room,  accord- 
ing to  device  (per  evening) From  2».  to  10«.  <W. 

Cup  of  Tea •*<*• 

Ditto,  on  Throne &f. 

Two  Lancers  to  attend  Cab  or.  Carriage  to  Theatre  or 

Reception  (for  first  hour) !»• 

For  each  succeeding  hour <><£ 

N.B.— Arrangements  concluded  for  display  of  Fireworks  in  private 
sitting-room,  in  commemoration  of  Accession  or  Coronation  Days, 
according  to  quantity,  and  negotiations  promptly  entered  into  with 
Provincial  Mayors  and  other  distinguished  individuals  expressing 
their  readiness  to  honour  the  Company's  Royal  and  Imperial 
Patrons  by  their  notice.  Parties  also  made  up  and  personally  con- 
ducted to  visit  State  Apartments  of  Royal  Palaces  (when  open  to  the 
Public),  or  to  inspect  and  explain  waxwork  effigies  of  Royal  Family 
at  Madame  TUSSACD'S  Exhibition. 

Daily  crowd  (with  cheers),  on  entering  or  leaving  betel,  by  contract. 

Strictest  attention  paid  to  the  slightest  International  prejudices. 

An  ultimatum  always  ready  on  the  premises. 
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OVERDOING    IT. 

1  WHAT  ?  OOINO  ALREADY  ?    AND  IN  MACKINTOSHES  ?    SURELY  YOU  ARE  NOT  GOING  TO  WALK  ! " 

•On,  DEAR  NO  !    LORD  ARCHIBALD  is  GOING  TO  TAKE  us  TO  A  DEAR  LITTLE  SLUM  HE  's  FOUND  OUT  NEAR  THE  MIXORIES— SUCH 
FOURTEEN  POOR  THINGS  SLEEPING  IN  ONE  BED,  AND  NO  WINDOW  !— AND  THE  MACKINTOSHES  AKE  TO  KEEP  OUT 

ON,  YOU  KNOW,  AND  HIDE  ONE  's  DIAMONDS,  AND  ALL  THAT  !  " 


A  THING  OF  BEAUTY. 

A  TIIIXO  of  beauty !    Sophist  bold  and  cool, 

Dream  you  with  such  preposterous  laudation 
Of  hideous  crime,  to  blind  and  to  befool 

Once  more  a  sore-distraught  wrong-headed  nation  ? 
It  is  so  easy,  needs  so  little  art, 

Only  a  face  of  brass  and  lips  unfaltering. 
Thus  ERIN'S  champions  play  their  patriot  part, 

Glosing  o'er  murder  and  with  treason  paltering. 
Most  noble,  oh,  most  noble  !     Worth  all  hire 

A  myriad  dunes  may  proffer.    Seems  their  guerdon 
i>ot  taint  with  blood  '(    Does  conscience  never  tire 

Jf  patent  sophistry's  perpetual  burden  ? 
A  thing  of  beauty !     Syeorax's  son 

Rose-wreathed  and  lily-garlanded !    Delightful ! 
bweet  innocent,  so  full  of  gentle  fun, 

Jiot  savage,  never  murderous,  scarcely  spiteful! 
bcowlmg— he  sometimes  scowls— in  pretty  play 

JIaimmg-when  maim  he  must— with  purest  motive, 

-tor  sometimes  he 's  constrained  to  slay- 
In  sportfulness,  or  aa  an  offering  votive 
At  Patriotism's  altar.     Taint  of  crime 

He  knows  not  any  more  than  touch  of  passion, 

£?ntlc/houl  of  patience  quite  sublime, 

Ulamdess  as  beautiful,  and  quite  the  fashion  ! 
Clown  hm i  with  wreath  Arcadian, 


Closings  that  seem  so  hideously  ironic. 
Go  to,  cold  Sophister !    Those  murderous  knives 

Gleam  still  Wore  us ;  we  hold  recollection 
)f  your  ghoul's  holocaust  of  blameless  lives, 

Rose-wreaths  hide  not  the  awful  retrospection. 
Crown  Caliban  with  lilies,  if  you  like 

And  hail  the  ruthless  monster  as  a  brother. 


Gold  for  good  words  !    That  bargain  you  may  strike, 
And  truly,  "  one  good  turn  deserves  another." 

But  think  not  chill  effrontery  will  deceive 
True  hearts  or  History.    Casuist  cold  and  sinister, 

Spite  of  all  word-adornments  you  may  weave. 
Your  god's  a  Monster,  you  its  worthy  Minister ! 


NIGHTCAPS  AND  DREAMS. 

DEAE  MISTIIER  POONCH, 

A'  A'M  hale  and  hearty,  mon,  thoo  I  '11  see  ma  Eighty-first 
year,  coom  next  Easther.  A'  a'rn  oop  for  t'  Cattle  Shoo  wi'  Yoong 
JOHN,  Misther  NICKLEBY'S  Godsoon.  We  allis  ca's  he  Yoong  JOHN, 
thoo  he  ha'  yoong  JOHXS  o'  his  oon  na'.  I  see  a  docthor  chap  ha'  been 
a-writin'  to  t'  papers  aboot  "night-caps  and  dreams."  Let  'un  tak'  t' 
reeght  soort  o'  neeght-eap,  and  he  '11  ha'  nowt  but  pleasant  dreams. 
Soom  owd  broon  branny  and  hot  watther,  and  nae  t'  much  o' t'  watther, 
ha'  been  ma'  neeght-cap,  fur  t'  last  saxty  year,  and  a' t'  docthors  in  t' 
world  weant  bether  it,  I  tell  'ee.  Your  obedient  Sen 

Tavistuck  Hotel,  Coi-ent  Garden. 


Servant, 
JOHN  BEOWDIE. 


SIX  YEARS  IN  A  HOUSE-BOAT. 

'  Six  ears  in  a  House-Boat "  ?  Rather  six  eyes  and  six  hands,  or 
sixty  eyes  and  sixty  hands,  in  a  House-Boat,  judging  from  the 
amount  seen  and  chronicled  for  the  benefit  of  lovers  of  the  Thames. 
If  you  doubt  what  we  say,  go  to  the  Old  Bond  Street  Galleries,  and 
judge  for  yoursejves.  There  in  the  depth  of  winter  you  may  take 
the  cheapest  possible  trip  up  the  Thames,  and  linger  as  long  as  you 
like  amid  its  choicest  scenery.  Why,  by  the  way,  does  the  accom- 
plished Artist  call  himself  KEELEY  HAI-SWELLE,  when  he  avowedly 
spent  sush  a  long  time  in  a  boat  without  a  Keel  r  This  is  probably 
his  little  joke.  No  matter.  "  Halswelle  that  ends  well ;"  and  very 
few  Thames  trips  have  ended  so  well  as  the  one  that  everyone  can 
now  enjoy  at  their  leisure  in  Bond  Street. 


PUNCH,   OR  THE  LONDON  CHARIVARI.— DKCKMBIR  22,  1883. 


CROWNING   THE    O'CALIBAN. 

Never  was  there  a  movement  ....  with  such  oJJs  against  it,  in  association  with  which  there  wiis  so  much  moderation,  and  such  nn 
utter  absence  of  crime  ami  the  strong  passions  which  lead  to  crime."— Mr.  farnclis  Spt'ch  at  ttu  Rotunda,  Dublin.} 
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THE    SECRET    OF    DEADMAN'S  TERRACE. 

(A  Sanitary  Christmas  Story.) 


CHAPTEB  I. 

Y  five  Uncles^'.  I  shall  never 
know  what  made  me  do  it.  but 
I  determined  to  get  rid  of  them. 
Yes  ;  there  were  five  of  them! 
They  had  taken  respectively, 
but  without  much  success,  to  the 
Army,  the  Navy,  the  Church, 
the  Bar,  and  the  Medical  Pro- 
fession, and  were.  Heaven  bless 
them  !  so  much  alike,  that,  but 
for  the  outward  garb  of  their 
respective  calling,  I  could 
scarcely  have  distinguished  one 
from  the  other. 

>  I  recall  them  now,  as  they 
stand  before  me  in  a  row, — five 
dear,  hale,  hearty,  good-temper- 
ed, and  singularly  confiding  old 
bachelors  as  you  could  wish  to 
see.  They  had  never  done  me 
any  wrong.  True,-^-on  the  occa- 
sion of  my  christening  they  had. 
between  thorn,  given  me  a  plated 
fork,  knife,  and  spoon  of  an 
inferior  quality;  but,  as  years 
had  rolled  on,  I  had  forgotten,— indeed,  1  had  almost  forgiven  this. 

What  was  it  then  ?  Impulse  ?  Perhaps.  Or  was  it  that  they 
stood  remotely  between  me  and  the  enjoyment  of  £6  13s.  per  annum  ? 
Again  —  perhaps  ?  But  who  can  tell '?  Enough  that  somuthing 
seemed  to  sav  to  me,  "  Before  the  first  of  January  next  your 
Uncles  must  disappear." 

Christmas  was  near  at  hand,  and  I  quickly  decided  on  my  course. 
I  had  recently  been  reading  in  a  penny  illustrated  paper  an  admirably 
written  life  of  one  of  the  elder  Borgias.  It  fascinated  me  on  this 
gloomy  December  evening,  and  I  resolved  on  action.  Scarcely  con- 
scious of  what  I  did,  I  walked  to  the  nearest  Chemist,  and  asked 
mechanically  for  a  pound-and-a-half  of  the  best  arsenic. 

There  was  a  faint  glimmer  in  the  shop,  and  the  proprietor  eyed 
me  curiously.  Then  he  got  out  a  large  pair  of  scales. 

"You  require  this  for  rats,  I  presume?"  he  asked,  smiling  by 
mere  force  of  habit,  as  he  shovelled  about  the  deadly  drug. 
I  started  for  an  instant,  but  I  soon  collected  myself. 
"  Yes— for  rats,"  I  rejoined  quietly ;  "  I  have  five  coming  to  dine 
with  me  on  Christmas  Day." 
I  was  thinking  of  my  Uncles,  and  spoke  absently, — but  my  inter- 


rogator paused.    Something  I  had  xaid  had  evidently  interested  him. 
He  stole  softly  round  the  counter,  and  led  me  to  the  door. 

We  were  standing 
in  the  thickening  fog 
now,  and  he  had 

taken  me  kindly  by  V&W  h  -A  - 

the  hand.  /*fe  * 

"There  be  land 
rats  and  family 
rats,"  he  said,  quot- 
ing SHAKSPEAJIE,  in 
a  sweet  husky  voice, 
"  and  you  doubtless 
would  get  rid  of 
them.  But  you  are 
young,  ah !  too,  too 
young  for  a  Coro- 
ner's inquest ;  and 
arsenic  is  but  poor 
stuff  nowadays. 
Take  the  advice  of 
an  old  man  who,  in 
his  time,  has  not 
been  unfamiliar 
with  the  working 
of  the  local  Burial 
Club.  Try  something  surer." 

"  But  what  ?  "  I  gasped,  mv  bright  little  Christmas  fancy  seeming 
to  fade,  as  I  spoke,  m  the  stilling  winter  gloom. 

He  laughed  bitterly.  "You  ask  trfiat,"  he  echoed,  "when  the 
water  companv,  the  milkman,  the  tinned  provision  merchant,  and. 
deadliest  of  all,  the  modern  builder,  conspire  to  defraud  the  poor  old 
toiling  but  honest  dispenser  of  simple  poisons  of  his  hard-earned 
pittance  ?  Ha !  ha !  ha!  vou  are  indeed  voung !  "  Then  the  door  closed, 


— but  not  till  three  hoarsi  ly-whi^pm  it  words  had  reached  my  ear. 
The  words  were  these: —    Try  Deadinan's  Terrace." 

CHATTER  II. 

I  lost  no  time.  At  nine  o'clock  the  next  morning  I  had  seen  the 
Agent.  At  ten  I  had  taken  No.  13,  Dtadman's  Terrace,  on  a  three 
years'  agreement.  My  furniture  went  in  the  same  afternoon,  and 
by  the  evening's  country  post  I  despatched  the  five  letters  of  invita- 
tion to  my  five  Uncles. 

Was  I  mad  ?  No.  Was  I  sanguine  ?  Yes.  For  everything 
promised  success.  I  noticed  that  there  was  straw  laid  down  tke 
road  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach  either  way,— that  there  was  a 
hatchment,  too,  on  every  other  house.  My  spirits  rose. 
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YE,  Sin,  AN'  MAK'  YER  ACQUA'NTANCE  !     I  HINNA 


A    PRACTICAL    VIEW.1 

First  Parishioner  (to  recently-appointed  Minuter).  "  VERRA  f;LED  TO  FALL  IN  wi' 

:H  AT  THE  KIRK  SYNE  YK  CAM',  AS  I  wis  IN  ROSS-SHI  UK." 

Parson.  "  WELL,  I  AM  VERY  PLEASED  TO  MEET  YOU.     You  MAY  HAVE  HEARD  WHETHER  MY  SERM " 

Parishioner.  "On,  A'  THE  FOWK  ARE  GREATLY  TAKEN  wi'  YER  MENNERS  AN'  APPEARANCE,  YER  ATTENTION  TO  THE  PUIR  BODIES 

rns  PARISH,  YER  VISITIN'  THE  SICK,  AN' WHA  CARES  FOR  PREACHIN'  ! " 


lO.But  let  me  recall  the  situation.  First,  the  house—  my  house,  the 
oae  I  had  taken.  It  comes  back  to  me  now  as  in  the  first  moment  I 
entered  it.  I  can  almost  feel  the  icy  chill  that  struck  into  my  very 
marrow  from  the  dripping  dampness  of  the  walls  ;  the  staggering 
f  amtness  with  which  I  mounted  to  the  drawing-room  floor,  overcome 

by  the  appalling  odour  that  pervaded 
every  nook  and  corner  of  the  premises. 
My  Solicitor  was  with  me  at  the  time. 
I  can  see  him,  in  that  far  past  dis- 
tinctly, reeling  backwards  in  a  fit, 
and  borne  away  delirious,  never  to 
recover,  to  the  nearest  hospital. 

Other  pleasing  recollections  flit 
through  my  brain.  There  is  the  care- 
taker, pallid,  but  supported  against 
the  death-dealing  miasma  of  the  base- 
ment by  gin  and  habit.  I  can  hear  her 
voice  as  she  gives  me  grim  detailsof  my 
own  and  the  surrounding  property. 

"Where  all  this  here  terrace  stands, 
they  do  say,  Sir,  was  a  fever-swamp 
as  had  all  the  rubbage  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood throwed  into  it  for  years, 
and  there  wasn't  a  house  of  the  whole 
seventy-two  of  'em  that  use'n't  to 


'em  '  ™n'       -  on't  believe  it  ;  for  tney  was!  the  whole 

•ar.    1  had  not  long  to  wait.    Presently  came  a  loud  ring  at 


the  bell,  then  another,  quickly  followed  by  three  more.  My  Uncles  were 
here  at  last!  In  a  few  minutes  the  whole  five  of  them  had  arrived. 

"  Well,  JACK,  my  boy,"  they  all  said,  in  turn,  in  their  honest, 
cheery  manner  as  I  showed  them  to  their  respective  rooms,  "you 
seem  to  have  a  rare  snug  berth  of  a  house  here.  I  mean  to  enjoy 
myself,  for  I  never  felt  so  well  in  my  life  !  " 

As  I  shut  them  into  their  various  mephitic  but  cosily  furnished 
cells,  with  their  cans  of  hot  water  to  dress  for  dinner,  I  smiled 
quietly.  Then  taking  a  dose  of  fever  mixture  myself,  as  a  mere 
precaution,  I  awaited  them  on  the  drawing-room  rug.  They  came 
down  at  length,  and  I  saw  at  a  glance  that  the  advice  of  my  good  kind 
old  friend,  the  criminal  chemist,  had  been  sound.  As  they  entered 
the  room,  I  noticed  the  marvellous  effect  that  even  this  snort  stay 
under  my  roof  had  already  produced  on  them.  Their  hale  look  was 
gone.  On  the  announcement  of  dinner  they  staggered  rather  than 
walked  to  the  door.  I  had  taken  the  arm  of  my  military  Uncle. 

"  You  are  not  well  P  "  I  said,  carelessly. 

"Nothing,  my  boy,"  was  his  prompt,  soldierlike  reply;  "but  the 


room  seems  whirling,  and — hang  it !— I  've  not  felt  this  sort  of  sen- 
sation in  my  head  since  I  was  blown  up  in  the  magazine  at  Fuzzypore." 
It  was  clear  that  Headman's  Terrace  had  begun  its  work  .' 
(To  be  continued.) 
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A  TOYDY  LOT. 

TRUTH'S  Exliibition  of 
Christmas  Toys  for  the 
Children  in  the  various 
London  Hospitals  and 
Workhouses  is  open  on  the 
19th  and  20th.  How  de- 
lighted Old  Caleb  Plummet- 
would  have  been  to  have 
assisted  in  turning  out 
some  of  these,  and  to  have 
sung  with  the  Peri,  adapted 
to  the  pcri-od,  "  Toy!  Toy! 
my  tasK  is  done  !  "  Only 
Dollies  with  wooden  heads 
and  sawdust  hearts  could 
refuse,  to  assist  this  excel- 
lent Christmas  Christian's 
work  which  brings  joy  to  so 
many  a  "  little  one  in." 

We  trust  that  there  will 
not  bo  one  such  uncanny 
puppet  among  them  as 
would  have  pleased  that 
old  grim-guffin,TACXLETON. 
Of  course,  being  started  by 
Truth,  it  is  no  secret  that 
the  show  was  originated 
by  Mr.  LABOUCITERE,  M.P., 
and  this  distich  might  be 
placed  over  the  entrance — 

"  The  work  is  LABBY'S 

•    To  please  the  babbies."  ' 

And  "  Truth  to  tell,"  Mr. 
Punch  wishes  it  the  great- 
est possible  success. 


"  LAVVT,"  says  Mrs. 
RAMSHOTHAM,  "I  like  our 
mi'iui,  which  means  bill  of 
fare,  you  know,  to  be  in 
English  ;  but  there  'a  one 
exception :  '  Larks  '  seems 
to  me  such  a  vulgur  word, 
and  so  I  always  put  them 
in  as  '  alltiiiift'tes.  " 


FROM  AIT  INTELLIGENT 
CORRESPONDENT.  —  Sir,  Is 
the  lian  of  Croatia  in  any 
way  connected  \vith  the 
"  Curse  of  Kehama  I" " 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-No.    167. 


NORMAN  LOCKYER,  F.R.S., 
ILLUMINATING  TUB  SON. 


AN  ANSWER   PLAIN 
AM)  SIMPLE. 

"LAST  week  in  your 
Fancy  Portrait,"  write 
several  Artistic  Correspon- 
dents, "you  called  Mr. 

niKoxF.K,  HEJLBEET  HF.B- 
XOKKR,  R.A.  First,  he 
isn't 'HERBKBT' but 'Hu- 
BEUT  ' ;  and.  secondly,  he 
isnot'R.A.'but'A.R.A.'" 
Gentlemen !  Gentlemen .' 
wasn't  it  a  Fancy  Portrait  ? 
And  if  Mr.  HEKBEKT  (we 
like  "  HERBERT  "  better 
than  "  HUBERT,"  and  so 
did  the  Printer)  HERKOMER 
is  not  all  our  fancy  painted 
him,  why  grumble  ?  If  he 
doesn't  ft  fancy  himself  "— 
rather— as  R.A..  well,  w« 
did,  and  we  wish  he  may 
get  it, — as  no  doubt  he  will. 
What 's  the  (food  of  a  fancy 
portrait  if  it  is  to  be  a 
plain  matter-of-fact  resem- 
blance ?  Why,  it  plight  as 
well  be  like  its  original  at 
once,  and  we  all  know  from 
the  sworn  evidence  of  the 
Royal  Academical  Experts 
that  the  merit  of  mere  like- 
ness does  not  give  a  portrait 
its  artistic  value.  "  Go  to  I 
Go  to ! "— SHAJCSPEAKE. 


FOR  THE  irrw  CITT 

DIRECTORY. 

ACCOUNTANT. — One  who 

accounts. 

Cotton     Broker.  —  One 
who  breaks. 


Tne  Poet- Laureate  to  be 
a  Peer.  He  should  be 
something  more  than  a 
Baron.  His  own  wishes 
are  expressed  in  one  of 
his  best-known  poems,  "  If 
vou're  waking — call  me 
Early." 


ON  TII  i :  x  i •:  \ v  r  M  )  i ; RG ROUND. 

GIVE  me  a  ticket,  please,  which  will  enable  mo  to  get  out  at  the 
Reformers'  Oak  in  Hyde  Park. 

Do  we  really  travel  underneath  the  Serpentine?  How  fortunate 
that  I  provided  myself  with  a  waterproof  before  starting. 

I  suppose  that  it  is  because  the  line  passes  somewhere  near  Buck- 
ingham Palace  that  the  explosion  occurred  last  evening  which 
knocked  out  all  mv  front  teeth  and  spoilt  a  new  pair  of  trousers. 

Is  it  true  that  all  the  omnibus  conductors  between  Westminster, 
Charing  Cross,  and  Regent  Circus,  have  joined  the  Invincible  Organi- 
sation, owing  to  being  thrown  out  of  employment  by  the  competition 
of  tin'  new  line  ? 

As  no  ventilators  of  any  kind  whatever  are  allowed  on  this  railway, 
perhaps  the  Company  will  provide  suitable  mortuaries  at  Edgewan 
Road  and  Westminster  Stations  for  the  reception  of  asphyxiated 
passengers. 

Did  you  sav  that  the  sound  of  Ministers,  engaged  in  heated  argu- 
ment, could  be  distinctly  heard  when  the  train  comes  to  a  standstill 
under  Downing  Street  ? 

No,  because  since  the  cask  of  dynamite  was  discovered  hidden  in 
the  funnel  of  an  engine  worked  by  a  Fenian  driver,  all  traffic  has 
been  suspended  on  the  days  when  Cabinet  Councils  are  held. 

Dear  me!  Who  was  it— Mr.  HOWARD  VINCENT,  I  fancy — who 
said  that  London  was  the  safest  capital  in  Europe  V 

How  pleasant,  after  all,  it  is  to  know  that  all  the  little  ragamuffins 
from  Chapel  Street,  Edgeware  Road,  are  now  able  to  take  tickets 
to  Birdcage  Walk  Station,  and  play  about  the  Mall  all  day,  after 
assisting  at  the  Trooping  of  the  Colours  in  the  morning ! 


Oh,  Guard !  I  am  afraid  I  must  really  have  taken  the  wrong 
train,  as  I  have  booked  for  Hammersmith,  and  yet  here  I  am  at 
midnight  landed,  in  a  dense  fog,  on  a  damp  grass-plot,  in  the  very 
middle  of  the  Green  Park  ! 


"  WHEN  FOFND,"  &c.— The  Times  Reviewer,  in  his  second  notice 
j  of  the  Life,  of  Lord  Lytton,  says  of  him  in  his  early  working  days, 
when  making  £500  a-year  and  spending  £3000,  "  Almost  an  unknown 
I  man,  nml  tji-neratty  detested  l>y  the  Critics,  he  had  to  meet  the  deficit 
i  by  indefatigable  toil."     We  draw  attention  to  the  words  which  we 
have  placed  in  italics  for  the  information  of  those  who  follow  without 
inquiry  the  opinions  of  self-constituted  professional  leaders  of  public 
,  taste.     "  Pelham  brought  him  into  fame,  though  the  manuscript  had 
been  rejected  by  the  publisher's  render."     An  old  story;  but  on  the 
other  hand,  to  how  many  wotdd-be  Authors  has  rejection  by  the  pub- 
lisher's reader  been  a  boon!'    The  Reader — the  one  solitary  reader 
whom  these  mute  inglorious  Thackerays  and  Dick,  nses,  these  nipped- 
in-the-bud  novelists,  have  had — is  a  public  benefactor.     We  doubt 
if  we  should  have  heard  of   Mr.  ANMKY   (Ir  1 111:11  's.  or   (ii  IHIUK 
ANSTKY'S,  J'ice  1'ersa,  but  for  a  very  judicious  and  discriminating 
Reader.    But  that  any  Author,  once  started,  should  have  to  fight 
against  the  "  general  detestation  of  critics,"  says  much  for  the  suc- 
ee^t'ul  Author,  and  much  against  the  Criti 


MRS.  RAMSBOTHAM  tells  us  her  youngest  Nephew  has  just  become 
a  Midshipman  in  the  Royal  Navy,  and  she  has  given  him  one  of  the 
;  best  Aromatic  Telescopes  that  could  be  bought  for  money. 
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THE    MODERN    ARS    AMANDI. 

(By  Pttnchius  Araso.) 
CANTO   V.— DR>SS. 

DRESS  !    Spheric  word  with  cyclic  meaning  fraught ! 
\inivcrso  of  fancy,  passion,  thought, 


Closed  in  five  letters  '.     What,  of  all  that  moves 

The  female  breast,  from  teas  to  tragic  loves, 

Moves  it  so  solely,  with  such  conquering  stress, 

As  to  crowd  out  emotions  born  of  Dress  ? 

PUNCHTOS,  his  task  the  course  of  love  to  trace. 

Perchance  should  have  apportioned  the  first  place — 

Not  the  Fifth  Canto— and  his  freshest  fire, 

To  the  soul-searching  subject  of  Attire ! 

Woman's  infirmity,  alone  supreme 

And  self-sufficing,  boundary  of  all  dream, 

And  all  desire,  circuit  beyond  whose  scope 

Flies  fancy  never,  never  flutters  hope. 

Love  seems  its  mere  dependent.    \  et  the  tie 

'Twixt  them  is  close  and  strong.    To  lure  Love's  eye 

Vestureless  Venus  vaunts  a  lesser  charm 

Than  she  whom  "  Form"  and  Fashion  jointly  arm 

For  wider  conquest.    Young  VANESSA  knows 

The  power  of  "  Form"  as  well  as  she  who  rose 

Fair  from  the  Paphian  foam- wreaths,  "  Form"  displayed 

Not  less  bewitchingly  because  arrayed 

By  Fashion,  not  by  Neptune.    It  were  odd 

If  deftest  skill  of  the  old  briny  god, 

With  snowy  spray  and  sea- wrack  only  aided, 

Revealed  BO  deftly,  so  discreetly  shaded, 

As  the  joint  wisdom  and  united  skill 

Of  Mudistes  and  Mammas,  equipped  at  will 

With  all  that  Mode  and  Mammon  furnish  forth, 

Tin-  wealth  of  Babylon,  the  wit  of  WOBTH, 

The  typio  fig-leaf  aptly  to  adjust 

To  varying  exigence  of  zone  and  bust. 

VVXKSSA,  matron-coached,  has  an  idea 
That  she  could  give  long  odds  to  Cytherca 

In  roseate  revealings,  and  romp  in_ 
An  easy  winner.    How  to  best  begin, 

How  most  adroitly  finish — problem  this 

Young  jockeys  and  coy  ingi'nues  may  miss, 

Not  AKCIIKK  or  VAXKSS\. 

But  a  pout 

Wreathes  with  the  shadow  of  a  wistful  doubt 

Those  soft,  uncalculating,  free-arched  lips, 

Nut  vet  in  love  with  scorn  or  cynic  quips. 

Well,  willow-waisted  GRACE,  your  dainty  guise 

Is  innocently  aimed  at  manly  eyes ! 

Alin  !     You  blush,  bending  the  briar-spray  down 

•  )'cr  the  white  forehead  which  affects  to  frown. 

Why  nut  f    'Tis  seldom  men  siiicrre!;/  scorn 

The  Art  whose  aim  is  Nature  to  adorn 

In  Nature's  highest  shape.     Though  Satire  gird 

With  pen  or  pencil  at  a  made  absurd, 

Satire  would  feel  the  funniest  of  shocks 

Should  Satire's  wife  abjure  the  made  he  mocks, 

And  earn  the  dreaded  name  of  Dowdy  !     Clime 

Cmiiirfs  convention.     Ours  no  golden  prime 

Of  lit,-  Airadinn.    To  the  critic  eye 

.III  human  vesture  seems  absurdity, 

Most  comic  of  necessities.     I5ut  men 

Are  not  all  TECTELSIIROCKHS.    Attack  them  then 

With  arms  Le  Folli-t  fashions  to  your  use. 

'  ulture  the  code  of  Fashion  may  abuse 


But  not  abolish.    Dress  is  the  supreme 
Philistinism  of  our  sphere  ;  no  dream 
Of  rational  revolution  or  revolt, 
No  wit-winged  flight  of  Ridicule' s'swift  bolt, 
Can  move  our  soft  assailants.     Dullard  man 
Abides  the  siege,  but  fathoms  not  the  plan. 
The  witchery  of  fine  folds  and  artful  dyes 
He  'U  credit,  clever  CLELIA,  to  your  eyes  ; 
The  tasteful  cincture  of  the  trim-laced  zone, 
Lithe  Lucr,  is  a  charm  he  '11  deem  your  own  ; 
The  swell  and  sweep  of  drapery  ordered  well 
He'll  blend  with  you,  majestic  ISABEL  ; 
The  snowy  girth  of  taper  wrist  and  throat, 
The  lace  that  flutters,  and  the  plumes  that  float, 
0  dainty  GRACE,  he  '11  think  seraphic  things, 
Inseparable  from  you  as  gowns  and  wings 
From  the  ideal  angels  of  our  songs. 
"  Form's"  fitting  vesture  to  the  soul  belongs, 
In  common  apprehension.     Who  so  keen 
As  to  appraise  the  spell  of  glow  and  sheen 
Apart  from  silk-clad  sorceress,  siren  trim, 
Whose  every  contour  soft  and  slender  limb 
Radiates  robe-charmed  brightness  ?     Cupid  knows 
The  witchery  of  tense  glove  and  tasteful  hose. 
Hear  what  the  genial  god  confides  to  Punch, 
O'er  "  Boy  "  and  bivalves,  at  a  Fleet  Street  lunch ! 

CUPID. 
"  Beauty  when  unadorned  adorned  the  most  "  ! 

Oh,  prettiest  of  Parnassian  commonplaces ! 
The  tri- forked  Mount,  for  all  its  valiant  boast 

Of  free  ideals  and  unfettered  graces, 
Is  as  convention-bound— in  most  things— still, 

As  Primrose  Hill. 
Pygmalion  to-day  might  compromise 

With  vesture  ere  he  vitalised  his  statue. 
Picture  pure  Galatea's  gentle  eyes 

Arch  o'er  a  May  fair  fan-arch  beaming  at  you ! 
No  Cyprian  studio  yours  for  sculpture  Phidian, 
Or  song  Ovidian ! 

Is1  Art  a  grey  Tithonus  lagging  slow 

After  the  flying  footsteps  of  the  Morning  ? 
So  twitterers  tell  us.     But  the  roseate  glow 

Of  clouds,  the  pomp  of  flowers  make  sweet     adorning, 
Which  scarcely  mars  the  beauty  of  Aurora, 

The  charm  of  Flora. 
Beauty  in  beauty  robed,  though  lessldivine 

Than  in  pure  self-sufficingness,  best  fitteth 
Our  less  than  Golden  Age.    The  hyaline, 

O'er  which  storm-wrack  or  snow-cloud  never  flitteth, 
May  canopy  the  robe-unaided  Charis 
The  free-limbed  Paris ; 

But  could  the  charm-appraising  shepherd-boy 
Judge  at  a  modern  Beauty-Show,  he  'd  grapple 

With  the  idea  of  "  Dress  as  a  Decoy," 
And,  I  will  wager,  not  withhold  the  apple 

Because  La  Mode  arrays  your  Mayfair  goddesses 

In  ball-room  bodices ! 
So  Cupid,  sweetings,  on  the  mighty  theme. 
What  subtler  sense  through  his  soft  praise  may  gleam 
'Tis  yours  to  measure.     That  the  Paphian  lire 
Is  quickened  and  not  quenched  by  deft  attire 
He  owneth. 

Yet  be  wise ;  cross  not  the  gods 
By  inharmonious  freaks  with  Taste  at  odds. 
A.  tint  flamboyant,  or  a  dowdy  turn 
Of  skirt  or  scarf,  may_  dim  the  lights  that  burn 
In  eyes  late  worshipping  ;  a  tender  twist 
Of  tendril  hair,  a  curve  of  slender  wrist, 
Lace-girt  or  golden-circled,  may  avail 
To  re-illumine  flames  that  faint  or  fail. 
Fitness,  not  fashion,  is  the  conquering  lure, 
Eros  to  win  and  suitors  to  secure. 
But  there  's  a  subtler  art— oh,  study  this  !— 
'Tis  blending  both  in  one  fine  synthesis  ! 
Fitness  on  fashion  moulds,  and  fashion  bends 
To  the  behests  of  fitness  to  such  ends 
As  sublimate  Le  Pallet  into  charm, 
Making  of  Beauty's  bonds  a  keener  arm, 
And  half  redeem  us  from  the  stern  duresse 
Of  that  opprobrium  of  the  Human— Dress ! 

CRACKEB  DOOM.— To  bo  pulled  at  Christmas. 


TO  UuUKES?ONDLWlc..     in  Uj  tas(.  Cau  CouUibutioM,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Mailer,  or  Drawings,   be  relumed,  unlsw  occompanisd 
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THE    SPEAKER. 

(A  Handbook  to  Ready-made  Oratory.) 
PAHT  IX.— LITERATURE  AND  JOURNALISM. 

IN  the  days  gone  by,  at  the  fag-end  of  a  toast-list  at  a  Farmer's 
Dinner,  "the  Gentlemen  of  the  Press"  -used  to  be  given  with  a 
lirrvity  attributable  to  the  Chairman's  exhaustion.  That  exhaustion 
had  been  caused  by  numberless  "  healths  "  of  far  greater  importance 
than  the  welfare  of  those  claiming  to  be  Members  of  the  Fourth 
Estate.  The  acknowledgment  was  usually  entrusted  to  a  lad  of 
eighteen  or  thereabouts,  who  addressed,  in  impassioned  accents,  an 
audience  of  wine-weary  sleepers.  But  nowadays  all  this  is  changed, 
and  "  The  Press,"  when  it  figures  either  in  a  proposal  or  a  response, 
nearly  invariably  is  provocative  of  the  highest  flights  of  eloquence. 
And  until  recently,  this  special  recognition  of  Journalism  was  the 
only  acknowledgment,  from  a  toast-master's  point  of  view,  that 
such  a  thing  as  Literature  was  in  existence.  Again  nowadays  this 
is  changed,  and  "  the  Pen"  is  nearly  as  popular  alter  dinner  as  "  the 
Sword." 

However,  when  all  is  said  and  done,  the  toast  is  new,  and  conse- 
quently it  may  be  as  well  to  jot  down  a  few  suggestions  calculated 
to  assist  the  proposer  of  "  Literature  "  in  acquitting  himself  credit- 
ably. Here  follows  then— 

FACTS  TO  BE  REMEMBERED  si  THE  CHAMPIONS  OF  THE  PEN. 

1.  That  the  (itiEEN  has  published  Stray  Lea  res  from  a  Diary. 

2.  That  Lord  WOLSELEY  wrote  The  Soldier's  Pocket-book. 

3.  That  Lords  MACAULAY  and  LYTTOX  both  scribbled  a  little. 

4.  That  the  Earl  of  BEACONSFIELD  got  £1,000  (more  or  less)  for 
Endvmio*, 

5.  That  the  Author  of  Locks/cy  Jin/!,  and  other  Poems,  is  about 
to  be  made  a  Peer. 

(>.  And,  lastly,  above  all  and  before  all,  that  Literature  pays,  now- 
adays, nearly  as  well  as  cheesemongering. 

This,  of  course,  is  taking  a  very  material  view  of  the  subject. 
There  is  an  alternative  tone  that  can  be  adopted,  the  more  especially 
that  recently  the  tone  in  question  has  become  very  fashionable.  The 
prevailing  idea  bv  those  who  accept  this  last  view  of  the  subject  is 
that  there  is  a  hidden  meaning  in  everything,  which  is  either  beneath 
or  above  comprehension.  Thus  there  is  something  grandly  sugges- 
tive about  a  gridiron.  The  fact  that  the  homely  article  is  used  for 
cooking  mutton-chops  or  beef-steaks  is  a  mere  uninteresting  detail — 
it  must  be  regarded  as  a  peer  to  a  sunset  or  a  snow-covered  moun- 
tain. Again,  if  a  Theatrical  Manager  produces  a  successful  play,  and 
in  consequence  is  able  to  announce  on  placards  that  "  the  StaQs  are 
full,"  and  that  there  is  "only  standing-room  in  the  Pit,"  the  mere 
commercial  value  of  the  venture  must  be  ignored  the  while  the  enter- 
prisin?  entrepreneur  is  lauded  to  the  skies  for  his  "  love  of  the  beau- 
tiful," and  his  "  deep  earnest  feeling  for  the  welfare  of  Art."  To 
make  this  plainer,  it  will  be  as  well  to  give  an  illustration.  And,  as 
the  subject  is  very  often  connected  with  the  Drama,  a  dramatic  form 
is  the  most  convenient  in  which  that  illustration  can  be  presented. 
To  work,  then  : — 

SCENE— A  Sanquct.  TntF.—  lf'hcn  t/ie  sweets  of  the  confectioner 
hurt'  given  place  to  (lit:  sugar  of  the  after-dinner  orator.  The 
tenth  toast  an  the  list  has  been  proposed,  honoured,  and  received 
a  response.  A  young  old  man,  icith  an  effeminate  air  and  a 
silk  shirt-front,  rises  to  introduce  "  JVb.  11"  to  the  garrulous 
rcri'/lrrs.  lie  ii'enrs  n  pinrr-ne;,  <nnl  speaks  trith  the  soupyon  of 
a  /is/>.  He  is  received  irith  mnxiderable  applause  on  being  recog- 
nised us  Mr.  ROSKTTI  TWADDLE,  the  eminent  Critic. 

Mr.  JSosetti  Twaddle  (deferential/;/).  Your  Royal  Highness — 
(graciously) — my  Lords  and—  (abruptly) — Gentlemen.  I  have  under- 
taken a  somewhat  difficult  task  this  evening.  But  I  do  not  drrad 
the  responsibility,  as  every  task  must  be  difficult  if  performed  in  an 
entirely  earnest  spirit.  ("  Hear,  hear  .""J  I  wish  to  be  entirely  and 
wholly  in  earnest,  for  I  take  it  that  the  highest  aims  of  the  man  of 
culture  are  as  the  half-forgotten  whispering  of  the  Autumn  leaves, 
unless  approached  with  all  the  rugged  force  of  an  equatorial  whirl- 
pool. (Applause.)  All  things  that  are  wholly  true  must  be  of 
necessity  completely  lovable.  ("Hear,  hear!'')  And  as  this 
is  indeed  the  case,  pens,  ink,  and  paper,  when  the  means  of 
suggesting  noble  thoughts  at  once  assume  tin-  exquisite  grandeur  of 
all  that  is  most  true,  and  consequently  most  admirable,  in  Nature, 
which  is  another  name  for  Art.  (Loud  cheers.)  The  soldier  of  the 
pen  should  be  inspired  by  a  subtle  influence,  and  it  is  this  subtle 
influence — so  strange  in  its  ramifications,  so  wholly  comforting  in 
its  suggestions — that  I  ask  you  to  toast  even  as  our  ancestors  crushed 
cups  in  their  armour  to  the  fairest  ladies  of  their  knightly  choice. 
('\Hear,  hear!")  For,  indeed,  this  subtle  intluence  is  a  beautiful 
mistress — pure  as  a  lily,  as  grand  as  an  earthc,uake.  (Cheers.)  It 
was  this  gentle  mistress  that  inspired  HOMEB,  CHATTER,  or,  to  como 
to  modern  times,  Master  WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE.  ("  Hear,  hear!") 
And  it  is  this  subtle  influence,  this  gentle,  this  beautiful  mistress, 


who  has  inspired  our  dear  friend  TojiPirns  BKOWN,  the  lessee  of  the 
Theatre  Royal  Parthenon.  (Prolonged  cheering.)  I  am  glad 
you  agree  with  me,  for  I  take  this  consent  as  a  sign  of  your  entirely 
perfect  intelligence.  (Renewed  applause.)  It  happened  that  I  was 
at  the  theatre  of  our  respected  friend  —  respected,  because  he  is  the 


lines  of  indifferent  verse.  ("  No,  no  !  ")  You  are  completely  kind  ! 
(  Cheers).  And  when  we  had  come  to  the  only  right,  the  only  pos- 
sible conclusion,  that  mere  Money  was  not  to  be  weighed  for  an 
instant  in  the  scales  with  Art—  ("  hear,  hear  !  ")—  and  the  considera- 
tion of  the  date  for  the  production  of  my  little  fancy  had  been  tem- 
porarily postponed,  TOMPKINS  HBOYI-.V  invited  me  to  "come  in 
front  "  to  see  nis  latest  contribution  to  the  civilisation  of  the  nine- 
teenth century.  (Cheers.)  I  obeyed,  and  never  shall  1  forget  what 
I  then  saw.  I  was  in  fairyland.  There  were  scores  of  beau- 
tiful figures  draped  in  gold  and  silver  tissue  floating  through 
an  atmosphere  of  the  most  delicately  tinted  gems.  But  I  <tnl 
not  look  at  the  scene.  My  attention  was  riveted  on  the  chief 
Actor,  who,  wearing  a  white  tunio  with  red  spots,  and  a  peculiar 
head-dress  (handed  down  to  us  from  mediaeval  times)  with  three 
thin  upright  plumes,  was  gazing  at  the  wholly  beautiful  beings 
revolving  around  him,  with  intense  earnestness.  The  face  of  the 
chief  Actor  was  an  epic.  (Cheers.)  His  soul  shone  through 
the  white  paint  on  his  nose,  the  rod  triangular  spots  on  his 
cheeks  and  forehead.  (Cheers.)  Hi*  look  of  mingled  wonder 
and  admiration  brought  the  tears  to  my  eyes.  ("  Hear,  hear  .'  ")  A 
smile  of  marvellous  simplicity  spread  over  his  prominent  eyes,  his 
artificially-widened  mouth,  like  the  shadow  of  a  summer-cloud 
sailing  over  a  corn-Held.  There  was  an  exquisite  pathos  in  his 
wonder,  an  infinite  tenderness  in  his  admiration.  (Cheers.)  That 
smile  recalled  Swiss  cataracts,  Italian  ruins,  the  glories  of  Rome,  the 
broken  marble*  of  ancient  Greece.  (Renewed  applause.)  I  mur- 


knocked  down  the  scoffing  figure  of  his  companion,  an  ancient  Pan- 
taloon. (Cheers.)  That  blow  was  a  revelation.  In  it  I  traced  a 
career  wholly  devoted  to  Art.  {Renewed  applause.)  And  what 
caused  me  to  see  so  much  ?  I  will  tell  you.  It  was  that  subtle 
influence  to  which  I  have  alluded — that  subtle  influence  which  guides 
the  pen  of  the  wholly  honest  critic,  which  opens  the  eyes  of  culture, 
and  is'yet  as  nought  to  the  yokel  and  the  Philistine.  This  subtle 
influence  is  the  life  of  literature,  the  soul  of  criticism.  And  this 
subtle  influence  is  what  I  ask  you  to  toast.  It  is  the  life-blood  of 
the  pen  and  the  bone,  tissues  and  nerves  of  the  pencil.  ("  Hear, 
hear  !  ")  I  give  you,  then,  from  the  very  bottom  of  my  heart,  ana 
with  entire  confidence  in  its  reception,  the  revelation  of  to-day  and 

the  great  master  of  to-morrow.     In  a  word,  I  give  you Gush  ! 

[Enormous  enthusiasm,  during  irhich  the  speaker  resumes  his  seat. 

So  much  for  the  proposal.  As  for  the  reply,  it  is  useless  to  give  it. 
If  inspired  by  the  proper]  spirit,  it  woula  be  wholly  and  entirely — 
unintelligible.  

HAJO-ZACTLY  So!— In  the  very  useless  dispute  between  Mr. 
CHARLES  HAIO,  wine-merchant,  and  the  Rev.  DAWSOX  Buass,  D.D., 
as  to  Liquor  Trade  and  Christianity,  it  certainly  seems  to  us  that 
the  wine-merchant  has  six-to-four  the  best  of  it  in  argument. 
Among  other  things,  he  said  that  the  "  sobriety  of  the  Jew*  was  not 
due  to  their  religious  regulations  nor  to  their  exclusiveness ;  "  and 
he  stated  that  at  Passover-time,  publicans  in  the  East-end  of  London 
"  put  up  a  Hebrew  word  in  their  windows  signifying  that  they  have 
on  tap  a  particular  puncheon  of  rum  which  has  been  passed  by  the 
Rabbi."  Now  this  is  a  bit  indefinite.  Had  the  worthy  Rabbi 
"passed  tin  purrhcon"  as  he  would  among  convives  have  "passed 
the  bottle,"  or  had  he  neglected  it  and  passed  over  it,  or  passed  by  it, 
or  examined  it  and  then,  because  it  answered,"  given  it  a  pass  r 
The  last,  we  suppose,  is  the  correct  version.  We  were  not  aware  that 
there  were  Jew  publicans  ;  but,  being  reminded  of  the  ancient  riddle 
which  might  have  had  its  origin  in  Palestine,  it  is  evidently  quite  in 
the  fitness  of  things  that  the  publicans  should  be  one  of  the  He-brews. 
The  idea  of  anyone  of  the  name  of  Burns  going  in  for  total  absti- 
nence !  Well,  well,  Time  brings  its  revenges.  But.  assuredly,  the 
Rev.  Dr.  DAWSON  BrRX>  would  have  been  disavowed  by  the  "  rantin' 
roarin'  boy  "  of  that  ilk  were  he  still  in  the  "  land  of  cakes  "  and 
ale,  while  as  to  Mr.  HAIO,  the  sound  of  his  name  recalls  the  one 
place  where  to  di-ink  water  is  an  imixissibility,  and  the  absorption  of 
Hollands  a  necessity.  Soo  Murray  s  fiuide  as  to  the  Hague  and  the 
quality  of  the  water  in  the  Low  Countries.  When  we  went  tl 
we  followed  the  guide-book's  advice,  which  was  similar  to  fiailet/'s, 
at  Mrs.  Todgers'i — "  Don't  touch  none  of  it ; "  and,  as  may  bo 
imagined,  we  had  a  very  Murray  time  of  it.  Hoop!  Mynheer 
Boompjes ! 
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"  I 

of  Us" 


WHAT    NEXT? 

of  a  foolish  face)  to  Earl  Soozle  (fifteenth  ditto). 
—  MR.  WHATSHISNAME—  is  GOING  TO  BECOME  On 


THE  FAMILY  GHOST. 

(A  Christmas  Carol.     AIR — "  The  Mistletoe  Bough.") 

AT  the  Old  Manor  House  and  ancestral  Hall, 
Where  the  ivy  climbs  over  the  gable-end  wall, 
A  Rookery  lends  the  domain  a  charm, 
And  the  rats  and  the  mice  within-door  swarm ; 
And,  time  out  of  mind,  as  the  talk  hath  been, 
There 's  a  spectral  Thing  to  be  heard  and  seen. 

0,  the  Family  Ghost ! 

0,  the  Family  Ghost ! 

A  sound,  as  it  were,  of  a  rustling  train, 

That  sweeps  into  the  chambers,  and  out  again, 

And  anon  there  appeareth  an  ancient  Dame, 

Like  a  figure  stept  out  of  a  picture-frame, 

In  a  stomacher,  frill,  and  farthingale, 

And  her  eyes  glimmer  through  an  antique  lace-veil. 

0,  the  Family  Ghost ! 

0,  the  Family  Ghost ! 

There 's  a  room  where  the  Ghost  is  given  to  keep 
So  in  that  one  apartment  that  none  dare  sleep. 
No  man-servant,  maid-servant,  girl,  or  groom, 
Will  adventure  a  night  in  the  Haunted  Room. 
Should  the  Host  any  Stranger  away  there  stow, 
The  Ghost  of  the  Family  lets  him  know. 

0,  the  Family  Ghost ! 

0,  the  Family  Ghost! 

A  something  in  sooth  it  may  be  to  boast, 
That  a  fellow  hath  gotten  a  Family  Ghost, 
For  a  Family  Ghost  to  a  Family  Name 
Is  a  sort  of  appurtenance  much  the  same 
As  a  coat-of-arms,  or  a  Family  Tree ; 
No  such  Ghost  but  for  persons  of  pedigree. 

0,  the  Family  Ghost! 

0,  the  Family  Ghost ! 

In  your  stuccoed  Villas  it  scorns  to  dwell ; 
Stands  only  the  hold  of  your  high-born  Swell. 
It  disdains  to  appear — having  too  much  pride — 
To  the  family  circle  at  Christmastide, 
Where,  if  ghost-stories  then  be  but  truly  told, 
It  could,  an  it  listed,  a  tale  unfold. 

0,[the  Family  Ghost ! 

0,  the  Family. Ghost ! 


THERE  is  no  truth  in  the  report  that,  in  view  of  his 
sxalted  lineage,  Baron  TENNYSON  will  adopt  as  his  new 
notto,  "  Kind  hearts  are  more  than  coronets,  and  simple 
aith  than  Norman  blood."  These  trifles  are  left  for  the 
consideration  of  Lady  CLARA  VERB  DE  VEBE. 


AN  EXAMPLE  AND  A  PUZZLE. 
Miss  MARY  ANDERSON  is  an  ornament,  and  a  very  beautiful  orna- 

»*  A,        v  M™^"10"'  An  eminent  Financialist  (says  Truth)  asked 
ler,  through  Mr.  MITCHELL,  what  her  terms  would  be  to  come  to  his 

fen?  wt'  and  amT  hl*  *"??*!  afterwards-    To  which  she  replied, 
e  was  not  on  hire  for  dining  or  evening  party  purposes.    We 
»r,  also,  that  she  did  something  better  even  than  this,  of  which  it 
is  not  our  mrher  to  speak  more  plainly. 

and  tWnf*  aoon.trasV'L'tw!'<:n  the  conduct  of  La  belle  Americaine 
t  of  the  iTfiifh  arises  who  honour  us  with  their  presence 


her 


after  dessert  ! 


What 


ree  o      er  inimitae  d  er  a 

"       *  be'  and  whatahostof  Snobs  at  the  party  t 


_,  -    — Y"~   *""~  *»*"»»/   we  j    auu   wjint  a 

SSSaHffffl^tsaiSia^: 


Singer,  take  his  honorarium  for  amusing  the  company  after  dinner, 
or  at  an  "at  home,"  without  injuring  his  position,  socially  and 
professionally,  while  the  opportunity  of  making  twenty  guineas,  by 
a  recitation  or  a  dramatic  monologue  in  character,  is  denied  to  the 
Actor  or  Actress,  without  forfeiture  of  social  or  professional  status  ? 
Something  wrong  here,  evidently,— but  we  were  not  "  born  to  set  it 
right." 

A  NEW  TART  FOR  A  BART. 

THE  blithesome  Bart,  has  in  his  time  tried  most  things.  But  till 
reading  the  following  advertisement  in  the  Daily  Telegraph,  we  were 
not  aware  that  he  had  turned  his  attention  to  letting  lodgings : — 

A  BARONET  and  his  Wife  will  be  glad  to  meet  with  a  Lady  (who 
may  desire  a  quiet,  comfortable  HOME  in  the  Country)  to  reside  with 
them.    An  invalid  or  elderly  Lady  would  receive  every  kindness  and  atten- 
tion.— Address,  &e. 

Here  is  an  opportunity  for  elderly  Ladies  to  have  a  real  good  time. 
Fancy  the  pleasure  of  being  supported  bv  the  bart-ly  arm  to  dinner, 
having  tea  handed  by  a  real  red  bart-ly  hand,  and  in  listening  to 
words  of  wisdom  that  fall  from  the  bart-ly  lips.  This  utilisation  of 
title  is  a  capital  hint,  and  doubtless  Dukes  in  difficulties,  moneyless 
Marquises,  and  the  impecunious  aristocracy  generally,  might  make  a 
fortune  by  letting  lodgings  in  this  fashion. 

MK.  BELT  takes  the  £500,  a  slice  instead  of  the  whole  hog  for  our 


certain 


ilion.    Tisn't  much  gain,  but  he  is  content  to  put  up  with  a 
lawes.     "  Non  ultima  laus  est " — is  this  the  last  of  LA  WES  ? 


THE  Aldermen  have  named  Mr.  CORRIE  GEANT,  Mr.  IN-CORRI-GIBLE 
GRANT. 
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THE    SECRET    OF    DEADMAN'S    TERRACE. 

(Our  Sanitary  Chriitmas  Story — Concluded.) 


CHAPTER  III. 

HE  dinner  was  over  now,  and  my  five 
Uncles  were  writhing  with  great  secure  a  portion  of 
difficulty  towards  their  five  respec-  a  condemned  car- 
tive  rooms.  case  well  suited 
Yes,— there  was  no  doubt  of  it.  to  my  simple  pur- 
the  dinner  had  been  a  great  success !  pose.  I  was  not 
Had  I  deserved  my  good  fortune  ?  :  surprised,  there- 
I  think  I  had.  fore,  to  notice  that 
I  had  determined,  as  far  as  it  were  my  five  Uncles  all 
possible  with  the  means  placed  at  my  became  a  little 
disposal  by  the  accommodating  condition  of  the  existing  law,  that  my  j  silent  and  thought- 
little  inaugural  banquet  should  materially  assist  and  supplement,  by  f  ul  after  the  soup, 
a  few  swift  and  deadly  8trokes,ithe  surer  if  slower  work  that  was  to  But  the  incident 
be  accomplished  when  it  was  over  by  my  reeking  walls  and  defective  merelyencouraged 


whose  enterprise  was  "great  in  supplying  the  neighbourhood  with 
prime  but  disease  I  joints  that  were  quite  until  for  human  food,  I 
was  enabled  tu 


drainage."    It  was  a  modest  resolve,  and  I  was  not  destined  to  be 
disappointed. 
I  had  arranged  the  »i«nt«  witlCgrcat  care,  and  had  selected  my 


me.  With  a  care- 
less toss  of  the 
head,  I  ordered 


provisions  with  considerable  tact".     The  fish,  a  fine  full-sized  cod.    the  waiter  to  open 
was   one  of   the    three   hundred    and   the  Champagne. 


seventy-five  that  only  a  few  minutes       It  was  a  tine  dry  brand,  noted  for  its  richness i  in  sulphuric  acid, 
after  my  purchase  were  seized  by  the   and  for  the  large  amount  of  metallic  salts  it  held  in  nuspens 
Authorities  and  ordered  to  be  instantly   That  it  was  an  excellent  wine  at  nineteen  shillings  a  dozen,  I  kn 
destroyed  as  a  nuisance  dangerous  alike   and  had  I  required  any  further  proof  of  its  quality,  it  w< 

to  health  and  life  in  the   been  furnished  by  the  three  waiters  who  assisted  on  the  occasion, 
immediate  vicinity  of  the   who,  dividing  a  bottle  and  a  half  between  them  in  the  passage.were 
consignment.     With   my   all  buried,  with  an  open  verdict,  on  the  following  Tuesday.    15ut  ] 
"   was    even    more  '  am  digressing.    Let  me  revert  to  the  dinner. 

Through      the  ;     Like  a  true  artist,  I  had  not  relied  solely  either  on  my  principal 
spirit)  dishes  or  even  on  my  wine.    I  had  contrived  other  and  more  d 

coqueteries  </«  malaise  to  tempt  my  unsuspicious  guests.  The  r  reneh 
beans  were  bright  with  arsenic,  and  I  helped  them  lavishly.  ln« 
custard  pudding  was  made  with  milk  direct  from  a  farm  noted  for 

r    t  .11-  l:t_  J     *„;„.,  ill     *hia    fill  AH 


and 
energy 
my 


uuauiiu  puuuuiK  ««*;>  u»i*^v-   ...i...   ..  ^~-  — —  -       ,rr 

ita  foot-and-mouth  disease,  and  it  went  round  twice.    All 
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me  with  quiet  hope.     But  my  chief  piece  tie  resistance  was  a  dish  of 
tinned  rabbit. 

As  a  plate  of  this  deadly  entree  was  placed  before  each  of  my  five 
Uncles,  and  they  began  to  pronounce  it  "  excellent,"  my  heart  posi- 
tively beat  with  excitement.  For  a  moment  I  was  almost  scien- 
tifically interested,  like  one  assisting  at  some  pleasing  and  novel 
experiment. 

For  I  recalled  the  celebrated  luncheon  of  the  poisoned  tarts  given 
l>y  I'.KXKVKXUTO  MARAFFI,  Fourth  Duke  of  Milan,  to  HILDEBRAND 
THE  XIJ.TH  and  the  Doge  of  Venice,  and  remembered  how,  when  the 
latter  had  taken  seventeen  in  succession,  he  turned,  much  to  the 
astonishment  and  amusement  of  the  Venerable  Pontiff,  a  pale  orange 
colour.  So  I  watched  my  Uncles  narrowly. 

I  had  not  long  to  wait.  The  cheap  tinned  poison  of  the  American 
firm  soon  showed  itself  more  searching  and  potent  than  the  price- 
1'  -<•  preparations  of  Tofana. 

Yes ;  there  was  no  mistaking  it !  One  by  one  my  five  Uncles  turned 
slowly  to  a  deep  rich  emerald  green  ! 

My  first  impulse  was  to  jump  on  my  chair  and  cheer ;  but  they 
had  risen  to  their  feet,  and  were  asking  for  a  little  water,  and  by  a 
great  effort  I  restrained  myself.  There  was  a  huge  tankard  on  the 
sideboard,  drawn  fresh  that  very  afternoon.  It  contained  fifty-seven 
per  cent,  of  organic  matter,  and  was  supplied  through  a  freely-furred 
leaden  pipe  from  a  cistern  I  had  carefully  concealed  from  the  Sani- 
tary Inspector.  I  could  answer  for  the  quality  of  that  water. 

With  a  cheery  "  You  '11  be  all  right,  presently ! "  I  forced  a  good 
quart  of  it  laughingly  on  each  of  them.  As  I  suspected,  it  did  not 
refresh  them ;  but  its  effect  was  marvellous. 

At  first  they  seemed  stunned.  Then  the  other  four  reeled  blindly 
in  the  direction  of  my  Uncle  the  Doctor.  He  had  only  taken  twice 
of  the  rabbit,  and  appeared  to  understand  them.  He  broke  silence. 

I  am  afraid,  my  boy,"  he  said,  sobbing  hysterically,  "  that  you 
have  treated  us  too — too  handsomely." 

The  others  nodded  assent,  and  leaned  against  each  other"  for 
support. 

"  We  are  not  feeling  very  well."  he  continued,  "  and  I  think,  on 
the  whole,  we  would  rather  go  to  bed." 

The  heat  of  the  room  ?  "  I.asked,  in  a  playful  offhand 'manner, 
asj  rang  for  their  five  candles. 

"  The  heat  of  the  room  !  that  ia  all !  "  was  the  muffled  and  wheez- 
ing reply. 

I  out  an  involuntary  caper,  for  I  knew  the  End  was  near  at  last. 
In  another  minute  they  were  creeping  slowly  and  laboriously  up 
the  stairt,  to  their  respective  rooms,  on  all-fours .' 

CHAPTER  IV. 

It  was  eleven  minutes  to  eleven.  So  far  things  had  gone  well 
beyond  my  wildest  hopes.  How  did  matters  stand  ? 

I  had  said  to  myself,  "before  the  beginning  of  the  new  year  !  " 
lru«,  there  w«re  but  seventy-one  minutes  left,  yet  I  felt  perfectly 
sanguine  as  to  the  rssult.    The  last  state  of  debility  had  beenreached 
TJ  f  ?Lea??      L  e,vim  at  thi9  F1"1  hour  Phased  and  interested  me. 

time  had  come  for  the  house  to  do  its  work  !    As  I  thought 
ot  this,  again  my  spirits  rose,  and  I  made  my  arrangements  for  the 

As  a  simple  precaution  against  the  stifling  miasma  of  the  premises, 

I  had  provided  myself  with  a  complete  diver's  costume.    In  this  i 

low  arrayed  myseff.    Fitting  on  tightly  the  glass-eyed  helmet,  that 

a  moveable  india-rubber  pipe  communicating  with  the  outer  air, 

lor  purposes  of  ventilation,  attached  to  it,  1  sat  down  in  an  easy 

chair  before  the  flickering  fire,  and  waited  the  issue  of  events. 

Low  well  I  can  recall  that  little  interval  of  expectant  repose ! 

umber  smiling  to  myself  inside  my  diver's  helmet.    I  was 

sf ;  my  hve  aged  relatives  upstairs,  for,  with  a  spontaneous 

-stide  irony    I  had  arranged  the  nomenclature  of   their 

Ung  to  the  insanitary  peculiarities  they  respectively 


iiirV-    .,'•      ,     ,      :ozen  unm  ttoom."  w  hat  a 
nd  they  all  had  in  this,  the  last  night  of  the  good  old  year  ! 

fir?t  to  Tilfwork.    WM  WOndemS  which  of  &  five  would  be  the 

Jh'orten  JhC  ^°1fl  uPscttin*  of  a  wardrobe  and  a  distant 

,1  thn     V.T  T  K      ,e"'  t,hcre^was  no  sound  from  upstairs.    Some- 

But  thev  d  Prt  „  wrd  wiCnt  footeJeP».  as  tf  someone  were  dancing 

*hd 


of  the  limited  length 


at  a  glance,  it  was  my  Legal  Uncle,  in  a  state  of  temporary  inter- 
mittent delirium. 

"Ha !  my  boy ! "  he  said,  stumbling  towards  the  table,  and  mani- 
festing no  sign  of  astonishment  at  my  unusual  costume.  "  We  have 
had  a  rough  time  of  it  upstairs — a  very  rough  time — but  had — thank 
goodness — time  to  sign  these.  We  have  not  forgotten  you !  " 

"  Thanks! "  I  said,  with  some  feeling,  as  I  took  the  promising  testa- 
mentary parcel  from  his  shaking  hand.  "  Are  they  really  bad  ?  " 

The  bells  were  ringing  merrily  on  the  midnight  air.  The  sound 
seemed  to  soothe  him. 

"  It 's  all  over !  "  he  said,  feebly  shaking:  his  head.  "  And  I  have 
only  about  two  minutes  left  myself.  I  '11  tell  you  what  it  is,  my 
boy" — his  voice  sank  to  a  whisper  now.  "I'm  afraid  you've  got 
into  rather  an  unhealthy  house  !  ' 

##*#** 

After  the  five  funerals,  the  five  wills  were  duly  opened,  with  all 
formality,  in  my  presence,  by  my  new  Solicitor. 

"Dear  me!  he  said,  rubbing  his  eyeglasses.  "Your  Uncles 
appear  to  have  left  all  their  property  to  an  Advertising  Company, 
who  are  to  expend  the  whole  of  it  in  the  Sanitary  Improvement  of 
Deadman's  Terrace." 

I  had  been  listening  attentively.    I  slipped  off  my  chair. 

"  And  the  annuity  of  £6  13s.  ?  "  I  asked,  anxiously,  as  he  kindly 
helped  me  up  from  the  floor. 

"  Has  been  thrown  into  Chancery  by  a  maternal  Second  Cousin," 
he  replied,  gently.  Then  he  led  me  to  a  cab. 

*»»»»* 

Years  have  sped  now,  and  I  often  pass  through  the  old  neighbour- 
hood. Bright  children  issue  from  the  doors,  buxom  housewives 
smile  on  the  balconies,  and  vigorous  and  hearty  fathers  of  large 
families  return  every  evening  from  the  City.  Yet  there  is  nothing 
to  indicate  a  change — beyond  a  forest  of  ventilating  shafts  that  now 


tower  and  twist  along  the  whole  line  of  the  familiar  stucco  fagade. 
"  The  healthiest  block  of  houses  in  all  London,"  say  all  the  Agents. 

Strange,  top !  "  they  add,  rubbing  their  heads,  and  recalling  faintly 
certain  insanitary  rumours  of  vanished  years. 

Yes  ;  "  strange,"  indeed — but  not  to  him  who,  like  mo,  recalls, 
as  he  gazes  up  at  No.  13,  the  weird  explanatory  light  it  could  throw 
on  The  Secret  of  Deadman's  Terrace, 


Punch  on  Potations. 

THE  Hot- Water  Cure  is  our  latest  of  fads, 

To  cut  out  all  tipples  from  Champagne  to  "Whiskey. 
Well  stick,  if  you  like,  to  the  kettle,  my  lads, 

Whose  wits  are  too  bright,  and  whose  souls  are  too  frisky. 
But  Punch  has  his  own  common-sense  recipe, 

A  road  to  right  happiness  simpler  and  shorter ; 
He  'd  counsel  you,  cutting  prigs'  liddlededee, 

To  keep  in  good  spirits  and  out  of  hot  water  I 


;'Is  HANGING  PAINFUL  ?  "—Under  this  title  some  letters  have 
appeared  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette.  It  is  a  difficult  question  to 
answer,  as  of  course,  it  depends  on  what  is  hung.  Some  sky-highed 
Artists  say  hanging  is  very  painful  to  them  at  the  Royal  Academy. 


WE  have  just  received  our  copy  of  our  Annual  Invaluable  Guide, 
Philosopher  and  Friend,  yclept  Lilly's  Pott-  Office  Directory.  It  is 
a  charming  pocket  companion,  and  delightful  handy  book. 
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THE    MODERN    ARS   AMANDI. 

(By  Punchius  ffuso.) 

CANTO  VI.— MAMMA. 

PTOCHIUS  sat  pondering  o'er  his  mighty  theme, 
When  suddenly  a  keen  electric  gleam 


Seemed  to  (ran--iiirnv  lii*  sanrtum's  roseate  shade, 
And  lo !  a  Presence  !  gorgeously  arrayed 
In  glistening  satin  of  soft  Tyrian  sheen, 
"  Invested  with  purpurual  gleams,"  its  mien 
Gravely  majestic ;  ample-shouldered,  large, 
of  nob  fair  swell  us  CI.KOPATRA'S  barge 
I'.ivastrcl  the  Cydnus  with.     Erect  she  stood, 
The  British  Matron ;  in  no  genial  mood, 
It  aspect  augured  aught.    Her  greeting  fair, 
'I  lie  courteous  Sage  his  most  capacious  chair 
Filled  with  her  portly  amplitude.    Thence  she 
In  round  sonorous  periods  uttered  free 
.Maternal  thoughts,  and,  as  in  eclogues  old, 
By  rushy  brook  or  by  close-wattled  fold, 
Virgilian  Swains  discourse,  PUNCHIUS,  well  suited 
To  Mantuan  grace  with  her  interlocuted. 

MATKBFAMILIAS. 
Punch,  I  presume  ? 

PUNCHTDS. 

Presumption  is  a  word 
"Which  to  connect  with  you 

MATEBFAMILIAS. 

Don't  be  absurd ! 

What  do  you  mean  by  "  Love  and  laughter  "  ?— I 
Quote  from  your  "  Proem  "—What 's  your  aim,  Sir  Y    Why, 
Love  is  no  laughing  matter,— or,  any  rate, 
Marriage  is  not !     You  as  a  comic  zany  rate 
The  modern  Cupid,  make  him  talk  that  stuff 
Which  men  call  "  satire."    Pooh  !    We  're  quite  too  tough 
For  all  that  sort  of  thing  to  trouble  much. 
A  mother's  heart  male  mockery  cannot  touch, 
Wr  '\v  far  too  much  at  stake.     But  Punch,  you  know, 
This  jf.ru  Antandi  is  not  coinmc  i/faut, — 
JOHN  just  explained  it,— and  I  really  think 
As  British  Oirldom's  pet,  you  ought  to  shrink 
From 

PtTNCHTUS. 

Veiling  satire  with  a  genial  laugh, 
And  teaching  wisdom  'neath  the  cloak  of  chaff  ? 

MATERFAMILIAS. 

Oh,  bother  !    That 's  what  JOHN  calls  "  Big  Bow-Wow." 

But — girls  are  quite  sufficient  trouble  time. 

They  do  not  want  more  "  wisdom,"  I  am  sure, 

But  more  docility.     If  you  cannot  cure 

Their  sentimental  fads,  at  least  don't  turn 

Their  heads  with— well,  I  've  really  yet  to  learn 

What  you  quite  mean — but  all  this  curious  mixture 

Of  rhymes,  and  gods,  and  things.    There 's  one  great  fixture — 

Gel  married .'    ifow,  your  Cantos  seem  to  sap 

Its  firm  foundation. 

PujfCHitrs. 
How? 

MATKRFAillLIAS. 

WeU,  dear  Old  Chap— 


You  are  a  dear,  when  you  are  nice,  you  know — 
I  really  can't  tell  how,  you  fog  me  BO. 
I  'm  not  sure  when  you  Ve  serious.    But  indeed 
I  must  remonstrate. 

Pracmus. 

Madam,  pray  proceed ! 

(To  be  continiud.) 


ROBERT'S  CRISMAS  STORY. 

(As  append  last  Summer.) 

I  WAS  a  staying  at  swellish  Surbiton  and  had  been  ingaged  at 
Appy  Ampton  a  waitin  on  won  of  my  f  avrit  Companies,  the  .liin-r.. 
Ah  them's  good  fellers,  them  Jiners  is,  and  note  a  glass  of  '47  Port 
as  quick  as  any  Company  in  Lundon,  aye  and  in  joys  it  two,  and 
never  refuses  a  second. 

Well,  as  I  was  returnin  home,  I  had  sitch  a  singler  adwentur  as 
mite  be  common  enutf  in  new  Amerikay  or  even  in  old  Ireland,  but 
in  that  nice  quiet  plaice  it  did  seem  just  a  leetle  staggerin. 

Sornterin  along  quietly  "  by  the  margin  of  Terns  s  fare  waters," 
as  the  Poet  says.  I  took  a  seat,  about  harf  way  home,  on  a  nice  ard 
wooden  form  with,  not  no  back  to  it,  kindly  purwided  by  the  lokal 
orthoritys  for  tired  trawellers  of  which  I  was  jest  a  little  one,  wen  I 
was  akorsted  by  a  gentleman  of  not  werry  engagin  aperience  who 
was  so  obligin  as  to  inform  me  that  he  was  quite  down  upon  his 
luck,  and  was  gettin  jest  a  bit  desprit,  and  wood  I  kindly  assist 
him  with  the  lone  of  five  shillinx  ! 

In  course  I  told  him  as  I  hadn't  no  five  shillinx  to  spare,  as  I  was 
only  a  pore  Waiter,  wen  he  sed  as  that  story  wouldn't  wash,  as  any- 
boddy  who  'd  bin  akustomed  to  igh  life  could  see  at  once  by  my  wit.- 
choker  as  well  as  by  my  manners  as  I  was  a  Parson  !  and  posstrbly  a 
Bishup !  Of  course  I  was  a  good  deal  flatterd  at  his  little  natral 
mistake,  and  said  that  as  far  as  G</.  would  go  ho  mite  have  it  and 
weloom,  wen  he  suddnly  quite  haltered  his  manner,  and  said,  as 
money  he  wanted  and  money  he  must  have,  and  putting  his  and  in 
his  pocket  he  pulled  out  a  rewolwing  Pistol,  and  sed  I  shoud  have  it 
for  a  pound. 

I  think  I  was  never  so  fritened  in  all  my  life,  and  without  stoppin 
for  to  think  wot  was  best  to  be  done,  I  acshally  gave  him  all  I  bud 
in  my  pocket,  which  was  about  9s.  Ik/.,  which  he  took  with  a  cuss, 
and  putting  the  awful  lookin  weppen  into  my  hand,  and  sayin 
"Full  to  the  muzzel,"  he  ran  along  to  the  Park  railings,  jumped 
over,  and  was  off  like  a  shot ! 

I  set  there,  on  that  ard  seat,  with  that  dcdly  weppen  in  my  grasp, 
for  I  should  think  quite  a  quarter  of  a  our,  wundring  what  on  erth 
I  should  do  with  it. 

Suppose,  I  thort  to  myself,  a  Pleaceman  was  to  cum  and  see  me 
thus,  armed  to  the  teeth,  how  could  I  conwincc  him  as  I  wai  only 
a  umbel  Waiter  who  had  jest  made  a  purchase,  and  not,  wot  I  looked 
exactly  like,  a  sangwinery  Bugler  or  Highway  Man !  I  dared  not 
put  the  cold  fire-arm  in  my  pocket,  for.' fear  it  mite  be.  as  he  had 
said,  loaded  to  the  muzzel,  and  mite  go  off  of  itself.  I  had  sumtimus 
herd  of  these  deadly  weppens  being  loaded  with  slugs,  and  the  meer 
thort  of  such  disgusting  Reptiles  a  crawlin  about  in  my  pocket, 
gave  me  a  fit  of  the  shudders. 

Presently  I  herd  carridge  wheels  a  comin  nearer  in  the  distance, 
so  in  my  hagony  I  rushed  from-  my  ard  seat,  ran  along  about  200 
yards,  and  throwd  it  madly  into  the  middle  of  the  River,  and  then 
took  to  my  eels,  like  a  guilty  thing,  and  never  stopt  till  I  come  to 
the  Ferry,  when  my  frite  was  so  great  and  my  breth  so  short  that  I 
ooudn't  call  out  "  hover  "  lowd  ennff  for  the  Ferryman  to  hear  me 
for  a  matter  praps  of  10  minnets.  and  ewenshally  retched  home  so 
much  more  ded  than  alive  oh  !  that  my  kind  hind  lord  insisted  on 
my  sendin  out  for  harf  a  pint  of  brandy,  which  he  mixed  with 
some  skill,  and  of  which  he  most  kindly  partook  of,  share  and  share 
alike. 

Of  coarse  I  esily  misled  my  land  lord  by  dcnounsiug  the  Sammon, 
although,  trewth  to  tell,  it  was  remarkabel  good,  and  so,  after  a  lite 
supper  of  pork  chops  and  stout,  to  bed,  to  oed,  where  I  slept  the 
sleep  of  the  hinnocent  Waiter  and  not  of  the  gilty  assassassin. 

I  have  for  sum  time  left  the  shores  of  the  silwcr  Terns,  unless 
indeed  I  may  call  it  by  that  fond  name  at  Londun  Bridge,  witch 
mite  be  thort  jest  a  leetle  sorcaustic,  so  I  may  safely  reweal  the  fac, 
that,  if  any  one.includin  the  galliant  Admiral  of  the  Terns  Conserwa- 
tives,  wants  what  I  've  no  dout  is  a  butiful  specimen  of  the  bintrest- 
ing  article  commonly  called  a  rewolwer,  all  he  has  to  do  is  to  go  to 
the  place  atween  Long  Ditton  and  Ampton  where  the  ard  seat  is, 
and  exacly  200  steps  nearer  Surbeton  he  will  cum  to  3  grate  Trees, 
ether  Helms  or  Hoax,  I  don't  know  witch,  but  I  thinks  the  former, 
and  nex  to  them  is  a  werry  big  Tree  with  a  broken  bow,  and  exacly 
opersit  that,  just  1  across  the  River,  let  him  dredge  and  dredge,  and 
he 's  sure  to  find  the  Burgler's  companion,  and  watever  he  may  think 
my  dew,  I  will  leave  hintirely  to  his  Honner  to  send  me.  ROBEHT. 
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ONE    MORE    UNFORTUNATE! 

Mamma(a  Widow  of  considerable  personal  attractions).  "I  WANT  TO  TELL  YOU  SOMETHING,  TOMMY.    You  SAW  THAT  GENTLEMAN 

TALKING  TO  GRANDMAMMA   IN  THE  OTHER  ROOM.      WELL,    HE  IS  GOING   TO   BE  YOUR   NEW   PAPA.      MAMMA  'S  GOING  TO  MAERY  HIM  !  " 

Tommy  (who  recollects  something  of  the  life  his  old  Papa  used  to  lead).  "  D-D-DOES  HE  KNOW  IT  YET,  MAMMA?" 


STEANGERS  YET. 

(A  Suggestion  for  the  Season.) 

IN  many  a  dreary  and  desolate  place  has  our  Annual  Quest  in  his 

travellings  found  him, 
In  Tartar  steppes,  and  in  Lapland  wilds,  in  fenny  flats  where  the 

wild-fowl  cluster  ; 
In  snowy  wastes  where  the  frozen  watch  from  the  "Crow's  Nest" 

gloomily  gazes  round  him, 
And  where  on  the  edge  of  the  Arctic'pack  the  ice-bound  wanderers 

mutely  muster, 
But  where  and  when  and  in  what  chill  clime  has  he  ever  chanced  on 

a  scene  so  cheerless 
As  this  of  the  opulent  City's  slums,  from  our  pallid  sun  hy  the 

brick-bulks  hidden  ? 

A  scene  to  soften  the  cynic  soul,  to  moisten  eyes  that  are  mostly 
ttarless, 

t      ^  °f  a  ^^  Shame  to  lau^ter-loving  red  lips 


" 


humble  ease>  to  labour  brisk  and  to 

>  to  loUin«  lady  •»*•  toUin* 
royal 


ll*  the  glittering  shop9)  with  their  piled 
which  ^ey  may  share 
°f  OU 


greenery 
neUher  Part  nor  lot' 


Good  cheer  P    The  dwellers  in  these  dim  courts  are  the  Troglodytes 

of  our  Civilisation. 

Tell  them  of  sunny  Italian  skies,  of  Lakeland's  verdure,  of  Cash- 
mere's roses ! 

They  '11  understand  you  as  well  as'when  you  prattle  of  Yuletide  jolli- 
fication. 
Among  them   semi-starvation  stalks,   around  them   vice-curst 

poverty  closes 
A  cordon  stern  as  the  lazar's  ban  against  the  [coming  of  cheer  and 

gladness, 
Or  if  there 's  aught  that  shall  waken  mirth  in  their  palsied  souls, 

'tis  the  liquid  devil 
That  draws  their  lips  with  resistless  lure,  and  wakes  their  spirits  to 

dreadful  madness ; 

And  breaks  as  with  hideous  scoriae  fire  their  life's  monotonous  low 
dead  level. 

A  Slum  Child,  Father !    What  do  you  think  of  this  childish  shape  ? 

On  your  rounds  this  morning 
You  '11  meet  with  many  a  lad  and  a  lass,  their  well-known  visitor 

gleefully  greeting, 
What  of  this  one  though,  who  knows  you  not !    Is  there  anything, 

think  you,  of  woeful  warning 
In  this  poor,  pallid  and  pitiful  waif,  your  jolly  old   self  with 

astonishment  meeting  f 
Eh  ?    Must  be  altered  ?    Why,  verily  yes.    Punch  holds  that  same 

opinion — precisely. 
"  Peace  and  goodwill  '  has  some  meaning  still,  but  here,  FATHEB 

CHRISTMAS,  we  seem  to  have  missed  it. 
How  to  expound  it  to  outcasts  like  this  were  good  work  for  the 

Season  if  set  about  wisely. 

Come,  carol-invoked  "  Merry  Gentlemen  "  all !    Mr.  Punch  starts 
that  work !     Gentles,  will  you  assist  it  f 


Ms.  CHAHLEY  says  that  when  he  in  future  addresses  an  assembly, 
it  will  be  in  some  place  where  "  the  people  most  do  conger-regate. 
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STRANGERS. 


FATHEB  CHRISTMAS.  "WHAT!    XOT  KNOW  3/£.'-OH,  THIS  MUST  BE  ALTERED! 
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LETTERS    TO    SOME    PEOPLE 

About  Other  People's  Business.     To  Augustus  Harris,  Esq. 

Mr  DEAR  HARRIS, 

YOU'RE  very  busy  -with  your  Pantomime,  of  course,  and 
therefore  can't  spare  any  time  to  go  and  see  pieces,  least  of  all  Melo- 
dramas, of  which,  no  doubt,  you  are  tired.  Of  course  you  are.  But 
why  be  a  Manager  and  play  yourself  ?  I  know  what  you  '11  of  course 
retort,  "  If  you  want  a  thing  well  done,  NIBBS,  do  it  yourself." 
Precisely :  "  A  thing  " — but  not  several  things ;  you  can't  do  'em  all, 
and  even  now,  do  you  know,  I  am  afraid  that  our  dear  BARRETT 
will  beat  you  hand  over  hand  in  sixteen-sheet  posters  and  pictures 
on  the  walls  of  our  artistically  decorated  Metropolis.  You  're  not 
easily  vanquished  in  that  line,  but  look  to  your  laurels — count  them, 
see  they  're  the  right  number,  as  I  really  think  our  dear  BARKETT;has 
taken  more  than  one  leaf  out  of  your  laurel  book. 


ADELPHI. — Final  Tableau  from  "  In  the  Banks  "  and  Among  the  Army 
Files ;  or,  Harlequin  Gideon  the  Fleecer. 

However,  be  that  as  it  may-you  are  busy  night  and  day,  trying  on 
Big  Heads,  and  showing  the  Harlequin  how  to  do  his  jump  through 
the  shop-front  and  so  forth,  and  you  can't  go  and  see  "  In  the  Ranks  " 
at  the  Adelphi,  which  is  the  most  stirring  Melodrama  I  've  witnessed 
for  some  considerable  time.  Why,  even  CLAUDIAW  HERMAN  might  take 
a  lesson  from  the  construction  of  this  Drama,  and  benefit  by  it.  It  is 
just  the  sort  of  thing  I  like,  and,  mind  you,  it  is  just  the  sort  of 
thing  the  Public  likes.  Of  course,  you  will  be  delighted  to  hear  that 
the  Adelphi  was  crowded.  The  audience  was  remarkably  intelligent ; 
not  the  hypercritical,  cynical,  falsely-enthusiastic  audience  which 
conies  out  for  one  night  only,  and  that  "  the  first  night,"  but  an  ordi- 
nary any-night-you-like's  audience,  settling  down  to  the  story  from 
the  moment  it  began,  becoming  so  deeply  interested  in  the  movements 
of  the  personages  in  the  Drama  that  they  wept  with  Miss  ISABEL 
BATEMAN,  the  heroine, — they  might  have  wept  more  if  she  had  only 
let  them, — cheered  the  unhappy  but  excellent  Mr.  WARNER  in  all  his 
troubles,  so  that  the  more  he  was  persecuted  the  more  they  cheered 
and  applauded  him,  just  to  show  that  he  still  had  some  friends  in  front, 
and  hissed  and  hooted  both  the  villains,  but  especially  the  darker- 
dye'd  of  the  pair,  in  so  savage  a  manner,  that  it  seemed  to  me 
the  Conductor  of  the  Orchestra  occupied  a  post  of  danger,  as,  if  that 
mighty  Pit  had  only  been  tried  a  little  more,  they  'd  have  risen  in 
their  thousands,  swept  away  the  occupants  of  the  Stalls,  or  carried 
them  with  them,  and,  overwhelming  the  Musicians,  would  have 
wreaked  their  vengeance  on  that  thorough-paced  scoundrel  (no  words 
can  be  too  strong  for  his  heartless  and  unprincipled  conduct),  Mr. 
Gideon  Slake, — who,  as  represented  by  Mr.  J.  D.  BEVERIDGE,  has 
night  after  night  to  bow  his  grateful  acknowledgments  with  a 
smiling  face  for  this  public  testimonyjto  his  artistic  merit.  To  be 
hissed  heartily  for  two  or  three  hundred  nights  must  be  worth  some- 
thing when  it  has  to  be  considered  in  a  salary. 

The  Scenery!  Mind  you,  you  managed  capitally  in  your  last 
piece,  and  so  did  our  WILSON  B.  in  The  Lights  of  London  and  The 
Sih-er  King,  but  the  effects,  as  a  whole,  were  not  a  patch  on  the 
mechanical  changes  of  In  the  Ranks  at  the  Adelphi.  They  are 
wonderful  in  their  succession  and  variety.  My  dear  HARRIS,  if  your 
Pantomime  arrangements  are  not  at  this  late  date  all  complete,  you 
go  in  for  something  like  this.  Outdo  it ;  as  with  fairies  at  work 
on  a  Drury  Lane  stage,  it  must  be  outdone,  or  it  is  not  worth  doing 
at  all.  But  very  soon  Pantomime  must  devise  something  new,  as 
it  will  have  been  beaten  out  of  the  field  by  the  mechanical  Stage 
arrangements  for  every  new  melodrama.  But,  dear  me,  when  this 
letter  appears,  crowds  will  be  already  besieging  your  Box-Offiee,  and 
Miss  Cinderella  mil  be  just  "  coming  out. 


The  dialogue  of  In  the  Ranks  it  thoroughly  good.  There  are  no 
long  maundering  soliloquies,  no  sermonising,  and  just  such  bits 
of  local  colouring  as  you  might  expect  from  your  old  friends  PETTITT- 
oum-SiMS. 

If  you  can  get  a  spare  moment,  just  go  and  see  In  (he  Ranks.  I 
haven't  time  to  mention  the  Actors :  they  're  all  good,  specially  Mr. 
JOHN  RIDER,  who  gets  shot  in  the  back  for  being  out  in  Dingley  Wood 
(near  Dingley  DeU,  you  know,  where  the  Immortal  Pickwickian* 
went  out  snooting)  when  he  ought  to  have  been  in  bed,  hut  he  turn* 
up  again  all  right  in  the  last  Act.  and  is  nailed  with  cheers,— like 
the  ship  which  came  to  the  relief  of  the  wreck  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay, 
—by  his  friends  the  audience.  Mr.  GARDEN  is  capital,  and  so  is  Mrs. 
LEIGH.  Wishing  you  success  with  your  Drury  Lane  Annual, 

I  am  your  devoted  NIBBS. 


FLUTTERING  A  COLOMBIKU. 

MADAMS  (or  Mademoiselle  P)  SARAH  BERNHARDT  has  not  been  much 
before  the  public  lately.  To  remedy  this,  "  une  ancienne  actrice," 
one  Mile.  MARIE  COLOMBIER,  wrote  and  published  about  her  what 
Le  Figaro  calls  "  un  abominable  livre."  Its  preface  led  to  a  duel 
between  two  gentlemen,  and  the  book  itself  so  riled  SARAH,  that, 
unable  to  suppress  the  publication  or  to  repress  her  rage,  she  visited 
the  ex-actress's  rooms,  and  proved  herself  a  considerable  ex-actress 
by  exacting  payment  in  full  for  what  seems  to  have  been  a  most 
scurrilous  attack. 

The  unhappy  Dove-cottager,  Mile.  COLOMBIER.  flew  from  room  to 
room,  pursued  by  the  infuriated  SARAH,  who  had  commenced  the 
interview  by  walking  up  to  her,  addressing  her  with  "  quelques 
epithe'tes  depourvues  d'amenite."  and  following  these  up  with,  a 
"  violent  coup  de  cravache"  full  in  the  face.  Then  chairs,  tables, 
stools,  and  fauteuils  were  sent  flying,  visitors  being  present  joined 
in  the  row,  until  the  ancienne  Actrice  was  thoroughly  en  retraite," 
and  had  succeeded  in  retiring  altogether,  by  the  back-stairs,  from 
the  scene  of  so  many  striking  situations.  Then  SARAH  "  fcpuiaee, 
mais  vengee,"  quitted  the  house,  leaving  the  cravache  as  a  trifling 
memento  of  her  visit  for  Mile.  COLOMBIER.  Thus  ended  the  new 
dramatic  adaptation  of  The  Ladies'  Battle,  and  in  an  hour  after- 
wards SARAH  was  playing  at  the  Porte  St.  Martin  in  the  new  Drama 
(apparently  of  the  old  Astleyan  type),  called  Nona  Sahib,  in  which 
two  historical  English  characters,  "  Lord  WISLET  "  and  "  Lord 
EDWARDS,"  seem  to  have  distinguished  themselves  greatly. 

LITERS  HUMANIORES! 

FIRED  by  the  remarkable  success  that  has  attended  his  latest 
epistolary  triumph, — a  letter  addressed  to  an  August  and  Royal 
Personage,— the  Great  Philosopher  of  Humanity  has  just  posted  the 
following : — 

The  Emperor  of  GERMANY  has  often  manifested  symptoms  of 
liglit-headedness.  The  Emperor  of  GERMAN!  will  restore  Alsace 
and  Lorraine,  and  the  head  of  BISMARCK  in  a  hamper,  to  th»  Repub- 
lic, and  return  the  indemnity  in  a  cheque,  payable  to  bearer 
(addressed,  under  cover,  to  VICTOR  HUGO),  and,  without  making 
further  inquiries,  deserve  all  the  profound  thanks  he  can  get  from 
the  civilised  world.  

The  Emperor  of  CHINA  is  an  infinitely  bigger  fool  than  he  looks. 
The  Emperor  of  CHINA  will  give  and  bequeath  Tonquin,  Dublin, 
Bachnin,  Mongolia,  California,  Sugar  Candy,  the  two  Tasmania*, 
and  the  Gulf  ot  Brechin  to  France  (in  trust  for  VICTOR  Huoo),  and 
defray  the  entire  costs  of  the  transaction  as  charged  by  his  (VlCTOH 
HUGO'S)  civilised  Solicitor. 

A  MOST  generous  subscriber  to  Truth's  fund  for  the  children  in 
Hospitals  and  Workhouses  sent  Mr.  LABOCCHERE  five  thousand  six- 
pences for  distribution  on  Christmas  Day.  He  simply  signed  himself 
"  A  FRIEND."  May  he  never  be  "  A  Friend  in  need !  "  Happening 
to  mention  this  fact  to  a  real  Friend  in  need,  he  at  once  said.  "  If  the 
same  Gentleman  will  send  me  a  similar  amount,  or  double,  I  will 
invest  it  for  the  dear  little  ones  in— Turkish,  until  they  "ve  grown 
up."  We  don't  think  this  generous  offer  will  be  jumped  at ;  but  if  it 
is,  85,  Fleet  Street,  is  the  address. 


SEASONABLE  ACTING  CHARADE.— (Entered  at  Stationer's  Hull.}— 
What  simple  fWers  suggest  the  idea  of  a  diary  ?  And  the  Respon- 
dent will  answer  in  action  thus :  first  he  will,  as  if  pondering,  utter, 
— "  Vy" ', — then,  as  if  he  had  suddenly  hit  upon  the  solution,  he 
will  exclaim  "  O  !  "—and  lastly,  he  will  name  the  diary  "  Letts. 

REDUCTIO  [AD  ASSURDUM.— The  Question  whether  Mr.  HORTOJT 
should  or  should  not  be  appointed  Examiner  ia  Theology  may  be 
stated  by  another  rendering  of  "  To  be  «r  not  to  be  " — i.e.,  "  Hort'un 
or  H 'oughtn't  'un  !  " 
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ALL  HANDS  TO  THE— 
CLOCK ! 

WE  read  the  following  para- 
graph in  the  Daily  Netcs  the 
)ther  morning,  as  we  were 
taking  our  breakfast : — 

1  This  morning  the  new  Clock  at 
the  Law  Courts  (opposite  Temple 
Bar)  will  be  formally  handed  over 
to  the  Commissioners  of  the  Office 
of  Works  and  Publi*  Buildings  by 
Messrs.  GILLBTT  &  Co.,  of  Croy- 
don,  who  have  erected  it.  The 
Clock  will  be  started  at  11-30  by 

MeSSrB.BLOOMFIELD  AND  ST11EET, 

the  Architects  to  the  Koyal  Courts 
of  Justice." 

We  were  particularly  care- 
ful not  to  "  take  a  walk  down 
Fleet  Street"  that  morning. 
We  trust  the  Commissioners 
were  strong  enough  to  hold  the 
Clock  when  it  was  "handed 
over,"  and  we  are  anxious  to 
know  where  it  got  to  after 
it  was  started  by  Messrs. 
BLOOMFIELD  AND  STREET.  Did 
they  start  it  with  a  flag,  after 
the  manner  of  the  great  MAC- 
OEORQE  of  Epsom  Downs  ? 
Did  they  sing  a  merry  little 
ditty— 

Dickory,  dickory  dock ! 

We  've  started  the  Law  Courts' 

Clock! 
'Tis  bound  to  go,  say  GILLETT 

&Co. 
Dickory,  dickory,  dock ! 

We  trust  there  were  no  se- 
rious accidents  in  consequence 
of  these  horological  sports. 


BARNUHEHOUS  RUMOUR.  — 
It  is  said  the  great  PHINEAS 
THE  FIRST,  Emperor  of  Show- 
men, is  coming  to  London  in 
the  Spring  with  a  White  Ele- 
phant. Is  it  possible  that  it 
may  turn  out  to  be  our  old 
friend  Jumbo  whitewashed  '? 
The  great  mind  that  conceived 
the  sublime  idea  of  "  WASH- 
INGTON'S Nurse"  forty  years 
ago,  is  equal  to  any  little  prac- 
tical jokes  in  the  present  day. 


PUNCH'S    FANCY    PORTRAITS.-NO.   168. 


THE;' AMERICAN  EVENING  STAR. 

Miss  ANDERSON,  BY  JOVE  !  JAUN- 
DICED CRITICS  MAY  FROWN  AT  YOU, 
BUT  YOU  'RE  THE  LOVELY  STATUE, 

Miss  ANDERSON,  BY  JOVE  ! 


TRAVELLING  MADE 
EASY. 

FBOM  London  to  Nice  an 
easy  way  of  going,  via  Chat- 
ham and  Dover  line,  which  we 
see  advertises  arrangements 
with  sleeping-cars  and  through 
Express  from  Calais,  which  is 
delightful  travelling  ;  but  the 
best  of  it  all,  specially  at  this 
season  of  the  year,  is  the  fact 
that  the  starting-hour  from 
Victoria  Station  is  10  A.M. 
None  of  your  getting  up  by 
gaslight  shivery-shakery  and 
anathematising  everybody, 
L.  C.  and  D.  included ;  no 
wretched  going -to -be -hung 
sort  of  breakfast ;  no  forget- 
ting everything  at  the  last 
moment  because  you  're  half 
asleep  ;  no  up-all-last-night 
kind  of  feeling ;  and,  in  fact, 
misery  generally  ;  also,  no  cer- 
tainty of  indigestion  and  dis- 
comfort on  board  the  steamer 
in  the  cold,  damp,  dark  night, 
when  the  horrors  of  the  situa- 
tion are  trebled  consequent 
upon  travelling  by  an  after- 
dinner  train  in  the  evening, 
but  a  quiet,  comfortable  break- 
fast at  a  reasonable  hour,  and 
a  fair  start  with  all  your  wits 
about  you,  a  cigar  and  the 
morning  papers  to  occupy  you 
for  an  hour  or  so  en  route,  a 
fresh  morning  on  the  coast, 
perhaps  calm,  but  most  pro- 
bably sunny,  and  then  arriving 
at  Calais  in  the  very  nick  of 
time  for  the  excellent  luncheon 
that  that  first-rate  buffet  in- 
variably provides.  "  Easy 
come,  easy  go,"  sounds  like 
the  motto  for  this  Christmas 
Service,  which  takes  place 
every  Wednesday  and  Satur- 
day. Brayvo,  L.  C.  and  D. ! 

"  MY  Aunt,  Lady  GORGER- 
ANT,"  said  Mrs.  RAMSBOTHAM, 
"  is  a  believer  in  ghosts.  In- 
deed she  is  the  most  supposi- 
titious old  lady  I  ever  knew." 


A  PLEA  FOR  CHRISTMAS. 

THE  cynics  have  sneered  at  all  Christmas  tradition, 

And  told  us  the  time  for  festivity  's  fled, 
With  pitiless  pens  they  explain  our  position, 

In  eager  agreement  that  Christmas  is  dead. 
They  say  that  a  person  of  culture  it  sickens, 

To  hear  of  the  season  in  prose  or  in  rhymes, 
That  Christmas  was  simply  invented  by  DICKENS, 

And  went  out  of  fashion  with  tales  like  The  Chimes. 

They  'd  banish  all  talk  of  the  festival  season, 

And  rather  remind  us  of  duns  and  of  bills, 
They  hold  that  the  Yuletide  should  offer  no  reason, 

For  pleasant  oblivion  of  sorrows  and  ills. 
They  write  in  fine  scorn  of  all  social  enjoyment, 

And  vow  that  big  dinners  we  ought  to  forsake, 
In  short  every  year  many  pens  find  employment, 

In  proving  that  Christmas  is  quite  a  mistake. 


,  Go  ask  of  the  children  who  measure 

The  time  till  the  day  when  they  're  set  free  from  school, 

Tey  TT  i    ?ou  "*  sure  tnat  tnev  8ti11  can  talje  pleasure, 
In  all  the  delights  and  amusements  of  Yule. 
lor  them  let  the  bright  tree  with  presents  be  laden, 
tor  them  let  the  holly  adorn  all  the  house, 


While  every  small  man  and  each  miniature  maiden, 
Will  hang  out  a  stocking  for  kind  Santa  Claus. 

And  as  for  the  old  folks,  why  pile  on  the  splinter 

Of  beechwood,  and  gather  your  friends  one  and  all, 
Time  was  we  wot  well  when  this  feast  day  of  winter, 

Made  rich  and  poor  mingle  in  cottage  and  hall. 
So  bring  in  the  \ule  log  and  till  up  the  flagon, 

Though  storms  roar  without,  we  will  feast  on  this  night, 
And  yonder  the  young  ones  shall  play  at  snapdragon, 

Or  blush  'neath  the  mistletoe  berries  so  bright. 

Away  then  with  sneers,  be  it  ours  to  endeavour, 

To  keep  the  dear  season  as  folks  did  of  old ; 
The  fame  of  the  Yuletide  shall  live  on  for  ever, 

With  warm  hearts  within,  though  the  winter  be  cold. 
'Tis  well  in  a  wearisome  world  to  remember. 

That  holiday  time  may  be  ours  now  and  then, 
And  one  day  must  come  in  each  dreary  December, 

Of  peace  upon  earth  and  good  will  towards  men ! 


THAT  's  a  quaint-looking  Christmas  collection  of  verse  and  prose 
brought  out  by  Mr.  AUGUSTUS  MOORE,  and  called  Walnuts  and 
Wine.  The  contents  are  as  attractive  as  the  originals  in  the  title, 
and,  thank  goodness,  far  easier  of  digestion. 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS — In  no  case  can  Contributions,  whether  MS.,  Printed  Matter,  or  Drawings,  be  returned,  unlesi  accompanied 
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ADAPTING  :  by  the  Gaul,  83 

"  Admiration  Army  "  (The),  H  3 

After  it  is  Open,  18 

Aids   tow&rdi   making    Christmas    An- 
nuals, 111 

Aix  and  Pains,  SI 

Alderman's  Nightmare  (The),  142 

Alfonso  the  Brave,  IBS 

All-Absorbing  Subject  (An),  154 

All  at  Sea,  1 

All  at-8ea  Serpent  (Tho).  191 

All  Hands  to  the— Clock!  310 

All  for  Her-k8mer,  367 

Alphonso  Abroad,  Ml 

"  And  is  this  Fame  "  t  349 

Anglo-Indian  Mutiny  (The),  282 

Another  Invitation  to  Amerikay,  ?37 

Another  Little  Holiday  Cruise,  88,  1C5, 
lit.  Ac. 

Answer  Plain  and  Simple  (in),  209 

Arrangerneuta  for  this  Day — Mouth,  82 

'Arry  at  the  Royal  Evening  Fete,  38 

Art  Ooing  to  the  Wall,  249 

Articles  de  Paris,  193 

As  Clear  as  (Eistend-on-)  Mud,  190 

Athwart  the  Course,  4 

At  the  Gates !  1;  0 

BACK  Again  I  195 

Back  to  London,  168 

Ballad  of  Bathing  (AX  S3 

Bar  abd  a  Crotchet  (AX  274 

Baron  Honour,  290 

Bathing  Machine  (Tho),  97 

Before  the  Curtain,  ISA 

Before  the  Fourteenth,  14 

Beginning  in  Smoke,  60 

Bi*  Bill  (A),  265 

Birds  in  Conclave  (The),  f<l 

"  Birds"  of  Aristophanes  (The),  279 

Bismarck's  White  Elephants,  214 

Blow  for  the  Blow-holes  (A),  1 

Bootheration,  28 

Box  for  Bobby  (A).  143 

Bradshaw  Jubilee  (TheX  36 

Brt  ezy  Ballad  (A),  238 

Brighton  Buster  (A).  107 

Broker  Broke  of  Bullion,  Court  Theatre 
and  the  Faithful  Ariel,  184 

Browne  Study  iu  New  Bond  Street  (A), 

Bumble  In  Wonderland,  62 

Burgle  Song  (The),  107 

By  Parcels  Post,  113 

CAN'T  lo  Fairer  than  Fowler,  943 

Caught  by  the  Tide  1  49 

Cetewayo,  94 

Change  for  a  Sovereign,  149 

Charing  Cross  Carol  (A I,  83 

Charity  not  at  Homo,  82 

Cheap  Outing  (AX  218 

Ohilde Chappie's  Pilgrimsge,7S,  84, 96,  Ac. 


"  Chinamania,"  120 

Chip  from  the  Premier's  Log  (A),  142 

Christina*  Leaves,  149 

City  Mistry  Solved  (The),  180 

Comedy  in  the  Courts  (A    261 

Comic  Complaint  (A),  58 

Common  Sense  and  Licence,  190 

Compensation.  ISO 

Coaveited  Miller  (The).  113 

Convened  Savage*  at  St.  James's  Hall,  Si 

Corporation  Waking  Up  (The),  S3 

Counter  Criticism.  118 

Critical  Portion  (A),  S65 

Critic  (very)  much  Abroad  (A),  206 

Cromer  din's.  110 

Crucial  Questions,  38 

Cue  for  Cuilebs  (A),  131 

Cupid  to  Order,  26» 

Cut  and  Come  Again  I  78 

"DA*  In  the  Country"  (AX  112 

Dead  Leaves,  288 

Devil's  Walk  (The),  234 

Diary  of  an  Athlete  In  the  Dog-days,  34 

Dlsolalmer(A<,  178 

'•  Disintegration  I"  198 

Dismal  Dilemma  (A).  190 

Distant  Relations,  215 

Dobbs I  75 

Dog  and  his  Dsys  (AX  118 

Domestic  Meteorology,  135 

Druiy  Lane  Temperance  Play  (The),  208 

Duplicity,  82 

EASTIND-ON-MITI,  133 

Electoral  Progression,  10 

Englishman's  Castle  (An),  £09 

Epitaph  (An),  106 

"Esq.,"  t5 

Essence  of  Parliament,  4,  16,  28,  Ac. 

Examination  Questions,  2t}3 

Example  and  a  Puzzle  (AnX  309 

••  Excelsior  "  at  the  Royal  Court*,  193 

"  Exits  and  Entrances,"  12 

FAIRYLAND  Review  (The),  373,  281 

"  F«lry  Tales  of  Science  "  (The),  134 

"  Falsely  True,"  SOS 

Family  Ghost  (Tho),  802 

Farewell  Verse  ( A ),  81 

Fashionable  Intelligence,  114 

"  Finis  Franclaj,"  262 

"  Fireside  "  at  Venice  (The),  229 

Food  and  Figure*,  253 

Food  v.  Cram,  240 

Footlight  Confidences,  325 

For  the  First,  118 

Free-rand-easy)-dom  at  Drury  Lane,  74 

Free  Registry  Dodge  (The),  47 

"  Friend,— In  Need"  (The),  41 

From  Our  Private  Box  of  Books,  122 

GENTLE  Citizen  to  the  Burglar  (The),  1SS 

Germany  to  France,  148 

Glass  at  the  Globe  (A),  160 


Good  Little  Pig  gone  Wrong  (The),  18 

Green  Old  Age  (AX  347 

Guy  Fenian,  Jto 

-HAMLET"  Adapted,  SSS 

Handbook  of  Knowledge  (A),  48 

Bard  Row  (AX  149 

"  Haydn's  Dictionary  of  Dales, "  194 

Health  Exhibition  (TheX  «8 

Heaven  «.  Fender,  «2 

Here  Files  a  Post !  63 

Hias  Own  Ideal  1C* 

Holiday  Echoes,  161 

Holiday  Haunts,  6 

Homicide  and  Vulpidde,  2M 

House  that  Capital  built  (The),  358 

How  it  was  done,  117 

How  the  King  of  Spain  was  Interviewed, 

134 

How  to  make  the  "  A.  P."  Happy,  71 
Hurrah,  for  the  Princes*  1  181 
"Ir!"  119 

Impressions  of  an  "Impressionist,"  39 
Improvements  In  the  Law  Court*,  »08 
"  In  '  Native '  Worth  with  Honour 

Crowned,"  *65 
International  Courtesy.  f& 
Intel  national  Cricket,  70 
In  the  Channel,  Iv3 

In  the  Hatter  of ,  a  Prisoner,  ISO 

In  the  Name  of  Justice— Dummy  Briefs  I 

181 

In  the  Time  of  the  ResUuration,  373 
Irvingites  at  St.  James's  Hall,  13 
I«thmian  Game  (An),  54 
J«wd'E«prit(A),  286 
Jordan  in  Jeopardy,  14S 
Justice  in  Uneasy  Slippers,  57 
Justice— very  much— in  the  Future,  36 
I. A  Belle  Americaine,  174 
Labor  Omnla  Viucit.  104 
Ladies  of  the  Lakes  (The),  39 
Latest  Craze  (The),  333,  245,  262,  Ac. 
Latin  "All  Greek,"  309 
Laureate's  Log  (A),  141 
Lay  of  the  Law  (A),  US 
Lay  of  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  (TheX  107 
Lays  of  a  Lazy  Minstrel,  2.  13,  94,  Ac. 
Le  Cholera  Anglopbobe,  101 
Left  in  Town,  t8 
Le  Gamin  do  Paris,  174 
Letters  to  Some  People,  180, 192,  309 
Light  Point  of  Law  (AX  70 
"Like a  Crab,  it  can  «ro  Backwards,"  141 
Litena  Humanioros,  302 
Literary  Light  Refreshment,  61 
Litigation  and  Logic,  157 
Look  into  Limbo  (A),  14 
Lord  Mare's  Day,  244 
Lords  and  the  (Old)  LaxJiee  (TbeX  11 
Love  among  the  Partridge*,  109 
Loving  Cup  (The),  66 


MARKERS  and  Custom*  of  the  City  of 

London.  64 

March  oUntellect  (The),  354 
March  of  the  Salvationists  (TheX  2>T 
Mario  I  190 

Matthew  Arnold  on  "Numbers,"  HI 
Mems.  of  a  Minute  Philosopher,  15S,  161, 

lot 

Millionnalra  on  the  Moors  (TheX  »4 
Ministers  at  the  Mauaton  House,  78 
Ministers  In  Council.  114 
Minstrel  Boy  on  maWDg  a  Start  (TneX  178 
Modern  An  AmudL.  »>,  144,  m,  to. 
More-and-Morely  Series  (Th*X  374 
More  BootheraUon.  1U 
Mon  from  the  Goldimltb  Birthday-Book, 

Ml 

Mossoo's  Disry,  IIS 
Moesoo's  Little  Game,  114 
Mr.  Gladstone's  Little  Lunch,  147 
Mr.  Punch  and  Turtle,  144 
Multum  In  Parvo,  »1 
Mnnldp.1  Muddle  <Th«X  178 
"  Mario  hath  Charm*."  M4 
Mutual  Understanding  (AX  M 
Mr  Country  Cousin,  IS 
My  Long  Wakayahun,  148 
Mystery.  Murder,  and  the  Money  Mar- 

"  Ni  Sulor  rapra  Crepidam,"  44 

"  Net  Re«u:u,"  110 

New  KnUiht  (AX  41 

New  NephelooooeuglafThe),  341 

New  Part  for  a  But  (AX  302 

New  Police  Regulation*,  150 

New  Profession  (A),  IIS 

New  Reading*  of  an  Old  Nursery  Rhyme, 

144 

Next  Lord  Mayor  Interviewed  (ThrX  14 
N'ightcap*  and  Dreams,  194 
Nightmare  of  Fair  Woman  (AX  Ml 
No  Place  like  Home,  1S7 
Not  Before  it  is  Wanted,  191 
Note*  of  Interrogation,  Mil 

Nut*  •   (iU'i^t   'li-.'t   i- 

O!  121 

Old  Plays  for  New  Audience*,  58 

Old  Pistman's  Story  (An),  1S4 

Old  Venetian  Blind  (The).  303 

On  a  Recent  Music-Hall  Trial,  46 

"Only  One  "(TheX  315 

On  the  New  Underground,  299 

On  the  Skye-lark.  138 

Onwards!  or,  A  Little  Further  Still,  169 

Operatic  Note,  13 

Orphee  aux  Enters.  186 

"Our    Own    Correspondent"   »nd   the 

Sultan,  341 
Our  Parcels,  145 
Our  Parent*,  137 
Our  Wealthy  Dramatist*,  240 
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Out  M .tiiceuvred,  14t> 

Over-Eating  and  'Arry  Hatch,  18 

Oxford  Education  (An),  141 

PARALLEL  (A),  70 

Parliamentary  Posers,  6 

Patent*  and  Pennies,  166 

Patients  at  the  Palace,  65 

Pheasant  Butchers,  230 

Plain  English,  80 

"  Play 's  the  Thing  "  (The),  266 

Plea  for  Christmas  (A),  810 

Flush  and  Privilldje,  190 

Politico-Pecuniary  Barometer  (The),  160 

Pot  and  Kettle,  162 

"  Presuming  !  "  274 

Price  of  Meat  (The),  35 

Progress  of  Rationalism  (The),  183 

Purely  Teck-aical  Matter  (A),  17 

QUITE  Surprising,  49 

RABELAIS  Beformed,  179 

Rambling  Rondeaux,  154, 166,  178 

Rampant  Ribbonosity,  156 

Rank  Nonsense  1  232 

Heading  for  the  Million,  251 

Real  "  Birkbeck  "  Institution  (The),  2 

Real  Hauuted  House  (The),  50 

Recent  Publication,  83 

Reflective  Ode  (A),  287 

Reg'lar  Ruin,  141 

Reviewer  Reviewed  (A),  198 

Rhine  and  Reason,  58 

Richard  Doyle.    (In  Memoriam),  289 

Ridiculus  Mus  from  llonto  Carlo,  45 

Riparian  Rhyme  (A),  225 

River  Runes,  13 

Robert  at  Greenwich,  27 

Robert 's  Crismas  Story,  305 

Rod  etill  In  Pickle  (The),  102 

"  Royal  Red  Cross"  (The),  118 

SACRIFICE  of  the  Judges  (The)  279 

"Sanitas  Sanitatum,"  169 

School-Board  Victim  (The),  S62 

Science  and  Subsidies,  189 

Scrumptious  Railway  Car  (A),  48 

Secret  of  Deadman's  Terrace  (The),  297, 

303 

Sentry  of  the  Century  (The),  S89 
"Services "(The),  94 
Jhakspeare  at  Paddington,  202 
Shakespearian  Remains,  130 
Shall  Dobbshave  a  Statue?  85 
Sientiffic  Staggerers,  207 
Sigh  from  the  Slums  (A),  254 
Sigh  of  the  Stockbroker  (The),  209 
Sigurd  the  Socialist  I  286 
Silver  Terns  (The),  97 
Six  Years  in  a  House-Boat.  291 
iniith  Celebration  (The),  249 
Social  Difficulty  In  a  Political  Discussion, 

46 

Some  Signs  of  the  Season,  289 
Some  Singular  Disclosures,  166 
Something  like  a  Circuit  I  9S 
Something  like  a  Fellah  !  158 
Something  like  a  School  I  265 
Dong  of  a  Sciolist  at  South  port,  154 
Song  of  King  Conner  (The),  261 
Song  of  Southwold  (A).  120 
Song  of  the  Snubbed  One  (The),  246 
Bong  on  a  Summer  Beverage,  26 
Songs  of  the  Streets,  11,  ISO,  155,  it.:. 
Sors  Shakspeariana — Captain  Webb,  CO 
Speaker  (The),  201,  SOS,  220,  Ac. 
Sporting  Intelligence,  239 
Stanzas  to  Salt,  82 
Startling  Invention  (A),  157 
Startling  Surmise,  23 
Strange  Occupation  (A),  238 
Strange  Omission.  267 
Strangers  Yet,  S06 
Subsidised  Science,  162 
Sunday  at  the  Baton,  34 

Sunday  Morning  at  Hawarden  (A),  181 

Sundays  out  of  Session,  178 

•'  Sun-Spottery,"  84 

Survival  of  the  Fittest,  161 

Sweet  Home,  222 

Sympathy  with  a  Statue,  110 

TAPPING  the  Wires,  10 

"Tempora  Mutantur,"  270 

Teuton  Bully  (The),  131 

Thames  Nuisance  (The),  11 

Thing  of  Beauty  (A),  294 

Thoroughfare  or  No  Thoroughfare?  238 

Three  Cheers  and  Vive  la  Corporation  I 
288 

"  Title  R61e"  (The),  33 

"  To  be  continued— in  Two  Parts,"  61 

Ton-king.  149 

Tour  de  Force  (A),  98 

Toydy  Lot  (AX  299 

Travelling  Made  Easy,  310 

Tricks  c.f  the  Landing-Stage,  213 

Tunnel  to  the  Isle  of  Wight  (A)  203 

Twill  not  do,  156 

UN'APPT  'AMPSTEAD,  117 

University  Intelligence,  290 

Unjust  Rates,  S61,  276 

Unusual  Opportunity  (An),  154 

VALE  !  47 


Veiled  Compliment  (A),  123 

••  Vive  le  Roi !  "  77 

Voice  from  a  Cave  (A),  225 

Vote  for  Virtue  I  46 

WAIL  of  the  Workman  (The),  113 

Wardrobe  of  the  Khedive  (The),  22 

Wet  Day  at  the  Sea-side  (A).  129 

What  I  Saw  and  Heard  at  the  FisherleB 

Exhibition,  221 

What  sh.ill  we  Do  with  Our  Boys    179 
Whistling  Bobby  (The).  146 
Wimbledon  Wail  (A),  45 
Wops  (The),  130 
Worship  ot  Tinsel  (The),  227 
Worth  Preserving,  246 

LARGE  ENGRAVINGS. 

ALFONSO  the  Brave,  163 

Anglo-Indian  Mutiny  (The),  283 

Athwart  the  Course,  7 

At  the  Sates  !  151 

"  Cbiuamania,"  127 

Crowning  the  O'Caliban,  295 

Cut  and  Come  Again  ?  79 

"  Disintegration  I "  199 

"  Friend,  in  Need  "  (The),  43 

Hamlet,  Prince  of  Birmingham,  271 

Isthmian  Game  (An),  55 

Le  Gamin  de  Paris,  175 

"  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave  "  (A),  139 

"  Loving  Cup"  (The),  67 

"  Mammon's  Rents  "  1    223 

Mischief !  I  19 

Moss  DO'S  "  Little  Game,"  115 

Mutual  Understanding  (A),  31 

"Net  Re  suits,"  211 

Nurse  Gladstone,  91 

"  Orphe'e  aux  Enfers,"  187 

Respite  (A),  2S5 

Rod  Still  in  Pickle  (The),  103 

"  Seeing  's  Believing,"  259 

Snubbed!  247 

Strangers,  807 

SMALL  ENGEAVINGS. 

ARBF.  Franz  Lizst,  215 
Actor's  Introduction  to  the  Duke,  102 
After  Visiting  the  Fisheries  Exhibition,  22 
Alderman  and  the  Conger  (The),  242 
Amateur  Reciter  (The),  54 
Amenities  of  the  Tennis-Lawn,  174 
Another  Day  with  Prince  Victor,  250 
Arranging  Lady  Midas's  Dinner-Party,  6 
'Arry  up  to  Eightten-Carat,  110 
At  the  Shoddyville  Art  Gallery,  135 
Aunt  of  Fifteen  Nephews  (The),  134 
Bathing-Machine  Puzzle,  85 
Billingsgate  Market  Puzzle,  129 
Boating  Party  and  Luminous  Paint,  198 
Bold  Buccleuch  (The),  94 
Brigson  Enjoys  ••  Driving"  Birds,  123 
Brown  and  Distressed  Frenchman,  229 
Buffalo  Dance  of  St.  Stephen's  Savages,  28 
Bull's  Review  of  his  Crops,  111 
"  Burning  Scent,"  285 


'Bus-Driver  Hailing  Stout  Lady,  158 
Hutler  aud  the  Servants'  Party,  258 
Cabman's  Glove  Number  (A),  246 
Cardinal  Howard,  130 
Cattle-Show  Week,  265 
Cetewayo's  Return  to  London,  195 
Chamberlain  after  the  Cobden  Club,  15 
Changing  Feet  at  Drill,  24S 
Charwoman  and  Upper  Class  Juveniles, 

186 

Cheeky  Passenger  and  Steamboat  Cap- 
tain, 239 
Civic  Dignitaries  at  Burnham  Beeches, 

159 

Clapham  Junction  Platform  Passage,  27 
Cockney  Tourist  and  Bean  Harvest,  179 
Collecting  Fares  in  a  Rough  Passage,  71 
Complimenting  a  Lady  on  Playing  Pau- 
line, 270 

Cricket  Match  with  all  the  Studds,  25 
Crossing-Sweeper  and  Coin,  249 
Cuckoo's  Effect  on  a  Masher,  14 
Cyclists  Grouse-Shooting,  196 
Discord  in  Black  and  White  (A),  73 
Dweller'in  Slum  and  Farmer,  50 
Dutchman's  Shaving  Days  (The),  47 
Earl  and  Alderman  Isaacs  (The),  42 
Earl  of  Roslyn  (The),  274 
Effect  of  too  much  Lawn-Tennis,  181 
Ellis  Ashmead  Bartlett,  Esq.,  M.P.,  82 
Ethel  and  Dorothy — Town  and  Country, 

234 

"  General  "  Booth,  202 
General  Muudella's  Awkward  Squad,  232 
Goodwood  Sketches,  37 
Grand  Old  Man  and  Quickset  Hedge,  52 
Hampstead  Heath  Rides,  45 
Hampstead  Ride  (The),  C9 
Heibert  Herkomer,  R.A.,  286 
Highland  Lad  and  the  Whiskey,  255 
Hips  ii.  Braces,  169 
His  Grace's  Flunkey,  78 
Holiday  Resorts.  121 
Horticultural  Catlings,  84 
Hounds  and  Parcels  Post,  170 
How  to  get  over  that  Gate  !  2S7 
Insubordinate  Volunteer  and  his  Colonel, 

203 

Irish  Attorney  and  Tipsy  Clerk,  81 
J.  E.  Gorst,  Q.C.,  142 
J.  Norman  Lookyer,  F.S.S.,  299 
Joneses'  Joy  at  Smit  h's  elevation  (The), 

288 

Just  turned  out  from  Alma  Mater,  83 
Keeper's  Family  and  the  Pheasants,  192 
King  Pippin  and  Prime  Minister,  171 
Ladies  of  the  Lakes  (The),  89 
Lawn  Meet  (The),  263 
Lawn-Tennis  Lobs,  29 
Lawyer  and  Northern  Farmer,  193 
Le  Comte  de  Paris.  154 
Lord  Barndore'a  Bloodless  Battiie,  145 
Lord  Chief  Justice  Coleridge,  107 
Lord  Coleridge  and  the  American  Bar.  231 
Lord  Randolph  Churchill,  Sir  Stafford, 
and  Scotch  University  Voter,  217 


Mnjor  Preudergast's  Hair,  282 

Mamma  and  Guild  on  a  Rainy  Day,  206 

Mamma  taking  a  Drop  to  i  much,  116 

Manchester  Ship  Canal  Bill,  75 

Marquis  Tseng  (The),  166 

Mary  Anderson,  310. 

Master  Godfrey's  Mild  Havanua,  51 

M.  Ferdinand  de  Lesseps.  70 

Mistress  writing  Mary's  Letter,  146 

Money  Market,  V56 

Mother-in-law  detects  Inebriate,  207 

Mr.  Chaplin's  Butcher's  Song,  26 

Mr.  Charles  Samley,  -23 

Mrs  de Tomkyns loathes  Worldliness,  290 

Mrs.  de  Tomkyus  s  Bucks,  210 

Mr.  Sharp-eye-ra,  118 

Muscular  Curate  and  Wheelbarrow,  183 

M.  Waddington.  58 

New  Hova-ture  (The),  99 

New  Lord  Mayor  (The),  238 

Odd  Couples  in  Ball-room,  38 

Odd-Job  Man  (The),  59 

Oiling  the  Tortoise,  62 

Old  Ladies  on  board  a  Steamer,  131 

Origin  of  Gloves  (The),  172 

Our  Agreeable  Birthday  Book,  9 

Our  Fishing  Industries,  49,  108 

"  Our  Mr.  Eirington,  M.P.,"  10 

Outrage  upon  Brown's  Beard,  114 

Overcrowded  Railway  Carriage,  167 

Painful  Meeting  at  a  Dressmaker's,  157 

Papa's  Opinion  on  Celia's  Lovers,  74 

Parliamentary  House-Boat  (The),  SO 

Parliamentary  Pairing  Season,  64 

Playing  "  Rugby  "  or  "  Association  "  ?  133 

Poet  Fellah  made  Peer,  302 

Possible  Future  of  Wellington  Statue,  3 

Post-Office  "  Carrier"  (The),  03 

Pot  and  Kettle,  182 

Preferring  Wealth  to  Knowledge,  275 

Prince  Albert  Victor  at  Cambridge,  219 

Punch  presenting  Tennyson's  Coronet,  291 

Puzzle  to  Find  Name  of  Station,  197 

Questionable  Compliment  to  an  Author, 

95 

Rabbits  Two  Inches  too  Short,  117 
lUilway  Porter  collecting  in  Church,  191 
Railway  Travellers'  Mothers-in-law,  119 
Random  Shots  by  Dumb-Crambo,  65 
Ready  Fire-Esoape  (A),  i53 
Rector's  Visit  to  Jane  (The),  287 
Re-paying  a  Sovereign,  266 
Result  of  Trading  without  Capital,  261 
Right  Hon.  Joseph  Chamberlain,  190 
Right  Pig  by  the  Ear  (The),  267 
Right  Rev.  J.  F.  Mackarness,  D.D.,  178 
Right  Time  at  Waterloo  (The),  77 
Rough-hewn      Men      aud     Effeminate 

Women,  18 

Salvationists  aud  tho  Villas,  87 
Scotch  Parishioner  aud  New  Minister,  298 
Sea-side  Lady's  Hat  (A),  1)8 
Sea-side  Splitters,  Is3 
Sea-side  Study  (A),  89 
SirC.  W.  Siemens,  D.C.L.,  F.R.S.,  48 
Sir  Frederick  Augustus  Abel,  Bart.,  251 
Sir  Joseph  Bazalgette,  C.B.,  262 
Sir  Moses  Monteflore,  227 
Sir  Pompey  and  his  Architect,  278 
Sir  Pompoy  Bedell's  Family  Portrait,  222 
Sir  Samuel  Smiles,  34 
Sketch  of  Ben  Nevis,  201 
Sport  Sketches,  113 
Startling  "  Bags"  on  the  Moors,  168 
Steamboats  at  London  Bridgo,  21 
Striking  him  as  a  Liar,  33 
Suggestions  for  Frescoes,  96 
Swell  and  Poor  Beggar,  122 
Taken  for  a  Jew,  194 
Tall  and  Short  Ltdy  Bathers,  162 
Thompson's  Highland  Costume,  147 
Tight  Vl£aistband  and  Shoes.  218 
Toby's  Parting— Au  Revoir  !  100 
Tombstone  -  Cutter's     Recommendation 

(A),  I  OS 

Too  Lazy  for  Athletics,  241 
Tourist  and  his  Guides  (The)  109 
Tourist  and  Shady  Britisher  at  Boulogne, 

13 

Tropes  for  Trippers,  180 
Two  Country  Doctors,  155 
Two  Umbrellas  and  Colour-Blindness,  226 
Vacation  Judges,  279 
Village  Veteran's  Last  Tooth,  11 
Violinist's  Pity  for  Deaf  Gentleman,  66 
Viqueens  of  Whitby  (The).  150 
Visiting  the  Slums  in  Mackintoshes,  294 
Wanting  to  Look  like  a  Geutleonan,  254 
Westminster  Academy  Pictures,  4,  16,  40 
What   the   Alderman's    Portrait    would 

Cost,  90 

Widow  and  her  Mourning  (A),  214 
Widow's  Second  Husband,  306 
Wife's  Account  of  the  Play  (A),  2 
Wimbledon  Whims,  17 
Yankee  and  Sir  Gorgius's  Flunkey,  4S 
Yankee  Fisherman's  Sport  (A),  143 
Young  Actor  and  Admiring  Ladies,  SO 
Young  Man  invited  to  Supper  (A),  35 
Young  Spoonbill  Proposing,  230 
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